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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


KING  of  France. 

Duke  Tjf  Florence.  " 

Bertram,  Count  of  Roufillon. 

Lafeu,  an  old  Lo  d. 

Parolles,  a  parajiticalfollo'wer  ^Bertram  ;  a  coixiard^ 

but  <vciin,  and  a  great  pretender  to  ^valour. 
Several  young  French  Lords^  that  fer've  'with  Bertram 

in  the  Florentine  luar^ 

CI     '        \    ^^'"^^"^^  ^^  *^^  Cauniefs  of  RoufUlon. 

Countefs  of  Roufillon,  mother  to  Bertram. 

Helena,  daughter  /<?  Gerard  de  Narbon,  a  famous  phy^ 

Jician^  Jome  time  fin ce  dead. 
An  ^a  •rjoidonxj  of  Florence. 
Diana,  daughter  to  the  <Tvidoiv. 

3^    .        '    >  Neighbour  Si  and  friends  to  the  Kvidomo. 
Lords,  attending  on  the  King  ;  Officers,  Soldiers,  Sec, 


SCENE  lies  partly  in  France  i  and,  partly  in  Tuf- 
'   "'  cany. 


AhVt 


All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well. 


A  C  T     I.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

'Ihe  Countejs  of  Roufillon's  Houfe  in  France. 

^^/^z- Bertram,  the  Count efs  of  KovSiWon,  Helena,  and 
Lafeu,  all  in  mourning. 

Count.  ^*M"  N  diflevering  my  fon  from  me,    I  bury  a 


■    fecond  huftaiid. 


Ber.  And  I  in  going,  Madam,  weep 
o'er  my  father's  death  anew  ;  but  I  mull  attend  his 
Majefty's  command,  to  whom  I  am  now  in  ward,  ever- 
more in  fubjeftion. 

Laf.  You  Ihall  find  of  the  King  a  hufband,  Madam  ; 
you.  Sir,  a  father.  He,  that  fo  generally  is  at  all 
times  good,  muft  of  neceffity  hold  his  virtue  to  you  ; 
*  whofe  worthinefs  would  flir  it  up  where  it  wanted, 
rather  than  flack  it  where  there  is  fuch  abundance. 

Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  Majefty's  amend- 
ment ? 

Laf.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  phyficians,  Madam, 
under  whofe  pradices  he  hath  perfecuted  time  with 

1  In  DELIVERING    my  foti  frcm   me ]   To  deliver  from, 

in  the  fenfe  of  gi'ving  up,    is    not  Englifh.     Shake ff ear  wrote,    in 

DISSEVERING    n:y  fon  from   ire The  following  words,    too., 

I  bury  a  jecond  hujbatid demand  this  reading.     For  to 

ciffi'ver  implies  a  violent  divorce  ;  and    thertfoie  might  be  comoared 
to  the  burying  a  lujband  3  which,  deliverivg  dots  net. 

2  ivkofe  ivonhinefs  *ivou!d  ftir  it  up  lubere  it  wanted,  ratter 
than  lack  it  ivbeie  there  is  fuch  abundance.']  An  Oppofition  of 
Terms  is  vlfibly  defigned  in  this  ientence  j  tho' the  Op^^o/Jtion  is 
not  fj  vifible,  as  the  Teims  now  ftand.  JFutrted  an<i  Mundarxe 
are  the  oppcfites  to  one  another  ;  but  how  is  /ack  a  contiaft  to  fir 
up  ?  The  addition  of  a  fingle  Letter  gives  it,  and  the  very  Senfe 
requires  it.    Rtud  f  ack  it. 

B  z  h  pe 


4     All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well. 

hope,  and  finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  procefs,  but 
only  thelofing  of  hope  by  time. 

Count.  J  Ihis  young  gentlewoman  had  a  father, 
(O,  that  had!  how  fad  a  prefage  'tis  .^  whofe  (kill  was 
almoft  as  great  as  his  honelty  j  had  it  ftretch'd  fo  far, 
it  would  have  made  nature  immortal,  and  death  fhould 
have  play'd  for  lack  of  work.  'Would,  for  the  King's 
fake,  he  were  living  •  I  think,  it  would  be  the  death 
of  the  King's  difeafe. 

Laf.  How  caird  you  the  man  you  fpeak  of.  Madam  ? 

Count.  He  was  famous  Sir,  in  his  profeiTion,  and 
it  was  his  great  right  to  be  fo  :   C,e>a  d  de  Narb  n. 

Laf.  He  was  excellent,  indeed.  Madam  ;  tiie  King 
very  lately  fpoke  of  him  admiringly,  and  mourningly : 
he  was  fkilful  enough  to  have  liv'd  ilill,  if  knowledge 
could  be  fet  up  againft  mortality. 

Ber.  WJiat  is  it,  my  good  lord,  the  King  languiflies 
©f? 

Laf.  A  Mala,  my  lord. 

Ber.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf.  I  would,  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this 
gentlewoman  the  daughter  of  Gerard  de  Carbon  ? 

Count.  His  fole  child,  my  lord,  and  bequeathed  to 
any  overlooking  »  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good, 
that  her  education  promifes  her  ;  difpofition  fhe  inhe- 
rits, which  makes  fair  gifts  fairer ;  for  4-  where  aa 
unclean  xnind  carries  virtuous  qualities,  there,  com- 
mendations 

5  th'ii  young  getitktcoman  had  a  father^  [0,  that  had  !  kmo 
fad  a  PASSAGE  'tis]  Lafeu  was  ipeakin^  of"  the  King's  defperate 
Condition  :  which  makes  the  Countefs  recal  to  mind  the  de- 
ceafei  Gerard  de  Na'-hon.  who,  fhe  thinks,  could  have  C(ired  him. 
But  in  ufing  the  word  bad,  which  implied  his  death,  /he  (tops  I'n 
the  middle  of  her  fentsnce,  and  makes  a  reflcflion  upon  it,  wh;ch, 
according  to  the  pretent  readine,  is  unintelhgiblc  We  mul}  there- 
fore believe  Sbakefpiar  wrote  (0,  that  bad  !  how  fad  a  presagi 
'tis)  /.  t.  i  Prefage  that  the  King  mud  now  expert  no  cure,  A/ice 
fo  fkilful  a  Pcrlbn  was  himfeJf  forced  to  fubmit  to  a  malignant 
diiiemper. 

4  'Hfhtre  an  unclean  mind  ca-ries  v'<rt\ions qualities ,  there  commen- 
Aations  go  ivitb  pity ',  they  are  vittuei  and  traitors  too  i  in  ber  they 
are  the  better  for  their  fmplenefs ;  fie  derives  ber  honefty^  and 
atjcbievei  ber  gcednejs.j     This  obfcure  encomium  is  made  iliJl  more 

«bfair« 


All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well.     5 

mendations  go  with  pity  j  they  are  virtues  and  traitors' 
too  :  in  her  they  are  the  better  for  her  fimplenefs ;  fiie 
derives  her  honefty,  and  atchieves  her  goodnefs. 

Laf.  Your  commendations,  Madam,  get  from  her 
tears. 

Count.  Tis  the  beft  brine  a  maiden  can  feafon  her 
praife  in.  The  remembrance  of  her  father  never  ap- 
proaches her  heart,  but  the  tyranny  of  her  forrows 
takes  all  livelihood  from  her  cheek.  No  more  of  this, 
Helena^  go  to,  no  more  ;  left  it  be  rather  thought  you 
affeft  a  lorrovv,  than  to  have  it. 

Hel.  I  do  afFeft  a  forrow,  indeed,  but  I  have  it  too. 

Laf.  Moderate  lamentation  is  the  right  of  the  dead, 
cxceffive  grief  the  enemy  to  the  living. 

Count,  i  If  the  living  be  not  enemy  to  the  grief, 
the  excefs  makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Ber.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  wifhes. 

Laf.  How  underftand  we  that  ? 

obfcure  by  a  flight  corruption  of  the  text.  Let  us  explain  the 
jMiiage  as  It  I'.w  r>y  v<r{«(/«j  quaitita  die  incani.  uusntits  or  gcca 
bleeding  and  erudition  }  in  the  fame  fcnfe  that  the  Italians  fay,  qua- 
lita  "virtuofa  ;  and  not  moral  ones.  On  this  account  it  is,  fhe 
fays,  that,  in  an  ///  mind,  thefe  virtuous  qualities  are  virtues  and 
traitors  too  :  i.  e.  the  advantages  of  education  enable  an  ill  mind  to  go 
further  in  wickednefs  than  v.  could  have  done  without  them  :  But, 
Jays  the  Countefs,  in  ber  they  are  the  better  for  -vhtivl  fimplenefs. 
But  fimplenefs  is  the  fame  with  what  is  called  honefty,  immediate- 
Jy  after  j  which  cannot  be  predicated  of  the  qualities  of  education. 
We  muft  certainly   read 

HER  fimplenefs 
And  then  the  fentence  is  properly  concluded .  The  Countefs  had 
faid,  that  virtuous  qualities  are  the  worfc  for  an  unclean  mindy 
but  concludes  that  Helenas  are  the  better  fr  her  fimplenefs.  i.  e.  her 
clean,  pure  mind.  She  then  funis  up  the  charafter,  fhe  had 
before  given  in  detail,  in  thefe  words,  yZ»tf  derives  ber  honefty,  and 
atchieves  her  goodnefs,  i,  e.  She  derives  her  honefty,  htT fimplenefs ^ 
her  moral  Character,  from  her  Fa'her  and  Anceftors  :  But  flie  at- 
chieves or  wins  her  goodnefs,  her  virtue,  or  her  qualities  of  good- 
breeding  and  eiiidition,  by  her  own  pains  and  labour. 

5  If  the  living  be  enemy  to  the  grief,  tbe  excefs  makes  it  foon 
mortal.')^  This  feems  very  obfcure  j  but  the  addition  of  a  Negative 
perfectly  difpels  all  the  mift.  If  the  living  be  not  enemy,  &c.  ex- 
ceflive  grief  is  an  en^'-.y  to  the  living,  fays  Lafeu  :  Yes,  replies 
the  Countefs  j  and  if  tl'je  living  be  not  enemy  to  the  grief,  [i.  e. 
firive  to  conquer  it,]  the  excefs  makes  it  foon  mortal, 

B  3  Counf,^ 


C     All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well. 

Count.    Be  thou  bleft,    Bertram^    and   fucceed  thy 
father 
In  manners  as  in  ihape  !  thy  blood  and  virtue 
Contend  for  empire  in   thee,    and  thy  goodnefs 
Share  with  thy  birth- right  !  Love  all,  trull  a  few. 
Do  wrong  to  none  :  be  able  for  thine  enemy 
Rather  in  power,  than  ufe ;  and  keep  thy  friend 
Under  thy  own  life's  key  :  be  checked  for  filence. 
But  never  tax'd  for  fpeech.     What  heav'n  more  will,. 
That  thee  may  furnifh,  and  my  prayers  pluck  down,. 
Fall  on  thy  head  !  Farewel,  my  lord  ; 
'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  courtier,  good  my  lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  cannot  want  the  beft, 
That  Ihall  attend  his  love. 

Cou7it.  Heav'n  blefs  him  !  Farewel,  Bertram, 

[Exit  Countefs, 

Ber.  [To  Hel.]  The  bell  wifhes,  that  can  be  forg'd 
in  your  thoughts,  be  fervants  to  you  I  Be  comfortable 
to  my  mother,  your  miftrefs,  and  make  much  of  her. 

La/.  Farewel,  pretty  lady,  you  muft  hold  the  credft 
pf  your  father.  [Exeunt  Bertram  and  Lafeu. 

SCENE    II.  ' 

Hel.  Oh,  were  that  all ! I  think  not  on  my 

father  ; 
And  thefe  great  tears  grace  his  remembrance  more. 
Than  thofe  I  Ihed  for  him.     What  was  he  like  ? 
I  have  forgot  him.     My  imagination 
Carries  no  favour  in  it,  but  my  Bertram's. 
I  am  undone  ;  there  is  no  living,  none. 
If  Bert}  am  be  away.     It  were  all  one. 
That  I  fhould  love  a  bright  partic'lar  flar,. 
And  think  to  wed  it ;  he  is  fo  above  me  : 
In  his  bright  radiance  ^  and  collateral  light 
Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  fphere. 

6  ■  and  collateral  light.]  collateral  for  refieBed,  \.  e.  in  the 

radiance  of  his  refieBed  light ;  not  in  his  fphere,    or  dircB  light. 
Milton  u!es  the  word,  in  the  fame  fenfe,  fpeaking  of  the  Son, 

n  m  "     Of  high  collateral  Glory,  Book  lo.  v.  86. 
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Th'  ambition  in  my  love  thus  plagues  itfelf ; 

The  hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  lion, 

Muft  die  for  love.     'Twas  pretty,  tho'  a  plague. 

To  fee  him  every  hour  ;  to  fit  and  draw 

His  arched  brows,  his  hawking  eye,  his  curls. 

In  our  heart's  table  :  heart,  too  capable 

Of  every  line  and  trick  of  his  fweet  favour  !  — 

But  now  he's  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  fancy 

Muft  fandify  his  relicks.     Who  comes  here  ! 

Enter  Parolles. 
One,  that  goes  with  him  :  I  loi'e  him  for  his  fake, 
"  And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  liar  ; 
**  Think  him  a  great  way  fool,  folely  a  coward ;      j 
**  Yet  thefe  fix'd  evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him, 
**  That  they  take  place,  when  virtue's  fteely  bones 
**  Look  bleak  in  the  cold  wind  ;"  full  ofi  we  fee 
7  Cold  wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluous  folly, 

SCENE    III. 

Par.  Save  you,  fair  Queen. 

Jiel.  And  you.  Monarch.. 

Par.  No. 

Bel.  And  no. • 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  virginity  ? 

Hel.  Ay  :  you  have  fome  *  flain  of  foldier  in  you ; 
let  me  aik  you  a  queflion.  Man  is  enemy  to  virginity, 
how  may  we  barricado  it  againft  him  ? 

Par.  Keep  him  out. 

Hel,  But  he  affails ;  and  our  virginity,  tho'  valiant, 
in  the  defence  yet  is  weak  :  unfold  to  us  fome  warlike 
refiftance. 

Par.  There  is  none  ;  man,  fetting  down  before  you, 
will  undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

Hel.  Blefs  our  poor  virginity  from  underminers  and 
blowers  up  !  — —  Is  there  no  military  policy,  how 
virgins  might  blow  up  men? 

7  Cold  tvifdom  ivaiting  o«  fuperfluous /o//y.]  Co/^  for  naked  } 
as  fupetjiuoui  for  over-cloath'd.  This  makes  the  propriety  of  th« 
Ai.tuhtlis. 

8,  Sii'in  of  foUier.1  Jiain  for  colour.  Parolles  was  in  led,  8S 
appears  from  \\\%  being  afcer\v3rds  called  red-taiPd  bumble-bee. 

B  4  Par, 
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Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  man  will  quick- 
lier  be  blown  up  :  marry,  in  blowing  him  down  again, 
with  the  breach  yourfelves  made,  you  lofe  your  city. 
It  is  not  politick  in  the  commonwealth  of  nature,  to 
prefcrve  virgin. ty.  Lofs  of  virginity  is  rational  in- 
creafe ;  and  there  w  as  never  virgin  got,  'till  virginity 
was  firft  loll.  That,  you  were  made  of,  is  metal  to 
make  virgins.  Virginity,  by  being  once  loll,  may  be 
ten  times  found  :  by  being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft  y. 
'tis  too  cold  a  companion  :  away  with't. 

hel.  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die 
a  virgin. 

Par.  There's  little  can  be  faid  in't  j  'tis  againft  the 
rule  of  nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  virginity,  is 
to  accufe  your  mother  ;  which  is  moft  infallible  dif- 
obedience.  As  9  he,  that  hangs  himfelf,  fo  is  a  virgin  t 
**  virginity  murthers  itfelf,  and  fhould  be  buried  in 
"  highways  out  of  all  fan^ified  limit,  as  a  defperate 
"  oftendrefs  againft  nature.  Virginity  breeds  mites, 
**  much  like  a  cheefe  ;  confumes  itfelf  to  the  very  pa- 
**  ring,  and  fo  dies  with  feeding  its  own  ftomach.  Beiides^ 
**  virginity  is  peevifli,  proud,  idle,  made  of  felf  love, 
**  which  is  the  moft  prohibited  fm  in  the  canon.  Keep 
*■  it  not,  you  cannot  chufe  but  lofe  by't.  Out  with't  i 
"  within  ten  years  it  will  make  itfelf  two,  which  is 
"  a  goodly  increafe,  and  the  principal  itfelf  not  much, 
"  the  worfe.     Away  with't. 

He/.  How  might  one  do,  Sir,  to  lofe  it  to  her  own 
liking? 

Par.  Let  me  fee.  Marry,  ill,  to  like  him  that  ne'er- 
it  likes.  'Tis  a  commodity  will  lofe  the  glofs  with  lying. 
The  longer  kept,  the  lefs  worth  :  off  with't,  while  tif 

9  He  that  hangi  himfelf y  is  a  Virgin:'^  But  why  is  he  that 
hargshimfelf  a  Virgin  ?  Surety,  not  for  the  reafon  thattollows,  Vir- 
ginity murders  itftlf.  For,  though  eveiy  Virgin  be  a  Suicide,  yet; 
evtiy  Suicide  is  nut  a  Virgin.  A  word  or  rwo  are  dropt,  which 
introduced  a  comparifon  in  this  place  5    and  Shakefpear  wrote  it  thus, 

AS  he,  that  hangs  himfelf,   so  is  a  Virgin. 
And  f hen  it  follows  naturally,   Virginity   murders     itjelf      By    this 
cmendition,  the  Oxford  Editor  w^senablrd  -o  alter  the  Text  thus. 

He  that  bangs  himfelf  is  like  ci  Virgin. 
And  this  is  his  ufual  way  of  bcconaiog  a  Critick  at  a  cheap  exoence, 

vendible; 
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vendible.  Anfwerthetime  of  requeft.  Virginity,  like 
an  old  courtier,  wears  her  cap  out  of  fafhion  :  richly 
futed,  but  unfutable  ,•  juft  like  the  brooch  and  the  tooth- 
pick, which  we  wear  not  now  :  your  date  is  better  in 
your  pye  and  your  porridge,  than  in  your  cheek  i  and 
your  virginity,  your  old  virginity,  is  like  one  of  our 
French  wither'd  pears  j  it  looks  ill,  it  eats  drily  ;  mar- 
ry, 'tis  a  wither'd  pear :  it  was  formerly  better  :  mar- 
ry, yet  'tis  a  wither'd  pear.  Will  you  any  thing  with 
it? 

He/.  Not  my  virginity  yet. 
There  fhall  your  mailer  have  a  thoufand  lovcs^ 
A  mother,  and  a  miftrefs,  and  a  friend, 
'  [A  phoenix,  captain,  and  an  enemy, 
A  guide,  a  goddefs,  and  a  fovereign, 
A  counfellor,  a  traitrefs,   and  a  dear  ; 
His  humble  ambition,  proud  humility  ; 
His  jarring  concord  -,  and  his  difcord  dulcet ; 
His  faith,  his  fweet  difafter  ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptious  chriftendoms, 

That  blinking  Cup^^  gclTips.     Now  Ihall  he ] 

I  know  not,  what  he  Ihall  —  God  fend  him  well !  — ^ 
The  court's  a  learning  place  —  and  he  is  one  — 

Par.  What  one,  ifaith  ? 

He/.  That  I  wifli  well  —  'tis  pity  -— 

Par.  What's  pity? 

He/.  That  wifhing  well  had  not  a  body  in*t. 
Which  might  be  felt ;  that  We  the  poorer  born^ 
Whofe  bafer  liars  do  fhut  us  up  in  wifhes, 

1  A  Phcentx,  Captain,  &c.'\  The  eight  following  lines  between 
the  hooks,  I  am  perfu-ded  is  the  nonft-nle  of  fome  foolifh  conceited 
Piayer.  Whit  put  it  into  his  head,  was  Helenas  laying,  asitfhould 
be  read  for  the  future, 

There fljall your  majier  have  a  thoufand  loves  j 
yi  Mother,  and  a  Mjllrefs,  and  a  Friend. 

Iknaiu  net,  mobat  ke  Jhall God  fend  bim  v^ll. 

"Where  the  feilow  finding  a  thoufand  loves  fpoken  of,  and  ojily  tbrie 
reckoned  up,  namely,  a  Mother's,  a  Mifirefs^s,  and  a  Friend''^, 
(which,  by  the  way,  were  all  a  judicious  wrirer  could  mention  j  for 
there  are  but  thefe  three  fpecies  of  love  in  Nature)  he  would  help  out 
the  number,  by  the  intermediate  nonfenfc  :  and,  becaufe  they  were 
yet  too  few,  he  p  cces  out  his  lovei  with  enmities^  and  makes  cf  the 
whole  fuch  finiihed  nonfcnle  as  is  nev«r  heard  out  of  Sedlapt. 

B  5  Might 
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Might  with  efFefts  of  them  follow  our  friends : 
And  fhew  what  we  alone  mufl  think,  which  never 
Returns  us  thanks. 

Enter  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  Parolles, 
My  lord  calls  for  you.  {^Exit  Pagt. 

Par.  Little  He'en^  farewel;  if  I  can  remember  thee,. 
I  will  think  of  thee  at  court. 

Hel.  Monfieur  Parolles,  you  were  born  under  a 
charitable  ftar^ 

Par.  Under  Mars,  J. 

Hel.  lefpecially  think,  under  Mars. 

Par.  Why  under  Mars? 

Hel.  The  wars  have  kept  you  fo  under,  that  yoa^ 
znuft  needs  be  born  under  Mars. 

Par.   When  he  was  predominant. 

Hel.  When  he  was  retrograde,  I  think,  rather. 

Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 

Hel.  You  go  fo  much  backward  when  you  fight. 

Par.  That's  for  advantage 

Hel.  So  is  running  away,  when  fear  propofes  fafety  r 
but  the  conipofition,  that  your  valour  and  fear  makes 
in  you,  .^is  a  virtue  of  a  good  ming,  and  I  like  the 
wear  well. 

Par,  I  am  fo  full  of  bufineffes,  as  I  cannot  anfwer 
thee  acutely  :  I  will  return  perfect  courtier  -,  in  the 
which,  my  inftrudion  fhall  ferve  to  naturalize  thee,  fo 
thou  wilt  be  capable  of  courtier's  counfel,  and  undtr- 
iland  what  advice  fhall  thruft  upon  thee ;  elfe  thou  dielt 
in  thine  unthankfulnefs,  and  thine  ignorance  makes  thee 
away  ;  farewel.  When  thou  haft  leilure,  fay  thy  prayers; 
when  thou  haft  none,,  remember  thy  friends ;  get  thee  a 
good  hufband,  and  ufe  him  as  he  ufes  thee;  fo  farewel. 

[Exit, 

3  ii  a  •virtue  of  a  good  wing,  and  I  like  the  wear  ivell.'\  The 
integrity  of  the  metaphor  direfts  us  to  Shakefpear''s  true  reading  j 
whi.h,  d'jubtl'-fs,  was  —  a  good  ming,  /.  e.  mixture,  compcjitiottf 
a  word  common  to  Sbakefpear  and  the  writers  of  this  age  j  and  ta- 
ken fiom  the  texture  of  cloth.  The  M  was  turn'd  the  wrong  way 
lat  the  prefs,  and  frera  thence  came  the  blundtr^ 

SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 
Hel.  Our  remedies  oft  in  ourfelves  do  lie. 
Which  we  afcribe  to  heav'n.     The  fated  fky 
Gives  us  free  fcope  ;  only,  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  defigns,  when  we  ourfelves  are  dull. 
What  power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  love  fo  high. 
That  makes  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  eye  ? 
The  mightieft  fpace  in  fortune  nature  brings 
To  join  like  likes  ;  and  kifs,  like  native  things.. 
Impoffible  be  ftrange  attempts,  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  pain  in  fenfe  ;  and  do  fuppofe. 
What  hath  been,  cannot  be.     Who  ever  ftrove 
To  ftiew  her  merit,  that  did  mifs  her  love  ? 
The  King's  difeafe  —  my  projed:  may  deceive  me. 
But  my  intents  are  fix'd,  and  will  not  leave  .me. 

SCENE     V.     Changes  to  the  Court  of  France. 

Flourijh  Comets.     Enter  the  King  of  France  ivith  let- 
ters y  and  dpvers  Attendants. 
Kinz,.^  I  ^^  ^  Florentines  and  ^enoys  are  by  th'  ears  ; 
A    Have  fought  with  equalfortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  war. 

I  Lord.  So  'tis  reported,".  Sir, 

King.  Nay,  'tis  moll  credible  ;  we  here  receive  it,  . 
A  certainty  vouch'd  from  our  coufm  Auftria  ; 
With  caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  fpeedy  aid  ;  wherein  our  deareft  friend  ^ 

Prejudicates  the  bufmefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  denial. 

1  Lord.  His  love  and  wifdom, 
Approv'd  fo  to  your  Majefty,  may  plead  . 
For  ample  credence. 

King.  He  hath  arm'd  our  anfwer  ; 
And  Florence  is  deny'd,  before  he  comes : 
Yet,  for  our  gentlemen  that  mean  to  (ee 
The  Tufcan  fervice,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  ftand  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 

A  nurfery  to  our  gentry,  who  are  fick 

For  breathing  and  exploit* .  Kin£, 
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King.  What's  he  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,,  anJ  Parolles. 

I    Lord.    It  is  the  count  Rouftllony  my  good  lord^ 
Young  Bertram. 

Kino.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft  thy  father's  face. 
Frank  nature,  rather  curious  than  in  hafte, 
Hath  well  compos'd  thee.     Thy  father's  moral  parts 
^'Jay'ft  thou  inherit  too.     Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My  thanks  and  duty  are  your  Majefty'^s. 

Kin^^  I  would,  I  had  that  corporal  foiindnefs  aow. 
As  when  thy  father  and  myfelf  in  friendftiip 
Firft  try'd  our  foldierfliip  :  He  did  look  far 
Into  the  fervice  of  the  cime,  and  was 
Difcipled  of  the  brav'ft.     He  lafted  long; 
But  on  us  both  did  ^  haggifh  age  Ileal  on, 
And  wore  us  out  of  ad.     It  much  repairs  me 
To  talk  of  your  good  father  ;  in  his  youth 
He  had  the  wit,  which  I  can  well  obferve 
To  day  in  our  young  lords ;  but  they  may  jeft^ 
Till  their  own  fcorn  return  to  them  unnoted, 
*  Ere  they  can  hide  their  levity  in  honour  : 
5  So  like  a  courtier,  no  contempt  or  bitternefs 
Were  in  him  \  pride  or  ftiarpnefs.  if  there  vvere> 
His  equal  had  awak'd  them  ;  and  his  honour. 
Clock  to  itfelf,  knew  the  true  minute  when 
Exceptions  bid  him  fpeak  ;  and  at  that  time 

3  haggijh  igt  fteal  on,"]     age,  which  debilitates  ;  alhidJng' 

to  the  ftiperlHtions  of  being  hag-iidden  in  the  Epialtis  j  which  coming 
gradujlly  on,  it  was  (:i.i,  the  witch  fiole  upon  them. 

4  Ere  they  can  bide  tkeir  levity  in  honour  ;]  ;,  e.  ere  their  titles 
ran  cover  tht-  levity  of  their  behaviour,  and  make  it  pafs  for  defert.. 
The  Oxford  Editor,  not  underftar.ding  this,  alters  the  line  tp 

E''e  they  can  vye  their  le-vity  ivith  his  honour, 
5   So  like  a  Courtier,  no  Contempt  or  Bittemefi 
Were  in  his  Pride  or  Sbarpnefs  ;  //" th-  y  ivere, 

His  Equal  bad  aiuak'dthem.  j   This  paflage  is  Co  very 

j'ncorreftly  pointed,  that  the  author's  meaning  is  loft.  As  the  text 
and  ftops  are  reformed,  thefe  ztt  moft  beautiful  hnes,  and  the  fenfe  is 

this -  '*  He  had  no  Contempt  or  Bitternefs  j  if  he  had  any  thing 

*<  that  looked  like  Pride  or  Sharpnefs  (of  which  qualities  Contempt 
*'  and  Bitiernefs  are  theexcefles,)  hs  Equal  h  d  awak'd  them,  not 
♦'  his  Inferior  ;  to  whono  he  fcorned  to  difcovM  any  thing  that  bore 
«*  the  Shadow  cf  Pride  or  Sharpnefs,** 

His 
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His  tongue  obe)^'d  his  hand.     Who  were  below  him. 

6  He  us'd  as  creatures  of  another  place^ 

And  bovv'd  his  eminent  top  to  their  low  ranks ;. 

7  Making  them  proud  j  and  his  humih'ty, 

In  their  poor  praife,  he  humbled  :  Such  a  man 

Might  be  a  copy  lo  thefe  younger  times ; 

Which,  follow'd  well,  would  now  demonftrate  them 

But  goers  backward. 

Be' .  His  good  remembrance,  Sir, 

Lies  richer  m  your  thoughts,  than  on  his  tombj. 

So  in  approof  ^  lives  not  his  epitaph. 

As  in  your  royal  fpeech  U^Y> 

Kino,  'Would    J  were  with  him  ^  he  would  always 
(ViCthinks,  I  hear  him  now;,  his  plaufive  words 
He  fcatter'd  not  in  ears    but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there,  and  to  be?r  ;  )  Let  me  not  live,.—* 
(Thus  his  good  melancholy  oft  began. 
On  the  cataftrophe  and  heel  of  pafiime,. 
When  it  was  out,)  let  me  not  live,  (quoth  he,) 
After  my  flame  lacks  oil  ;  to  be  the  fnufF 
Of  younger  fpirits,  whofe  apprehenfive  fenfes 
All  but  new  things  difdain  ;  whofe  judgments  art' 
Meer  fathers  of  their  garments  j  whofe  confl-anciea- 
Expire  before  their  fafhions :  —  this  he  wiih'd. 
I,  after  him,  do  after  him  wiih  too,^ 
(Since  I  nor  wax,  nor  honey,  can  bring  home,} 
I  quickly  were  diflblved  from  my  hive. 
To  give  fome  9  labourer  room. 

6  He  ui'd  as  creatures  of  another  place ^"^  i.  e.  he  made  alJowan-- 
CCS  for  their  conduft,  and  bore  from  them  what  he  would  not  from  one 
of  his  own  rank.      The  0x/3»-i  Editor,  not  underfianding  the  fenfe>. 
has  alt-red   another  place,  to  a  brotber-race. 
•J  Making  them  proud  of    bis  Humility., 

In  their  poor  praife,  be  humbled j    Rut  v/hy  were  they 

proud  of  his  hum  ihty  ?  It  fliculd  be  read  and  pointed  thus. 

Making  them  proud  '^   and   his  humility, 

In  their  poor  praijie,  be  bumbled  . 

J,  e.  by  conde  cendinu  to  Itoop  to  his  Interiors,  he  exalted  them  and; 
made  them  proud  i  and,  in  the  gracious  receiving  their  poor  praife^ 
he  bumbled  even  his  humility.     The  fen timent  is  fine. 

8  lives  not  bis  t^'-.U^h,'^  epitaph  for  ch^ra€xer. 

9  labourers  rQom.\  We  ihouid  read  labourer,  i,  Ci  an  adlive  fuc- 
feffor* 

2  lord;, 
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2  Lord.  You're  loved,  Sir  ; 
'  They,  that  ]eall  lend  it  you,  fhall  lack  you  firfl. 

King.  I  fill  a  place,  I  know't.  How  long  is't,  count, 
Since  the  phyfician  at  your  father's  died  ?. 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Ber.  Some  fix  months  fmce,  my  lord.- 

King.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet  •y^ 
Lend  me  an  arm  ;  —  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  feveral  applications ;  nature  and  ficknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  leifure.     Welcome,  count. 
My  fon's  no  dearer. 

Ber,  Thank  your  Majefty.  [Flonrijh.  Exeunt^ 

S  C  E  N  E  VI.    Changes  to  the  Countefs's  at  Rouiillon. 

Enter  Countefs,   Steivard^  and  Cionjun, 

Count.^  Will  now  hear  ;  what  fay  you  of  this  gentle* 
X  woman? 

Stew.  Madam,  the  care  I  have  had  to  even  your 
content,  I  wiih  might  be  found  in  the  calendar  of  my 
paft  endeavours  ;  for  then  we  wound  our  modefty,  and 
make  foul  the  clearnefs  of  our  defervings,  when  of  our- 
felves  we  publiih  them. 

Count.  What  does  this  knave  here  ?  get  you  gone^ 
Sirrah  :  the  complaints,  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  not 
all  believe  i  'tis  my  flownefs  that  I  do  not,  for,  I  knoWj 
'  you  lack  not  folly  to  commit  them,  and  have  ability 
enough  to  make  fuch  knaveries  youra. 

Clo, 

1  you  lack  vet  folly  to  commit  them,  and  ha.'ve  ahlity  enough  ft 
make  fuch  kna-veri  Si  yours.]-  Well,  but  if  he  had  folly  to  com^ 
wit  them,  he  neither  wanted  knavery,  nor  any  thing  elfe,  fure, 
to  make  them  bts  oiun.  This  nonfenfe  fiiould  be  read.  To  make 
fuch  knaveries  Y  ARE,  ;  nimble>  dextrous,  i.e.  Tho'  you  be  fcol 
enough  to  commit  knaveries,  yet  you  have  quicknefs  enough  to  com- 
mit them  deKtroully  :  for  this  obfeivation  was  to  let  us  into  his 
character.  But  now,  tho'  this  be  fet  right,  and,  I  dare  fay,  in 
Shakefpear''i  own  words,    yet  the  formei   part  of  the  fentence  will 

ftill  be  inaccurate you  lack  not  folly  to  commit  thrm.    Them> 

what  ?  the  fenfe  requites  knaveries,  but  the  antecedent  referr'd  to, 
is  complaints.  But  this  was  certainly  a  negligence  of  Shakefpear^, 
znd  therefore  to  be  left  a&  we  find  it.  And  the  reader,  who  cannot 
Ice  that  this  is  an  inaccuracy  which  the  Author  might  well  com- 
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C7(7.  'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  Madam,  I  am  2^ 
poor  fellow, 

Count.  Well,  Sir. 

Cla.  No,  Madam  ;  'tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor, 
tho'  many  of  the  rich  are  damn'd  ;  but,  if  I  have 
your  ladyfhip's  good  will  to  go  to  the  v/orld,  JJbel 
the  woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Qunt.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  b-eggar? 

CIo.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  cafe. 

Count.  In  what  cafe  ?' 

CIo.  In  JJI^e/'s  cafe,  and  mine  own  ;  fervice  is  no 
heritage,  and,  I  think,  lihall  never  have  the  bleiTmg 
of  God,  'till  I  have  iffue  of  my  body ;  for  they  fay, 
beams  are  bleffings. 

Count.  Tell  me  thy  reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry, 

G/o.  My  poor  body.  Madam,  requires  it.  I  am 
driven  on  by  the  Fiefh  ;  and  he  muft  needs  go,  that 
the  devil  drives. . 

Count.  Is  this  all  yourworfhip's  reafon  } 

CIo.  Faith,  Madam,  1  have  other  holy  reafons,  fuch 
as  they  are. 

Count.  May  the  world  know  them  ? 

CIo.  I  have  been, .  Madam,  a  wicked  creature,  as 
you  and  all  fkfh  and  blood  are  ;  and,  indeed,  I  do 
marry,  that  I  may  repent. 

Count.  Thy  marriage,    fooner  than  thy  wickednefs. 

CIo.  I  am  out  of  friends,  Madam,  and  I  hope  to 
have  friends  for  my  wife's  fake. 

Count.  Such  friends  are  thine  enemies,  knave. 

CIo.  y  are  {hallow,  Madam,  in  great  friends ;  for 
the  knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me,  which  I  am  weary 
of;  he,  that  eares  my  land,  fpares  my  team,  and  gives 
me  leave  to  inne  the  crop  ;  if  I  be  his  cuckold,  he's 
ray  drudge  ;  he,  that  comforts  my  vv^ife,  is  the  che- 
riiher  of  my  flefh  and  blood  j  he,  that  cherifheth  my 
fleih  and  blood,    loves  my  flefh  and  blood  ;    he,  that 

jnit,  and  the  other  wh?.t  he  never  could,  has  either  read  Shakefpear 
very  little,  or  grently  mifpent  his  pains.  The  principal  office  of  a 
ciitick  is  to  diflinguifh  between  thefe  two  things.  But  'tis  that 
btanch  of  criticifm  which  no  precepts  can  teach  the  writer  to  dif- 
charge,  or  the  reader  to  judge  of. 

loves 
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loves  my  flefh  and  blood,  is  my  friend  :  er'^o,  he,  that 
kifles  my  wife,  is  my  friend.  \i  men  could  be  con- 
tented  to  be  what  they  are,  there  were  no  fear  in  mar- 
riage i  for  young  Charbon  the  puritan,  and  old  Poyiam 
the  papiiL  howfoe'er  their  hearts  are  fever'd  in'reli- 
gion,  their  heads  are  both  one  ;  they  may  joul  horns 
together,  like  any  deer  i'  th'  herd. 

Count    Wilt  thou  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and  ca- 
lumnious knave  ? 

Clo.  »  A  prophet,    I,    Madam  ;    and  I  fpeak  the 
truth  the  next  way. 
"  For  I  the  ballad  will  repeat,    which  men  full  true 

fhall  hnd ; 
«*  Your  marriage  comes  by  deftiny,  your  cackow  fings 
by  kind. 

Count  Get  you  gone.  Sir,  I'll  talk  with  you  more 
anon. 

Ste^w.  May  it  pleafe  you.  Madam,  that  he  bid  Hehrt 
come  to  you  ;  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak 
with  her;   Helen  I  mean. 

do  5  ''  Was  this  fair  face  the  caufe,  quoth  fhe,. 
"  Why  the  G  ecian<  facked  TVov  ?  [Sinking, 

«'  Fond  done,   fond  done  ;   for  Fart's i   hcy 
**  Was  this  King  Priam's  joy.  «*  With 

a  j^pTcpbet,  /,  Madam;  and  I  fpeak  the  truth  the  next  ivay. I 
It  is  a  fupcrrtition,  whch  has  run  through  A\  ages  and  people,  that 
vatural  fools  huve  fomethine  in  them  of  div;nitv.  On  which  ac- 
count they  were  efteenned  facred  :-  Travellers  lell'us  in  what  efteem 
the  Turki  now  hold  them  j  nor  had  they  Jefs  honour  paid  them 
herrtof.  re  in  France,  as  appears  from  the  old  word  Berit,  tor  a  «a- 
tural  fool.  Hence  it  was  that  Pantagruel,  in  Rablais,  advifed 
fFatJurge  to  lo  zn^  confult  the  fool  Tiibou let  as  an  oracle  j  which 
gives  .xcafion  to  a  fatirical  Stroke  upon  the  privy  council  ^{Francis 

theFiift. Par  r avis,    ccnfetl,    prediaion   des  fols  -uos  feave» 

fuar.ts  princey  &c.  ont  efle  conferiiex,  fife— The  phrafc-  fpeak  the 
truth  the  next  ivay.  means  dneEily  j  as  they  do  who  are  only  the 
inftruments  or  canals  of  others  j  fuch  as  infpired  peifons  were  fup- 
pofed  to  be. 

3  IVas  this  fair  face  the  caufe,  quoth  fbe^  \ 

Why  the  Grecians  facked  Troy  }  \ 

Fond  done,  fond  done  ; 
L.1T  ^        ^""c  *^''  ^'"^  Prianr^'i /^  ]     This  is  a  Stanza  of  an  oia' 
bUlad,   out  of  which  a  wcrd  or  two  arc  dropt,   cquoJJy  ucccffary  to 

xnake 


All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well.     17 

*•  With  that  flie  fighed  as  fhe  flood, 
"  And  gave  this  fentence  then  j 
«*  4-  Among  nme  bad  it'  one  be  good, 
"  There's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 

Coufif.  What,  one  good  in  ten  I  You  corrupt  the" 
fong.   Sirrah.  ,  •  ,    . 

CJo.  One  good  woman  in  ten,  Madam,  v/hich  i5 
a  purifying  o'  th'  fong  :  'would,  God  would  ferve  the 
world  lo  all  the  year !  we'd  find  no  fault  with  the 
tythe-woman,  if  I  were  the  Parfon ;  one  in  ten^ 
quoth  a'  !  an  we  might  have  a  good  woman  born  but 
every  blazing  ftar,  or  at  an  earthquake,  'twould  mend 
the  lottery  well ;  a  man  may  draw  his  heart  out,  ere 
he  pluck  one. 

Counf.  Youll  be  gone.  Sir  knave,  and  do  as  I  com- 
mand you  ?  , 

do  That  man  that  fliould  be  at  a  woman  s  com- 
mand, and  yet  no  hurt  done  !  tho'  honefty  be  no  pu- 
ritan, yet  it  will  do  no  hurt ;  it  will  wear  the  furplice 
of  humility  over  the  black  gown  of  a  big  heart :  I 
am  going,  forfpoth,  the  bufinefs  is  for  H(Un  to,  comft 
Either.  [^^'*^ 

Count.  Welt,  now. 

Steiv.  I  know.  Madam,  you  love  your  gentlewoman 
intirely. 

Count.  Faith,  I  do  ;  her  father  bequeathed  her  ta 
me  ;  and  Ihe  herfeif,  without  other  advantages,  may- 
make  tlie  fenre  and  the  alternate  rhime.  For  it  was  not  Helett, 
who  was  King  Prrtfffi's  joy,  hxit  Paris.  The  third  line  therefoi:* 
fliould  be  read  thus, 

Fond  done,  fond  done '^  FOR  Paris,   HE, 

4  y^mong  nine  bad  if  one  be  good. 

There's  yet  one  good  in  ten.]  This  fee  end  ftanza  of  the 
bsllad  is  turned  to  a  joke  upon  the  women  :  a  confeflion,  that  there 
was  one  good  in  ten.  VVhere.  n  the  Countefs  o'lfervrd,  that  he  cor- 
rupted the  fong  i  which  Hi.ews  the  fong  faid,  Nine  good  in  ten. 

If  one  be  bad  amongji  nine  goody 

'There'' s  but  one  bad  in  ten. 
This  relates  to  the  ten  fons  of  Pnam,  who  all  behaved  themfelve* 
well  but  Pi^m.  For,  tho'  he  once  had  fifty,  yet  t  this  unfrtu- 
nate  period  of  his  regn  he  had  but  ten  ;  Agathon,  Ar.ttphon^ 
Deipbcbus,  Dius,  He^or,  Ilelems,  HippotbouSf  Pemmon,  Paris, 
and  Pclitis,  ,       r  ,t 

lawfully 
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lawfully  make  title  to  as  much  love  as  fhe  finds ;  there 
is  more  owing  her,  than  is  paid  ;  and  more  Ihall  be 
paid  her,  than  fhe'll  demand. 

Ste'w.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her,  than, 
I  think,  fhe  wifti'd  me  ;  alone  fhe  was,  and  did  com- 
municate to  herlelf  her  own  words  to  her  own  ears ; 
ihe  thought,  I  dare  vow  for  her,  they  touch'd  not  any 
ftranger  fenfc.  Her  matter  was,  fhe  lov'd  your  fon  ; 
Fortune,  fhe  faid,  was  no  Goddefs,  that  had  put  fuch 
difference  betwixt  their  two  eflates ;  Love,  no  God, 
that  would  not  extend  his  might,  only  where  qualities 
were  level ;  5  Diana,  no  queen  of  Virgins,  that  would 
fufFer  her  poor  Knight  to  be  furpriz'd  without  refcue 
in  the  firit  afTault,  or  ranfom  afterward.  This  fhe 
delivered  in  the  mofl  bitter  touch  of  forrow,  that  e'er 
I  heard  a  virgin  exclaim  in  ;  which  I  held  it  my  duty 
fpeedily  to  acquaint  you  withal  j  fithence,  in  the  lofs 
that  may  happen,  it  concerns  you  fomething  to  know  it. 

Count.  You  have  difcharg'd  this  honeftly,  keep  it 
to  yourfelf ;  many  likelihoods  inform'd  me  of  this 
before,  which  hung  fo  tottering  in  the  balance,  that 
J  could  neither  believe  nor  m.fdoubt ;  pray  you,  leave 
me  ;  ftall  this  in  your  bofom,  and  I  thank  you  for  your 
honeft  care;  I  will  fpeak  with  you  further  anon. 

{Exit  Stenuard, 
SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Helena. 
Count.  Ev^h  fo  it  was  with  me,  when  I  was  young  ; 
If  we  are  nature's,  thefe  are  ours :  this  thorn 
Doth  to  our  rofe  of  youth  rightly  belong  j 

Our  blood  to  us,  this  to  our  blood,  is  bornj. 
It  is  the  fhow  and  feal  of  nature's  truth. 
Where  love's  flrong  paifion  is  imprefl  in  youth ; 
By  our  remembrances  of  days  foregone, 
^  Such  were  our  faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  none. 

Her  eye  is  fick  on't ;    I  obferve  her  now. 

HeL 

5  Diana  added  by  Mr.  Theobald. 

6  Such  ivere  our  faults ,  or  then  we  thought  them  rtone.]  Wc 
fjiould  read, 

""  "   ■  0  !   thin  we  thought  them  none. 

A  motive 


All's  Well,  THAT  EsDs  Well.    i<) 

hel   What  is  your  pleafure.  Madam  ? 

Count.   Helen,  you  know,  I  am  a  mother  to  you, 

Hel.  Mine  honourable  miftreis. 

Count.  Nay,  a  Mother;.  ^ 

Why  not  a  mother  ?  when  I  laid  a  mother, 
Methought,  vou  faw  a  ferpent ;  what's  in  mother, 
That  you  ftart  at  it  ?  I  fay,  I'm  your  mother  ; 
And  put  you  in  the  catalogue  of  thofe, 
That  were  enwombed  mine  ;  'tis  often  leen, 
Adoption  flrives  with  nature  ;  and  choice  breeds 
7  A  native  flip  to  us  from  foreign  feeds. 
You  ne'er  oppreft  me  with  a  mother's  groan,. 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  you  a  mothei-'s  care  : 
God's  mercy  !  maiden,  do's  it  curd  tiiy  bloody 
To  fay,  I  am  thy  mother  ?  what's  the  matter,. 
That  this  diftemper'd  meflenger  of  wet. 
The  many-colour'd  Iris,   rounds  thme  eyes? 

Why,- that  you  are  my  daughter  ? 

Hel.  That  I  am  not. 

Count.  I  fay,  I  am  your  mother. 

The  Count  Roufillon  cannot  be  my  brother  ; 
I  am  from  humble,   he  from  honour  d    name  ;. 
No  note  upon  my  parents,    his  all  noble. 
My  mailer,  my  dear  lord  he  is ;.  aad  I 
His  fervant  live,    and  will  his  vaffal  die  : 
He  muft  not  be  my  brother 


Count,  Nor  I  your  mother  ?  ,        i , 

BeL  Ybu  are  my  mother,   Madam;    'would  you 
were,  ,       ,     » 

(So  that  my  lord,  your  fon,  were  "« ^"'y  ^'^^^^^';,    ^, 
Indeed,  my  mother  !  «-^or  were  you  both  our  mothe^r^ 

A  motive  for  pity  and  pardon  ;    agreeable  to  faa     and  the  indul- 
gent character  of  the  fpeaker.     This  was  fent  to  th.  O.jord  Ecuor, 

n^elplr  r.qu:>es^we  ftould  read  stzads,  :.  ..  ftocks,  ftools 
r^rth.  V  are  calUd  by  the  gardeners,)  from  whence  young  fp^  or 
^rcke^^re%"p4'jd.     And   it  is  ^not  unlikdy  that  Shakefpear 

mkht  write  it  fo. 

^  or  were  you  hth  6ur  mothePi 
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(I  can  no  more  fear,  than  I  do  fear  heav'n,) 

So  J  were  not  his  filter  :  can't  no  other. 

But  I  your  daughter,  he  mull  be  my  brother  ? 

C0u»t.  Yesy   Helen,   you  might  be  my  daughter-in- 
law  ; 
God  fhield,  you  mean  it  not,  daughter  and  mother 
So  Ibive  upon  your  pulfe  !  what,    pale  again  ? 

My  fear  hath  catch'd  your  fondnefs. Now  I  fee 

9  The  myftery  of  your  lonelinefs,  and  find 

Your  fait  tears'  head  j  now  to  all  fenfe  'tis  grofs. 

You  love  my  fon;    invention  is  afnam'd, 

Againft  the  proclamation  of  thy  paiTion, 

To  fay,  thou  doH  not ;  therefore  tell  me  true  ; 

But  tell  me  then,  'tis  fo.     For,  look,  thy  cheeks 

Confefs  it  one  to  th'other;  and  thine  eyes 

See  it  fo  grofly  Ihown  in  thy  behaviour. 

That  in  their  kind  they  fpeak  it :   only  fm 

And  helliOi  obftinacy  tie  thy  tongue, 

That  truth  (hould  be  fufpecled  j   fpeak,  is't  fo  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  you've  wound  a  goodly  clew  : 

Jf  it  be  not,  forlwear't ;  Jiowe'er,  i  charge  the*/ 

As  heav'n  Ihall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail. 

To  tell  me  truly. 

Bel.  Good  .vJadam,  pardon  me. 

Count.  Do  you  love  my  fon  ? 

HeK  Your  pardon,    noble  millrcfs* 

Count.  Love  you  my  fon  ? 

/care  «5  wore  FOR,  f  ban  I  do  F  OH  heaven. 
So  I  'were  not  his  fifler ;]  The  fecond  line  has  not  the  leaft 
glimmering  v)f  fenfe.  Helen,  by  the  indulgence  and  invitation  of  her 
miftrefs,  is  encouraged  to  difcover  the  hidden  ( aufe  of  her  grief  j 
which  is  the  Jove  of  her  mifhefs's  fon  j  and  taking  hold  of  her 
miltrefs's  words,  where  Ihe  bids  her  cJi  her  mother,  fte  unfolds 
the  my  fiery-,  and,  as  Ae  is  difcovenng  i-,  emboldens  herfelf  by  this 
reflex.on,  in  the  Jine  in  queftion,  as  it  ought  to  be  read  in  a  par^n- 
thefis, 

^/ CAN  »o  »j3r(f  FEAR,   than  I  do  T  ^  Afi  heaven, J 
i.e.   lean    no    more   fear  to  truft   fo  indulgent  a   miftrefs  with  the 
fecret  than  I  Ccjn  fear  heav'n   who  has  my  vows  for  its  happy  iflbe. 
This  break,  in  her  difcovery,  is  exceeding  pertinent  and  fine.    Here 
agau:  tht  Oxford  Editor  does  his  parr. 

9  The  myfiery  of  your  lovelineis,]    We  fliould  read  lonehnefs,    or 
«ligh:  in  folitude,  as  is  the  humour  ot  lovers. 
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Hei.  Do  not  you  love  him,    Madam  ? 

Count.  Go  not  about ;  my  love  hath  in't  a  bond. 
Whereof  the  world  takes  note  :  come,   come,  difclofe 
The  flate  of  your  affedtion  ;  for  your  paflions 
Have  to  the  full  appeach'd. 

Hei   Then,   I  confefs. 
Here  on  my  knee,  before  high  heav'ns  and  you. 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  heav'n, 
I  love  your  fon: 

My  friends  were  poor,  but  honefl ;  fo*s  my  love  ; 
Be  not  offend ed  ;    for  it  hurts  not  him, 
That  he  is  lov'd  of  me  ;    1  follow  him  not 
By  any  token  of  prefumptuous  fuit ; 
Nor  would  I  have  him,  'till  I  do  deferve  him  ; 
Yet  never  know,  how  tliat  defers,  fhall  be. 
I  know,  I  love  in  vain  ;    ftrive  againft  hope  j 
Yet,  in  this  captious  and  intenible  fieve, 
I  ftill  pour  in  the  vv  aters  of  my  love, 
And  lack  not  to  lofe  ftill ;  thus    Iidian-likc, 
Religious  in  mine  error,    I  adore 
The  fun  that  looks  upon  his  worlhipper. 
But  knows  of  him  no  more.     My  dearefl  Madam, 
Let  not  your  hate  incounter  with  my  love. 
For  loving  where  you  do  ;    but  if  yourfelf, 
Whofe  aged  honour  cites  a  virtuous  youth. 
Did  ever  in  fo  true  a  flame  of  liking 
Wifh  chaltly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 
Was  both  herfelf  and  love ;    O  then,  give  pity 
To  her,  whofe  ilate  is  fuch,  that  cannot  chufe 
But  lend,   and  give,  where  ihe  is  fure  co  lofe  ; 
That  feeks  not  to  find  that,    which  fearch  implies  j 
But,  riddle- like,  lives  fweetly,   where  fhe  dies. 

Count.  Had  you  not  lately  an  intent,  fpeak  truly. 
To  go  to  Paris'? 

He  I.  Madam,   I  had. 

Count.  Wnerefore  ?  tell  true. 

Hel.  I  will  tell  truth  ;  by  Grace  itfelf,  I  fwear. 
You  know,  my  father  left  me  fome  prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov'd  efFeds;  fuch  as  his  reading 
And  manifeft  experience  had  colleded 
For  general  fov'reignty  \  and  that  he  will'd  me. 
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In  heedfuirft  refervation  to  bellow  them, 
As  notes,  whofe  faculties  inclufive  were. 
More  than  they  were  in  note  :  amongll  the  reft. 
There  is  a  remedy,  approved,  fet  down. 
To  cure  the  dc-fperatt-  languilhings,  whereof 
The  King  is   render'd  loll. 

Count.    This  was   your  motive  for  Paris,    was  it, 
fpeak  ? 

HI.  My  lord  your  fon  made  me  to  think  of  this ; 
Elfe  Parisy  and  the  medicine,  and  the  King, 
Had  from  the  c  nverlation  of  my  thoughts. 
Haply  been  abfent  then. 

Count.  But  think  you,   Helen, 
If  you  fhould  tender  your  '  fuppofed  aid. 
He  would  receive  it  ?  he  and  his  phyficians 
Are  of  a  mind  ;  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him  : 
They,  that  they  cannot  help.     How  Ihall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  virgin,  when  ^  the  fchools, 
JEmboweU-d  of  theii  dodlrine,  have  left  off 
The  danger  to  itfelf  ? 

Hel.  3  There's  fomething  hints 
More  than  my  father's  fkill,  (which  was  the  great'H 
Of  his  Profeliion,)  that  his  good  receipt 
Shall  for  my  legacy  be  fandlified 
By  th'  luckieft  ftars  in  heav'n  ;  and,  would  your  honour 
But  give  me  leave  to  try  fuccefs,  I'd  venture 
The  well-loll  life  of  mine  on  his  Grace's  Cure, 
By  fuch  a  day  and  hour. 

1  fiippofed  aid^'^  fuppofed  {or  ^xo'^vi'm^.f  Tupporting. 

2 tbefcbooUy 

EmbowelI'd   of  their  dcSir'ine, ]   the  expreflion  i« 

beautifully  fatiricaJ,  and  implies,  that  the  theories  of  the  fchotJs  are 
fpun  out  of  the  bowels  of  the  profeffors,  like  the  cobwebs  of  the 
fpider. 

3   There'' s  fomething   in't 

More  than  my  father'' s  fkill 

that  hii  good  receipt,  &c.]      Here  is  an  inference 

\_tbat']    without  any  thing  prccedi.sg,    to   which   it  refers,    whick 
znakes  the  lentence  viciuus,  and  ihews  that  we  (hould  read. 
There'' s  fomething    HINTS 
More  than  my  fathe-^s  jliU, 


that  his  good  receipt' 


^  e,  I  hare  a  fecret  premonition  or  preface. 

Count. 
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Count.  Doft  thou  believ't? 

Hel.  Ay,       adam,  knowingly. 

Count.  Why,  Helen,    thou  ihalt  have  my  leave  and 
lovei 
Means. and  attendants ;  and  my  loving  greetings 
To  thole  of  mine  in  Court.     Til  ftay  at  home. 
And   pray  God's  blefling  into  thy  attempt : 
Begone,  to-morrow  -,  and  be  fure  of  this. 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  Ihalt  not  niifs. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 

The  Court  of  France. 

Ent£r  the  King,    nvith  divers  young  Lords  taking  iea^ve 

for  the  Florentine  nvar.     Bertram  and  Parolles. 

Flourijh  Cornets. 

King.  Tp  A  R  E  W  E  L,    young  Lords :  thefe  warlike 

X/         principles 
Do  not  throw  from  you  :  you,  my  Lords,  farewel ; 
Share  the  advice  betwixt  you.     If  both  gain. 
The  gift  doth  flretch  itfelf  as  'tis  received. 
And  is  enough  for  both. 

I  Lord.  'Tis  our  hope,  Sir, 
After  well  enter'd  foldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  Grace  in  health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be  ;  and  yet  my  lieart 
Will  not  confefs,    it  owns  the  malady 
That  doth  my  life  befiege  ;  farewel,  young  lords  j 
Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  fons 
Of  worthy  Frenchmen  j   '  let  higher  Italy 
(Thofe  'bated,  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 
Of  the  lall  Monarchy  j)  fee,  that  you  come. 

Not 


Let  ■higher  Italy 


(Tbofe  "" bated,  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 

Of  the  /aji  Monarchy  j  J  fee,  &c.]  This  is  oblcure.  Italy^ 
at  the  time  of  th.s  fcene,  was  under  three  tJifFerent  tenures.  The 
eipperor,    as   fucceiTor  of  the  Rman   emperors,    bad    one  part  9 

the 
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Not  to  woo  honour,  but  to  wed  it ;  when 
The  braveft  Queftant  (brinks,   find  what  you  feek. 
That  Fame  may  cry  you  loud  :  1  fay,  farewel 
.  Ji  Lord.  Healtli  at  your  bidding  ierv^e  your  Majefly  ? 

Kino.  Thofe  girls  oi  Ituiy, rake  heed  of  them  ; 

They  fay,  our  trench  lack  language  to  deny, 
1{  they  demand  :  beware  of  being  captives, 
Before  you  ferve. 

Both.  Our  hearts  receive  your  warnings. 

King,  Farewel.  Come  hiiher  to  me.  {;To  Attendants. 

[Exit. 

1  Lord,  Oh,  my  fweet  Lord,  that  you  will  ftay  be- 

hind us ! 

Par.  'Tis  not  his   fault ;  the  fpark  » 

2  Lord.  Oh,  'tis  brave  wars 

Par    Moft  admirable  ;  I  have  feen  thofe  wars. 

Ber.  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  coil  with, 
Tco  youn^,  and  the  next  year,  and  '///  too  early.    — 

Par.  An   thy  mind  itand  to  it,    boy.    Ileal  away 
bravely. 

Br.  Shall  I  ftay  here  the  forehorfe  to  a  fmock, 
Creeking  my  fhoes  on  the  plain  mafonry, 
'Till  Honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  (word  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with  ?  by  heav'n  I'll  ileal  away. 

1  Lord.  There's  Honour  in  the  theft. 
Par.  Commit  it.  Count. 

2  Lo>  d.  I  am  your  accefTary,  and  fo  farewel. 

Ber.  I  grow  to  you,    and  our  parting  is  a  tortur'd 
body. 

the  pope,  by  a  pretended  donation  from  Conft amine,  another ;  and 
the  third  was  compoftd  of  free  ftates.  Now  by  the  laft  monarchy, 
is  meant  the  Roman,  the  la'^  of  the  four  general  monarchies.  Up- 
on the  Call  of  this  monarchy,  in  the  fcramble,  feveral  cities  fct  up 
for  themfelvec,  and  became  free  ftates  :  now  thefe  miaht  be  faid 
properly  to  inherit  the  fall  of  the  monarchy.  This  being  premifed, 
let  us  now  confider  fenfe.  The  King  faySj  higher  Italy  ;—— 
giving  ir  the  rank  of  preference  to  France  j  but  he  correfts  him- 
feif  and  fays,  I  except  thofe  from  that  precedency,  who  only  inherit 
the  fall  of  the  laft  monarchy  ;  as  all  the  little  petty  ftates  i  for  in- 
ftance,  Florence  to  whom  thefe  volunteers  were  going.  As  if  he 
bad  faid,  I  give  the  place  of  honour  to  the  emperor  and  the  pope, 
bat  not  to  the  free  ftates. 

1  Lffrd, 
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1  Lor  J.  Farevvel,  Captain. 

2.   Lor  a.  Sweet  Monlieur  Parolles  !  ■ 

Pnr.  Noble  heroes,  my  fword  and  yours  are  kin  ; 
good  {parks  and  luftrous.  A  word,  good  metals.  You 
ihall  find  in  the  regiment  of  the  Spifni,  one  captain 
Spuria  with  his  cicatrice^  an  emblem  of  war,  here  on 
his  fmiiler  cheek  ;  it  was  this  very  Iword  entrench'dit  j 
iay  to  him,  I  live,  and  obierve  his  reports  of  me. 

2  Lord.    We  lliall,  noble  captain. 

Par,  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  novices !  what  will 
ye  do  ? 

Ber,  Stay  ;  the  King —  [Exeunt  Lords^ 

Par.  -Ufe  a  more  fpacious  ceremony  to  the  noble 
Lords,  you  have 'reflrain'd  yourfelf  within  the  lift  oi 
too  cold  an  adieu  ;  be  more  expreffi\  e  to^  them,  for. 
*  they  wear  themfelves  in  the  cap  of  the  time,  there, 
to  mufter  true  gate,  eat,  fpeak,  and  move  under  the 
influence  of  the  moll  received  Itar  ;  and  uho'  x.\it  devil 
lead  the  meafure,  fuch  are  to  be  follow'd  ;  aftc;r  them, 
and  take  a  more  dilated  iarewd. 

Ber,  And  I  will  do  fo. 

Par.  Worthy  fellows,  aixl  like  to  prove  mofc  fmewy 
fvvord-men.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE    ir. 

£f2ter  the  King,  and  Lafeu» 

taf.  Pardon,  my  Lord,  for  me  and  for  iiiy  tidings.' 
King.  I'll  fee  thee  to  ftand  up.  ' 

haf.  Then  here's  a  manftands,  that  hath  bought  his 
pardon. 

1  would,  yoa  had  kneel'd,  my  Lord,  to  aik  me  mercy  ; 

And  that  at  my  bidding  you  could  fo  Hand  up. 

2  they  ivear  themfelves  in  the  cap  of  the  time,  there,  d  o  mujler 
true  gate,  &c.]  The  main  obfcurity  of  this  paflage  arifes  from  the 
miftake  of  a  fingle  letter.  We  fhould  read,  infiead  of,  do  mafier, 
TO  mujler.'  To  ivear  themfei'vez  in  the  cep  of  the  time,  fignifies 

to  be  the  ForemolHn  the  fafhion  :    the  figurative  aliufion  is    to   the 
galantry  then  in  vogue,  of  wearing  jewels,  flf^wers,  and  their  mif- 

treis's favours  in  their  caps, there  to  muflcr  true  gate^  fignific?  to 

afiemble  together  in  the  high  road  of  the  fafliion.     All  the  refl  is 
intelligible  and  eafy, 

Vol.  III.  C  Kinz. 
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King.  I  would,  I  had  ;  fo  I  had  broke  thy  pate. 
And  afk'd  thee  mercy  for't. 

Laf.  Goodfaith,  acrofs : -but,  my  good  Lord, 

'tis  thus; 
Will  you  be  car'd  of  your  infirmity  ? 

Kin^.  No. 

Laf.  O,  will  you  eat  no  grapes,  my  royal  fox  ? 
Yes,  but  you  will,  an  if 

My  royal  fox  could  reach  them :    I  have  feen  a  me- 
dicine, 
That's  able  to  breathe  life  into  a  ftone  ; 
Quicken  a  rock,  and  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  fprightly  fire  and  motion ;  whofe  fimple  touch 
Is  powerful  to  araife  King  Pepin,  nay, 
To  give  great  Charlemain  a  pen  in's  hand. 
And  write  to  her  a  love-line. 

King.  What  her  is  this  ? 

Laf.  Why,  dodor-ihe :    my  Lord,  there's  one  ar- 
riv'd, 
]f  you  will  fee  her.     Now,  by  my  faith  and  honour. 
If  feriouily  I  may  convey  my  thoughts 
Jn  this  m.y  light  deliverance,  I  liave  fpoke 
Vv''ith  one,  that  in  her  fex,   ^  her  years,  profefiion, 
V/ifdom  and  conilancy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  weaj^nefs :  will  you  fee  her. 
For  that  is  her  Demand,  and  know  her  byfinefs  ? 
That  done,  laugh  well  at  me. 

King.   Now,  good  La  feu, 
Bring  in  the  admiration,  that  we  w-ih  thee 
May  fpend  our  wonder  too,  or  take  oiF  thine. 
By  wond'ring  how  thou  took'fl  it. 

Laf.  Nay,  Til  fit  you. 
And  not  be  all  day  neither.  [Exit  Lafe*: 

King.  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  prologues. 

Laf.  {Return  i  :\^2iy ,  come  your  ways. 

[Bringing  in  Helena. 

King.  This  hafte  hath  wings,  indeed. 

laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways. 
This  is  his  Majefty,  fay  your  mind  to  him  ; 

3-^, — ber  years,  profejjion,']   By  profejficn  it  meant  her  declatatioa 

of  the  end  and  purouie  of  her  comiog* 

A  traitor 
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A  traitor  you  do  look  like  ;  butfuch  traitors 

His  Majefty  feldom  fears ;  I'm  CreJJid'z  uncle. 

That  dare  leave  two  together  ;  fare  you  well.       \Jxit, 

S  C  E  N  E    IIL 

King.  Now,  fair  One,  do's  your  buUnefi  follow  us^ 

HmL  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Gerard  de  Narbon  was  my  father, 
In  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found. 

King^  I  knew  him. 

Hel.  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  praife  toward  him  j 
Knowing  him,  is  enough:  on's  bed  of  death 
Many  receipts  he  gave  me,  chiefly  one, 
Which  as  the  dearell  iffue  of  his  praftice. 
And  of  his  old  experience  th'  only  darling, 
He  bade  me  ftore  up,  as  a  triple  eye. 
Safer  than  mine  own  two  :  more  deai*  I  have  fo  ; 
And  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touch'd 
With  that  malignant  caufe,  wherein  the  honour 
Of  my  dear  father's  gift  ftands  chief  in  pov;er, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  appliance. 
With  all  bound  humblenefs. 

King.  We  thank  you,  maiden  ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  cure. 
When  our  moll:  learned  doctors  leave  us;  and 
The  congregated  college  have  concluded. 
That  labouring  art  can  never  ranfom  nature 
From  her  unaidable  eftate:  we  muft  not 
So  ftain  our  judgment,  or  corrupt  our  hope. 
To  proftitute  our  paft-cure  malady 
To  empiricks  ;  or  to  difiever  fo 
Our  great  felf  and  our  credit,  to  efteem 
A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  pall  fenfe  we  deem. 

Hel.  My  duty  then  ihall  pay  me  for  my  pains  ; 
I  will  no  more  enforce  mine  office  on  you  j 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  royal  thoughts 
A  modefl:  one  to  bear  me  back  again. 

King.  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  be  callM  grateful. 
Thou  thought'fl:  to  help  me,  and  fuch  thanks  I  give. 
As  one  near  death  to  thofe  that  wifli  him  live  i 
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But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know'ft  no  part ; 
I  knowing  all  my  peril,  thou  no  art. 

HeL  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try. 
Since  you  fet  up  your  reft  'gainfl;  remedy. 
He  that  of  greateft  works  is  finifher. 
Oft  does  them  by  the  weakeft  minifler  : 
So  holy  writ  in  babes  hath  judgment  fhown, 
When  judges  have  been  babes  ;    great '  floods   have 

flown 
From  fimple  fources ;  and  great  feas  have  dry'd. 
When  mir'cles  have  by  th'  greateft  been  deny'd. 
Oft  expedation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes  :  and  oft  it  hits 
Where  hope  is  col  deft,  and  defpair  moft  fits. 

KiK^^r.  I  muft  not  hear  thee  ;   fare  thee  well,  kind 
'  Maid; 
Thy  pains,  not  us'd,  muft  by  thy  felf  be  paid  : 
Proffers,  not  took,  reap  thanks  for  their  reward. 

He/.  Infpired  merit  lb  by  breath  is  barr'd  : 
It  is  notfo  with  liim  that  all  things  knows, 
As  'tis  with  us,  that  fquare  our  guefs  by  fliows : 
But  moft  it  is  prefumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  heav'n  we  count  the  3.6:  of  men. 
Dear  Sir,  to  my  endeavours  give  confent. 
Of  heav'n,  not  me,  make  an  experiment. 
I  am  not  an  impoftor,  that  proclaim 
^  My  felf  agauift  the  level  of  mine  aim  ; 
But  know  I  think,  and  think  I  know  moft  fure. 
My  art  is  not  paft  power,  nor  you  paft  cure. 

Khp^.  Art  thou  fo  confident  ?  within  what  fpace 
Kop'ft  thou  my  cure  ? 

Hel.  The  greateft  grace  lending  grace. 
Ere  twice  the  horfes  of  the  fun  fhali  bring 
Their  f  ery  torcher  his  diurnal  ring ; 
Ere  tv.  ice  in  murk  and  occidental  damp 
Moift  Hefperus  hath  quench'd  his  fleepy  lamp ; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  pilot's  glafs 
Hath  told  the  thievilli  minutes  how  they  pafs ; 

4  Myjelf  againjt  the  level  of  mine  aim  ;  ]  i.e.  pretend  to  greater 
things  than  befits  the  mediocrity  of  my  condition. 

What 
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What  is  infirm  from  your  found  parts  fliall  fly. 
Health  fliall  live  free,  and  flcknefs  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  certainty  and  confidence. 
What  dar'll  thoa  venture  ? 

Hel.  Tax  of  impudence, 
A  fliriimpet's  boldnefs,  a  divulged  Ihame 
Traduc'd  by  odious  ballads  :  my  maiden's  name 
Sear'd  otherwife,  no  worfe  of  worll  extended ; 
With  vilell  torture  let  my  life  be  ended. 

King.,  5  Methinks,  in  thee  fome  bleffed  Spirit  doth 
fpeak : 
His  power  full  founds  within  an  organ  weak  ; 
And  what  impoflibility  would  flay 
In  common  fenfe,  fenfe  faves  another  war. 
Thy  life  is  dear  ;  for  all  that  life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  life,  in  thee  hath  eftimate  : 
^  Youth,  beauty,  wifdom,  courage,  virtue,  all 
Tiiat  happinefs  and  prime  can  happy  call ; 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs^mufl:  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate. 
Sweet  Practifer,  thy  phyfic  I  will  try ; 
That  minifl:ers  thine  own  death,   if  I  die. 

Hel.  If  I  break  time,  or  flinch  in  property 
Gf  what  I  fpoke,  unpitied  let  me  die, 
And  well  deferv'd  !  Not  helping,  death's  my  fee  ;  • 
But  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

5  Metbinh,  in  tkeefome  bleff;dfpint  doth  fpeak 

His  powerful  found,  ivitbin  an  organ  'weak  j  ]  To  fpeak  a 
found  is  a  barbarifm  :  For  to  fpeak,  fignifies  to  utter  an  articulate 
found,  /.  e,  a  voice.  So  Shakefpear,  in  Lc've''s  Labour  Lofi,  fays, 
with  propriety,  And  ivhen  /sT/s^fpeaks  the  voice  rf  all  the  Gods.  To 
fpeak  a  found  therefore  is  improper,  though  to  utter  ^x  found  is  not  ; 
becaufe  the  word  utter  may  be  applied  either  to  an  articulate  or  inar- 
ticulate. Bsfides,  theconfiruftion  is  vicious  with  the  two  cbhiives, 
in  thecy  and,  ivitkin  an  organ  ivsak.  The  lines  therefore  ihould  be 
thus  read  and  pointed, 

Methinks  in  thee  fome  bleffed  fpirit  doth  fpeak  : 
His  power  full  founds  ivitbin  an  organ  weak. 
But  the  Oxford  Editor  v/ouid  be  only  lo  far  beholden  to  th;s  emenda- 
tion, as  to  enable  him  to  make  fcnie  of  the  lines  another  way,  what- 
ever become  of  the  rules  of  criticifm  or  ingenuous  dealing. 
It  poTverJul  founds  ivitbin  an  organ  iveak, 
6   Touth,  beauty ,  ivifjom,  courage,  all  J    The  verfe  wants  a  foot# 
V1.RTUE,    by  mifchance,  has  dropt  cut  of  the  line. 

C- 3^.  King^ 
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King.  7  Make  thy  demand. 

Hci.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

King.   Ay,  by  my  icepcer,  and  my  hopes  of  heaven. 

Hel.  Then  fhal:  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly  hand. 
What  hufband  in  thy  power  I  will  command. 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  arrogance 
To  chufe  from  forth  the  loyal  blood  oi  France  ; 
My  low  and  humble  name  to  propagate 
^  With  any  branch  or  impage  of  thy  Itate : 
But  fuch  a  one  thy  vaffal,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  afk,  thee  to  bellow. 

Kinr.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  jft-emifes  obferv'd. 
Thy  will  by  my  performance  fhall  be  ferv'd  : 
So.   make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time;  for  I^ 
Thy  refolv'd  patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely. 
More  fhould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  mull  r 
(Tho'  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft  :  ) 
From  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on,  —  but  reft 
Unq ueftion 'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  me  fome  help  here,  hoa !  if  thou  proceed 
As  high  as  word,  my  deed  fhall  match  thy  deed. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE   IV.     Changes  to 'RoM^Alori,. 

Enter  Counts/s  and  Clonvn-. 

Count.  f^>  O  M  E  on.  Sir ;  I  ihall  now  put  you  to  the 
V_>i  height  of  your  breeding. 
Clo.  I  will  Ihew  myfelf  highly  fed,  and  lowly  taught} 
I  know,  my  bufmeis  is  but  to  the  court. 

7  King.  Make  thy  demand. 

Hel.  But  %v ill  you  make  it  emen  ? 

King.  Ay,  by  my  Jce^teryond  myhopezof  \it\^.'\  The  King 
could  have  but  a  very  flight  hope  of  i)e//>  from  her,  fcaice  enough  to 
fwear  by  :  and  therefore  Helen  nnieht  fufpeft  he  me^nt  to  equivocate 
with  her.  Befides,  obferve,  thegreateft  part  of  the  fcene  is  rtridJ^ 
in  rhyme,  and  there  is  nn  fhadow  of  reafon  why  it  fliould  be  inter- 
lupted  here.     I  rather  imagine  the  poet  wrote. 

Ay,  by  my  fcepter,  andmybopesofheavtn.  Tyt.'Zbirlby,, 

8  JVitb  any  branch  or  image  nf  thy  Jiate  :']  Shake/pear  unquc- 

ftionably   wrote    imp  AGE,    grafting.     Impe,  a  graft",  or  flip,  or 

fucker  :    by  which  (he  means  one  cf  the  fons  of  France,     So  Cax~ 

f:w  calls  our  Priace  Arthur,    that  nabh  iMPE  of  fame. 

Counts 
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Count.  But  to  the  court  ?  why,  what  place  make ' 
you  fpecial,  when  you  put  ofF  that  with  fuch  contempt  I 
but  to  the  court  ! 

Cio.  Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  man  any 
manners,  he  may  ealily  put  it  ofF  at  court ;  he  that 
caPiHOt  make  a  leg,  put  oft's  cap,  kifs  his  hand,,  and  iay 
nothing,  has  neither  leg,  hands,  lip,  nor  cap  ;  and, 
indeed,  fuch  a  fellow,  to  fay  precfely,  were  not  for  the 
court :  but  for  me,  I  have  an  anfv/er  will  ferve  all 
men. 

Count,  Mariy,  that's  a  bountiful  anfwer  that  fits  all 
queilions. 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  barber's  chair,  that  fits  all  buttocks ; 
the  pin-buttock,  the  quatch-buttock,  the  brawn -battock> 
©r  any  buttock. 

Count.  Will  your  anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  queftions. 

Cio.  As  fi.t  as  ten  groats  is  for  the  hand  of  an  attor- 
ney, as  your  French  crown  for  your  tafraty  punk,  as 
^ib's  rufhfor  ic^^'s  fore -finger,  as  a  pancake  for  Shrove- 
^Tuefday,  a  morris  for  May-day,  as  the  nail  to  his  hole, 
the  cuckold  to  his  horn,  as  a  fcolding  quean  to  a 
wrangling  knave,  as  the  nun's  lip  to  the  friar's  mouth  -, 
nay,  as  the  pudding  to  his  fkin. 

Count.  Have  you,  I  fay,  an  anfwer  of  fuch  fitnefs 
for  all  queftions  ? 

Clo.  From  below  your  duke,  to  beneath  your  con- 
fiable,  it  will  fit  any  queftion. 

Count.  It  mult  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monflrous  fize, 
that,  muft  At  all  demands. 

Clo.  But  a  trifle,  neither,  in  good  faith,  if  the  learned 
fhould  fpeak  truth  of  it:  here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 

to't.     Afk  me,  if  I  am  a  courtier ; it  Ihall  do 

you  no  harm  to  learn. 

Count.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could  :  I  will  be 
a  fool  in  a  queltion,  hoping  to  be  the  v/ifer  by  your 
anfwer.     I  pray  you.  Sir,  are  you  a  courtier  "^ 

Clo.  9  O  lord.  Sir there's  a  fimple  putting  oiF  ; 

more,  more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

9  0  Lord,  5/r,]  A  riJicule  on  that  fcoLfh  expIetiTC  offpeech  then 
in  vcgue  at  court. 

C  4  CourJ* 
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Count.  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  friend  of  yours,  that  loVcd 
70U. 

C/?,  O  lord,  Sir  ~ —  thick,  thick,  fpare  not  me. 

Count.  I  think.  Sir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  homely 
jneat. 

CIo.  O  lorct,  Sir  —  nay,  put  me  to't,  I  warrant 
you. 

Count.  You  were  lately  whip'd,  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo,  O  lord.  Sir  .- fpare  not  me. 

Count.  Do  you  cry,  O  lord.  Sir,  at  your  whipping, 
and  fpare  not  me  ?  indeed,  your  O  lord,  Sir,  is  very 
fequent  to  your  whipping :  you  would  anfwer  very  well 
to  a  whipping,  if  you  were  but  bound  to't. 

C/o.  1  ne'er  had  worfe  luck  in  my  life,  in  my O 

iord.  Sir  ;  I  fee,  things  may  ferve  long,  but  not  ferve 
ever. 

Count.  I  play  the  noble  hufwife  with  the  time,  to  en- 
tertain it  fo  merrily  with  a  fool. 

C/o.  O  lord.  Sir  —  why  there't  ferves  well  again. 

Count.  An  end.  Sir,  to  your  bufmefs :  give  Helen  this. 
And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back. 
Commend  me  to  my  kinfmen,  and  my  fon  : 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo.  Not  much  comm.endation  to  them  ? 

Coufit.  Not  much  employment  for  you,  you  under- 
iland  me. 

Clo.  Moft  fruitfully,  I  am  there  before  my  legs. 

Count,  Kafle  you  again.  \_Exeunt.; 

SCENE    V.     Changes  to  the  Court  of  France. 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  and  Parolles. 

tpf.^  I^HEY  fay,  miracles  are  paft  ;  and  we  have 
X  our  philofophical  perfons  to  make  modern, 
ard  faniiliar,  things  fupernatural  and  caufelefs.  Hence 
is  it,  that  we  make  trifles  of  terrors ;  enfconfing  our- 
feives  into  feeming  kno^viedge,  v<\\zi\  we  faould  fubmi;, 
ourlelves  to  an  '  unknown  fear. 

I  t(KL:^nvr-  fec.f'.l  Unhcii-'K  for  iiipernaturah 
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Par.  Vv^'hy,  'tis  the  rareft  argument  of  wonder  that 
hath  lliot  out  m  our  later  times. 

Ber.  And  fo  'tis. 

La/.  To  be  relinquifliM  of  the  artifts  —  ,« 

^  Par.  So  I  fay,  both  of  Ga/en  and  Paracelfus. 

Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authemick  fellows—^ 

Par.  Right,  fo  I  fay.  '^ 

Laf.  That  gave  him  out  incurable,  — 

Par.  Why,  there  'tis,  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf.  Not  to  be  help'd,  — 

Par.  Right,  as  'twere  a  man  affur'd  of  an  ~^ 

Laf.  Uncertain  life,  and  fure  death, — 

Pars  Juft,  you  fay  well :  fo  would  I  have  faid. 

Laf.  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  novelty  to  the  world. 

Par.  It  is,  indeed,  if  you  will  have  it  in  fhewing, 
you  fliall  read  it  in,  what  do  you  call  there  — 

Laf  5  A  Jbenjuing  of  a  hewv^nly  effe^  in  an  earthly 
a^or. 

Par.  That's  it,  I  would  have  faid  the  very  fame, 

Laf.  Why,  your  dolphin  is  not  luftier  :  for  me,  I 
fpeak  in  refpeft  — 

Par,  Nay,  'tis  ftrange,  'tis  very  ft  range,  that  is  the 
brief  and  the  tedious  of  it ;  and  he's  of  a  moil  facinerious 
fpirit,  that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the  — ^ 

Laf  Very  hand  of  heav'n. 

Par.  hy,  fo  I  fay, 

2  Par.  So  I  fayy  both  of  Galen  and  Paracel'us. 

Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  auther.tick  felloivs.'^  Shahefpear^  ■ 
as  I  have  often  obferved,  never  throws  cut  his  words  at  random.  Pa» 
racelfus,  though  no  better  than  an  ignorant  and  knavifh  enthufiaf^, 
was  at  this  time  in  I'uch  vogue,  even  amongft  the  learned,  that  he 
had  almoft  juftled  Galen  and  the  ancients  out  of  credit.  On  this  £C- 
count,  learned  is  applied  to  Galen ;  and  auther.tick^  or  fafliicnab'e", 
to  Par acelfiis.  Sancy,  in  his  Coiifejpon  Cathcliqus,  o.  301.  EJ.C.l. 
1720,  is.  made  to  fay,  y^  trowve  la  Ri'viere  premier  Medecin,  dc 
meilleitre  buneur  que  ces  gens-la.  II  eji  boft  Gilsn'iAe,  &  t-a  bon 
Paracelfifte.  Ildit  que  la  dc^rine  de  Galen  eJi  honorable,  ©*  rok 
v:Sjp)ijabk  pour  la.  patbologie,  &  pr^Jjtable  pyur  les  Bcutr^ues. 
L' autre,  pour-veu  que  cefoit  de  vrais  precepted  de  Paracelfe,  eJi  bonne 
a  fuivre  pour  la  verite,  pour  Ja  fubtilite,  pour  i'efpargne  }  en  fern-  ■ 
ixie  pour  la  Therapeutique. 

3  A  Jhiiuing  of  a  heav'nly  cffeEi,  &c,]  The  title  of  Ibine  pam- 
phlet hm  ridiculed, 
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Laf.  In  a  m oft  weak 

.Par.  And  debile  minifter,  great  power,  great  tran- 
scendence J  4-  which  fhould,  indeed,  give  us  *  *  *  a 
farther  ufe  to  be  made  than  alone  the  recovery  of  the 
King  ;  as  to  be  — 

Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

SCENE    VJ. 

Enter  King,  Helena,  end  Attendants^ 

Tar.  I  would  have  faid  it,  you  faid  well  :  here 
comes  the  king. 

haf.  Luftick,  as  the  'Dutchman  fays  :  I'll  like  a 
Maid  the  better,  while  I  have  a  tooth  in  my  headr 
why,  he's  able  to  lead  her  a  Corranto. 

Par.  Mart  du  Vinaigrs!  is  not  this  Helen? 

Laf.  'Fore  God,  I  think  fo. 

King.  Go,  call  before  me  all  the  Lords  in  court.. 
Sit,  my  preferver,  by  thy  patient's  fide ; 
And  with  this  healthful  hand,  whofe  banifh'd  fenfe 
Thou  hail  repeal'd,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promised  gift ; 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enter  three  or  four  Lords* 
Fair  maid,  fend  forth  thine  eye  ;  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  noble  batchelors  Hand  at  my  bellowing, 
O'er  whom  both  fov'reign  pov\  er  and  father's  voice 
I  have  to  ufe  ;  thy  frank  eleftion  make  ; 
Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  forfake, 

Hel.  To  each  of  you  one  fair  and  virtuous  miftrefa 
Fall,  when  love  pleafe  !  marry,  to  each  but  one.— 

Laf.  I'd  give  bay  curtal  and  his  furniture. 
My  mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  tliefe  boys,. 
And  writ  as  little  beard. 

4  ivbicb  JhcvM,  indeed,  gi've  vi  a  farther  ufe  to  be  made,  &c.  J 
Between  the  words  us  and  a  farther,  there  fcems  to  have  been  two 
or  three  wjrd«  dropt,  which  appear  to  have  been  to  this  puipofe  — . 
foould,  irjikedy  gi've  us  [notice,  that   there  is  of  this]  a  farther 

uCs  to  be  made ■  fo  that  the  paflage  fliould  be  read  with  aftc- 

nfks  for  the  future. 

King: 


All's  Well,  THAT  Ends  Well,    ^s 

King.  Perufe  them  well : 
Not  one  of  thofe,  bat  had  a  noble  father. 

[She  addrejjes  her  [elf  to  a  Lord. 

Eel,  Gentlemen,  heaven  hath,  through  me,  reftor'd 
The  King  to  health. 

Jli  We  underftand  it,  and  thank  heaven  for  you; 

Hel^  I  am  a  fimple  maid,  and  therein  wealthi^. 
That,  I  proteil,  I  fimply  am  a  maid,  — 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  I  have  done  already : 
The  blufhes  in  my  cheeks  thus  whifper  me. 
We  blufh  that  thou  fhould'A  chufe,  but  be  refus'd; 
5  Let  the  white  death  fit  on  thy  cheek  for  ever. 
We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 

King    Make  choice,  and  fee. 
Who  fhuns  thy  love,  fhuns  all  his  love  in  me. 

Hel.  Now,  Dian,  from  thy  altar  do  I  fly, 
^And  to  impartial  Lo've,  that  God  moft  high. 
Do  my  fighs  flream :  Sir,  will  you  hear  my  fuit  ? 

1  Lord.  And  grant  it. 

Hel.  Thanks,  Sir  ;  —  all  the  reft  are  mute. 

Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  choice,  than  throw  ames- 
ace  for  my  life. 

Hel.  I'he  honour,  Sir,  that  flames  in  your  fair  eyef^ 
Before  I  fpeak,  too  threatningly  replies  : 
Love  make  your  fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wiflies,  and  her  humble  love  ! 

2  Lord.  No  better,  if  you  pleafe; 
Hel.  My  wifli  receive. 

Which  great  love  grant !  and  fo  I  take  my  leave." 
Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her?  if  they  were  fons  of  minC^' 

IM  have  them  \vhIpt,o'r  I  would  fend  them  to  the  lurk 

to  make  eunuchs  of. 

Hel.  Be  not  afraid  that  I  your  hand  fliould  take, 

rii  never  d.Q  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake  : 

Bleffing  upon  your  vows,  and  ia  your  bed 

Find  fairer  fortune,  if  you  ever  wed  ! 


5  Let  the  white  jy^ArnJit  en  thy  chesifor  ever.]  Shake/pear, 
I  think,  wrote  dearth  5  i.e.  want  of  bicod  5  or,  mere  figurative- 
ly, barrennd's,  want  ot  fruit  or  ifluc. 

6  And  to  IMPERIAL  Lcve,]  The  old  eaitions  read  imparti- 
Ai- ,  which  is  right.  Love,  who  hss  no  regard  to  difrereoce  cf  con- 
iifion,  but  vokes  to^eiher  high  and  low,  which  was  her  cafe. 

laf. 


^6  All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well-^ 

La/.  Thefe  boys  are  boys  of  ice,  they"Il  none  of 
her  :  fure,  they  are  baftards  to  the  Englijh,  Xkit  French 
ne'er  got  "em. 

Hel.  You  are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too-good. 
To  make  yourfclf  a  fon  out  of  my  blood. 

3  Lord.  Fair  one,  I  think  not  fo. 

7  Laf.  There's  one  grape  yet, 

Par.  I  am  fure,  thy  father  drunk  wine.— — i 

Laf.  But  if  thou  be'efl  not  an  afs,  I  am  a 
Youth  of  fourteen.     I  have  known  thee  already. 

Hel.  I  dare  not  fay,  I  take  you  ;  but  I  give 
Me^and  my  fervice,  ever  whilll  I  live, 
Jnto  yoiir  guided  power:  this  is  the  man.  \Jo  Bertram; 

King.  V/hy  then  j    young  Bertram,    take  her,  fhe's 
thy  wife. 

Ber.  My  wife,   my  Liege  ?    I  ihall  befeech  your 
Highnefs, 
In  fuch  a  bufmefs  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  ov/n  eyes. 

King.  Know'll  thou  not,  Bertram^ 
What  ihe  hath  done  for  me  ? 

Bsr.  Yes,  my  good  Lord, 
But  never  hope  to  know  why  I  ihould  marry  her. 

King.  Thou  know'll,    fne  has  rais'd  me  from  my 
fickly  bed. 

Ber.  But  follows  it,  my  Lord,   to  bring  me  down 
Mull  anfwer  for  your  raifing  t   I  know  her  well : 
She  had  her  breeding  at  my  father's  charge  : 

K  poor  phyfician's  daughter  my  wife  ! Difdaia 

Kather  corrupt  me  ever  ! 

King.  'Tis  only  title  thou  difdain'fl  in  her,  the  which 
I  can  build  up  :   ftrange  is  it,  that  our  bloods. 
Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together. 
Would  quite  confound  diflindion,  yet  Hand  off 
In  differences,  fo  mighty.     If  ihe  be 
All  that  is  virtuous  (fave  what  thou  diflik'ft 
A  poor  phyii clan's  daughter,)  thou  difiik*Il 
Of  virtue  for  the  name  :  but  do  not  fo. 

7  Tcere'i  one grcpe  yeT^~~-—'\  I  have  here  regulated  the  fpceclies 
as  ihey  ought  to  bci 

from 
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From  loweft  place  [a)  when  virtuous  things  proceed. 

The  place  is  dignify'd  by  th'  doer's  deed. 

Where  great  addition  fwells,  and  virtue  none. 

It  is  a  dropfied  honour  ;  ^  good  alone 

Is  good;  and,  with  a  name,   vilenefs  is  fo  : 

The  property  by  what  it  is  fhould  go. 

Not  by  the  title.     9  She  is  good,  wife,  fair  ; 

In  thefe,   to  nature  fhe's  immediate  heir  ; 

And  thefe  breed  honour  :  That  is  honour's  fcorn. 

Which  challenges  itfelf  as  honour's  born. 

And  is  not  like  the  fire.     Honours  belt  thrive. 

When  rather  from  our  ads  we  them  derive 

Than 

8 '  good  alone 

Is  good  without  a  name.  Vilenefs  is  fo ;]  The  text  is  here 
eorrupted  into  nonfenfe.     We  fhould  read 

1  good  ahne 

Is  good  3   and,  ivitb  a  name,  njilencfs  is  fo, 
i.  e.  good  is  good,  the'  there  be  no  addition  of  title  ;  and  vilenefs  Is 
vJienefs,  the'  there  be.     The  Oxford  Editor,  underftanding  nothing 
of  this,  ftrikes  out  'vilenefs  zr\A  puts  in  its  pla>.e,  in'tfelf, 
9         -  ^be  is  YOUNG,  ivife,  fair  j 

In  thefe  to  nature  Jhe^s  immediate  heir  j 

yind  tbefe  breed  honour  j — ]  The  obje^lion  was,  that  Helen 
had  neither  riches  nor  title  :  To  this  the  King  replies,  fhe's  the 
immediate\iz\i  of  nature,  from  whom  fhe  inherits  youth,  wifdom, 
and  beauty.  The  thought  is  fine.  For  by  the  immediate  heir  to 
nature,  we  muft  underfiand  one  who  inherits  wifdom  and  beauty 
in  a  fupreme  degree.  From  hence  it  appears  that  young  is  a  faulty 
reading,  for  that  does  not,  like  wifdom  and  beauty,  admit  of  dif- 
ferent degrees  of  excellence  j  therefore  fhe  could  not,  with  regard  to 
that  J  be  laid  to  be  the  immediate  heir  of  nature  j  for  in  that  flie  was 
only  joint-heir  with  all  the  reft  of  her  fpecies.  Befidcs,  tho'  ivif- 
dom  and  beauty  may  breed  honour,  ytt  youth  cannot  be  faid  to  do  (o. 
On  the  contrary,  it  is  age  which  has  this  advantage.  It  feems  pro- 
bable that  feme  foolifli  player  when  he  tranfcribed  this  part,  not  ap- 
prehending the  thought,  and  wondring  to  find  youth  not  reckoned 
amongft  the  good  qualities  of  a  woman  when  flie  was  propofed  to  a 
lord,  and  not  conifidering  that  it  was  comprifed  in  the  word  fair, 
foifted  in  young,  to  the  exclufion  of  a  word  much  more  to  the  pur- 
pofe.     For  I  make  no  queftion  but  Shakefpear  wrote, 

■    She  is  GOOD,  ivife,  fair; 
For  the  greateft  part  of  her  encomium  turned  upon  her  virtue.    To 
omit  this  therefore  in  the  recapitulation  of  her  qualities,    had  been 
Bgainft  all  the  rules  of  good  fpeaking.     Nor  let  it  be  objefted  that 
this  is  requiring  an  exa£tnefs  in  our  author  which   we  iliould  not 

expect, 

£(«}       .    M  « viheUf  Dr,  Thirlby vuJg.  ivhevce.l 


3S    Ali/sWell,  that  Ends  Weli:. 

Than  our  fore-goers :   the  mere  word's  a  flave 

Dcbaucht  on  every  tomb,  on  ev'ry  grave ; 

A  lying  trophy  ;   '  and  as  oft  is  dumb, 

Where  duft  and  damn'd  oblivion  is  the  tomb 

Of  honoured  bones,  indeed.     What  fhould  be  faid  ? 

If  thou  can'ft  like  this  creature  as  a  maid, 

I  can  create  the  reft  :   virtue  and  fhe. 

Is  her  own  dow'r  ;    honour  and  wealth  from  me. 

£er.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do't. 

Kwg.  Thou  wrong'ft  thyfelf,  if  thou  fhould'ft  ftrive 
to  chufe. 

He/   That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  lord,  I'm  glad : 
Let  the  reft  go. 

K:ng.  My  honour's  at  the  ftake;  which  to  [a)  defend, 
I  muft  produce  my  power.     Here,  take  her  hand, 
Proud  fcornful  boy,  unworthy  this  good  gift ! 
That  doth  in  vile  mifpriiion  Ihackle  up 
My  lovey  and  her  delert ;  that  canft  not  dream. 
We,  poizing  us  in  her  dcfeaive  fcale, 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  beam  ;  that  wilt  not  know,. 
It  is  in  us  to  plane  thine  honour,  where 
We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.     Check  thy  contempt : 
Obey  our  will,  wiiich  travels 4n  thy  good; 
Believe  not  thy  difdain,  bat  prefently 
Do  thine  own  fortunes  that  obedient  right, 
Which  both  thy  duty  owtSy  and  our  power  clainis  r 
Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  care  for  ever 
Into  the  ftaggers,  ard  the  carelefs  lapfe 
Of  youth  and  ignorance  j  my  revenge  and  hate 
Loofmg  upon  thee  in  the  name  of  juftice. 
Without  all  terms  of  pity.     Speak,  thine  anfwer. 

Ber.  Pardon,  my  gracious  Lord  ;  for  I  fubmit 
My  fancy  to  your  eyes..     When  I  confider, 

fcxpeft.  For  he  who  couH  reafon  v.ith  the  force  our  author  doth 
here,  (and  we  ought  always  to  diilinguifh  httwten  Stjkejpear  on 
his  guard  and  in  his  rambles)  and  iUuftrate  that  reafonini-'  with 
fu«h  beauty  of  thought  and  propriety'  of  expreffion,  couid  never 
make  ufe  of  a  word  which  qviite  deflroycd  the  exa£lnefs  of  his 
xeafoning,  the  propriety  of  his  thought,  and  the  elegance  of  his  ex- 
preflion. 

I   Comntas  and  points  here  fet  exidlly  right  by  Mr.  Theobald*' 
\i\  — —  defend^  Mr,  Theobald——  vU'g.  defeat.], 

Wiat 
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A^hat  great  creation,  and  what  dole  of  honour 
Flies  where  you  bid ;   I  find,  that  fhe,  which  late 
Was  in  my  nobler  thoughts  moil  bafe,  is  now 
*  The  prifed  of  the  King  ;  who,  fo  enobled. 
Is,  as  'twere,   born  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her,  fne  is  thine  :  to  whom  I  promife 
A  counterpoize  ;  if  not  in  thy  eitate, 
A  balance  more  repleat. 

Ber.   I  take  her  hand. 

Kh7g.  Good  fortune  and  the  favour  of  the  King 
Smile  upon  this  contrad  ;  whofe  ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  en  the  new-born  brief. 
And  be  performed  to-night ;  the  folemn  feait 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace,^ 
Expe(fting  abfent  friends.     As  thou  lov'll  her. 
Thy  love's  to  me  religious ;  elfe  does  err.        [Exeunf. 

SCENE    vir. 

Manet! t  Parolles  and  Lafeu. 

Laf.  Do  you  hear,  Monfieur  ?  a  word  with  you. 

Par.    Your  pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Laf.  Your  Lord  and  Mailer  did  weiJ  to  make  ha 
recantation. 

Par.  Recantation  ? my  Lord  ?  my  Mailer  ? 

Laf.  Ay,  is  it  not  a  language  I  fpeak  ? 

Par.  A  moil  harih  one,  and  not  to  be  underilood 
without  bloody  fucceeding.     My  mailer  ? 

Laf.  Are  you  companion  to  the  Count  Ronjilhn  P 

Par.  To  any  Count ;  to  all  Counts  \  to  what  is 
man. 

Laf  To  what  is  Count's  man  j  Count's  mailer  is  of 
another  ilile. 

Par,  You  are  too  old.  Sir ;  let  it  fatisfie  you,  yow 
are  too  old 

2  Ti65  PRAISED  of  the  King  j]  We  fliould  read  pr  isxd,  i.  e, 
▼alued,  held  in  eiUmaUon>  and  aniwers  to  mofi  baft  iji  Uie  preceding 
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Laf.  I  muft  tell  thee,  Sirrah,  I  write  man  j  to  which 
title  age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 

Laf.  I  did  think  thee,  for  two  ordinaries,  to  be  a 
pretty  wile  fellow ;  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of- 
thy  travel ;  it  might  pafs  ;  yet  the  fcarfs  and  the  ban- 
nerets about  thee  did  manifoldly  difTuade  m.e  from  be- 
lieving thee  a  veifel  of  too  great  a  burthen.  I  have 
now  found  thee  ;  when  I  lofe  thee  again,  I  care  not : 
yet  art  thou  good  for  nothing  but  taking  up,  and  that 
thou'rt  fcarce  worth. 

Far.  Hadll  thou  not  the  privilege  of  antiquity  upon 
thee 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thyfelf  too  far  in  anger,    lefl: 

thou  hallen  thy  tryal ;  which  if, Lord  have  mercy 

on  thee  for  a  hen  !  fo,  my  good  window  of  lattice,  fare 
thee  well ;  thy  cafement  I  need  not  open,  I  look  thro' 
thee.     Give  me  thy  hand. 

Far.  My  Lord,  you  give  me  moil  egregious  indig- 
nity. 

Laf  Ay,  with  all  m.y  heart,  and  thou  art  worthy 
of  it. 

Par.  I  have  not,  my  Lord,  deferv'd  it. 

Laf  Yes,  good  faith,  ev'ry  dram  of  it  -,  and  I  will 
not  bate  thee  a  fcruple. 

Par.  Well,  I  Ihall  be  wifer 

Laf.  Ev'n  as  foon  as  thou  can'ft,  for  thou  haft  to 
pull  at  a  fmack  o'  th'  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft 
bound  in  thy  fcarf  and  beaten,  thou  fhalt  find  what  it 
is  to  be  proud  of  thy  bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold 
my  acquaintance  with  thee,  or  rather  my  knowledge," 
that  I  may  fay  in  the  default,  he  is  a  man  I  know. 

Par.  My  Lord,  you  do  me  moft  infupportable 
vexation. 

Laf.  I  would,  it  were  hell-pains  for  thy  fake,  and 
jny  poor  doing  eternal :  ?  for  doing,  I  am  paft  ;  *  *  * 

as 

3  For  doing  I  am  pajl ;  as  I  ivill  by  thee,  inivhat  motion  age 
nuill gi--va  we,  leave.^  Here  is  a  line  loil  after /^y?  j  lb  that  it  /hould 
be  diiiing<;i*lied  by  a  break  with  afteriiks.  The  very  weds  of  the 
io/l  line  it  is  in:pi.'fiible  to  retrieve  J  but  the  fenfe  is  obvious  enough. 

For 
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as  I  will  by  thee,    in  what  motion  age  will  give  me 

leave.  [Exit, 

Par,  4-  Well,  thou  haft  a  fon  fliall  take  this  difgrace 

off  me  ;    fcurvy,    old,   filthy,    fcurvy  I.ord  ! wel]» 

I  muft  be  patient,  there  is  no  fettering  of  authority. 
IMl  beat  him,  by  my  life,  if  I  can  meet  him  with  any 
convenience,  an  he  were  double  and  double  a  Lord. 
I'll  have  no  more  pity  of  his  age,    than  I  would  have 

of I'll  beat  him,  an  if  I  could  but  meet  him  again. 

Re-enter  Lafeu. 
Laf.  Sirrah,  your  Lord  and  Matter's  married,  there's 
news  for  you  :  you  have  a  new  miftrefs. 

Par.  I  moft  "unfeignedly  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to 
make  fome  refervation  of  your  wrongs.    He,  my  good 
Lord,  whom  I  ferve  above,  is  my  mailer, 
Laf.  Who  ?  God  ? 
Par.  Ay,  Sir. 

Laf.  The  devil  it  is,  that's  thy  mafter.  Why  doft 
thou  garter  up  thy  arms  o'  this  falhion  ?  doft  make  hofe 
of  thy  fleeves  ?  do  Other  fervants  fo  ?  thou  wert  beft 
fet  thy  lower  part  where  thy  nofe  ftands.  By  mine  ho- 
nour, if  I  were  but  two  hours  younger,  I'd  beat  thee  : 
methinks  thou  art  a  general  offence,  and  every  man 
fhould  beat  thee.  I  think,  thou  waft  created  for  men 
to  breathe  themfelves  upon  thee. 

Par.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my 
I,ord. 

Laf  Go  to,  Sir  ;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  pick- 
ing a  kernel  out  of  a  pomegranate ;  you  are  a  vaga- 
bond, and  no  true  traveller  :  you  are  more  fawcy  with 
lords  and  honourable  perfonages,  than  the  heraldry  of 
your  birth  and  virtue  gives  you  commiffion.     You  are 

For  doing  I  am  paji  ;  age  has  deprived  me  of  much  of  my  force 
ivA  vigour,  yet  I  have  ftill  enough  to  fhew  the  v/orld  I  can  do  my- 
*2lf  right,  as  I  will  by  thee,  in  ivhat  motion  [or  in  the  beft  man- 
ner]  age  will  gi'^e  '^^  leave. 

4  Well^  thou  hajl  a  fon  JJoall  take  this  difgrace  off  me  ;]      This 

the  Po£t  makes  Parolles  fpeak  alone  ;  and  this  is  nature.    A  coward 

vould  try  to  hide  his  poltroonry  even  from  himlelf.— — An  ordi- 

....ry  writer  would  have  been  glad  of  fuch  an  opportunity  to  bring 

•I  to  confeffion. 

not 
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not  worth  another  word,    die  I'd  call  you  knave.     I 
leave  you.  ^^^.^^ 

SCENE     VIII. 
.  E}2ter  Bertram. 

Par.  Good,    veiy  good,    it  is  fo  then. Good, 

very  good,  let  it  be  conceal'd  a  while. 

Ber.  Undone,  and  forfeiced  to  cares  for  ever  ! 

Par.  What  is  the  matter,  fweet  heart  ? 

Per.  Although  before  the  folemn  Priell  I've  fwom. 
I  will  not  bed  her. 

Par.  What  ?  what,  fweet  heart  ? 
T'll^^'*'  vP  ^^  P^-'-o^^es,  they  have  married  me  : 
1  Jl  to  the  Tufcan  wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.   France  is  a  dog-hole,    and  it  no  more  merits 
the  tread  of  a  man's  foot :  to  th'  wars. 

Per.  There's  letters  from  my  mother  j  what  the  im-- 
port  IS.  1  know  not  yet. 

Par.  Ay,   that  would  be  known :    to  th'  wars,   my 
boy,  to  th'  wars. 

He  wears  his  honour  in  a  box,  unfeen. 
That  hugs  his  kickfy-wickly  here  at  home ; 
^P^^^ing  his  manly  marrow  in  her  arms. 
Which  mould  f'ftain  the  bound  and  high  curvet; 
Of  Mars\  iiery  iieed  :  to  other  regions 
^■ance  is  a  liable,  we  that  dwell  in't  jades. 
Therefore  to  th'  war. 

Per.  It  fnall  be  fo,    I'll  fend  her  to  my  houfe, 
Acqnamt  my  mother  vvith  my  hate  to  her,. 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled  ;  v/rite  to  the  King 
That  Which  1  duril  not  fpeak.     His  prelent  gift 
bhall  furnilh  me  to  thofe  Iialian  fields. 
Where  noble  fellows  Itrike.     War  is  no  ftrife 
To^the  dark  houfe,  and  the  detelled  wife. 

Par.  Will  this  capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure  ? 

TM1  r  'j^u^  ^^'^^  ^^  ^°  "^y  chamber,   and  advife  me: 
i\l  icnd  her  flraight  away  :    to-morrow 
V\l  to  the  wars,  flie  to  her  fmgle  iorrow. 

Par.  Why,  thefe  balls  bound,  there's  noife  in  it.— • 
'Tis  hard  ; 
A  young  man,  married,  is  a  man  that's  marr'd  : 

Therefore 
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Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely  ;  go, 

The  King  haih  done  you  wrong  :  but,  hufh  !  ^t^o  fo.^^^ 

SCENE     IX. 
Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 
Bel   My  mother  greets  me  kindly,  is  fhe  well? 
ct  Shi  is  not  well,  but  yec  ihe   has  her  ^.e^  ;^; 
{he's  very  merry,  but  yet  (he  is  not  well  :  but    thanks 
£  given,V's  ve^y  well,  and  wants  nothmg  I'th'  world  1 

'"^ '\7fi;rbrvery  well,  what  does  fhe  ail,  that 

'trSrt's  very  well,,  indeed,  but  for  twa 

things. 

iff/.  What  two  thmgs  ?  nr^A^^A 

Co    One,  that  fhe's  not  in  heav'n,  whither  God  fend 

her  quickly  /the  other,  that  Ihe's  in  earth,  from  whence 

God  fend  her  quickly! 

Enter  Parolles- 

^:r\''herCitv:To'u^'goodwm .  have 

""TrvfXlTpVs  to  lead  the.  on  .  and  to 
keep  them  on,  have  them  lUll.     U,  my  knave,   hov. 

'"c/^S^'Koa  had  her  wrinkles  and  I  her  money. 
I  would,  fhe  did,  as  you  fay. 

Par.  Why,  I  fay  nothing. 

Clo.  Marry,  you  are  the  wiferman;  for  many  a 
man's  tongue  5  fpeaks  out  his  mafler's  undoing :  to  lay 
Nothing,  todonithing,  to  know  notbng,  and  to  have 
nothini,  is  to  be  a  great  part  of  your  title  ;  which  is 
within  a  very  little  of  nothing. 

Par.  Away,  thou  rt  a  knave. 

Clo  You  fhould  have  faid.  Sir,  before  a  knave,  th  art 
a  knave  ;  that's,  before  me  th'art  a  knave  :  this,  had 
been  truth,  Sir. 

c  SHAKES  6«A  his  mafier^ s  und-.m ^l  We  fliould  read  speaks 
*«.%     Tiiis  is  to  pr-'pare  us  fur  Furolki'i  liilsrace.  ^^^^ 
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the^""  °°  '"'  "'°"  ^"-'^  ^^'«y  fool.  I  have  found) 

C/o.  Did  you  find  me  in  vourf  ir    <;;,•  ?  « 
taught  to  find  me  ?  th^^  f^nri    i      '  °'  '^^'''^  X^^ 

n^uch  fool  m^y  you  find    n'        '  ^''-^^  Profitable,  and 
Plearure    and  ^i::^:LtrZy^  ''  '"    ^-^^> 

Madam  my  Lord  will  go  away  to  night, 
A  very  feriousbufmefs  calls  on  him.  ^  ' 
■Tiie  great  prerogative  and  rite  of  love. 

But  pu^s' t ^ff 'h^^''' '''''  t?^'  ^'  ^°^^  acknowledge  ; 
^ut  puts  It  oft  by  a  compeird  refiraint  :  '^ 

Ivu    u  T""'.^']"^  '^^^^^  ^^^^>^  is  ftrew-d  with  fweet. 
Which  they  diiW  now  in  the  curbed  time 

?^aZ    ^    f^  ^<>J^inghour  oVrflow  with  joy, 
.    And  pleafure  drown  the  brim.  ^ 

Be/.  What's  his  will  dk  ? 

^^''w'  ^''''  ""'"  ''^'  >'°"'  ^^^^"^  ^^^^e  o'th- 

May  make  it  probable  need.  "^  ' 

^e/.  What  more  commands  he  ? 

H.;.  l,..y  yoL-Cor..,  Sirrah.       ^^'[^.^^0!!:: 

[^Exeunt. 
SCENE     X. 
Enter  Lafeii  and  Bertram. 

foldkf    ^''''  ^  ^""^^^  ^''"'  ^^'^^^ip  thinks  not  him  a 

^Vr    Yes    my  Lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof, 
Laf.  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance 
J^er.  And  by  other  warranted  teftimony. 

flo^4tf  1;r;t:r;/^'T-l  ^^^^P^-  ^^^^en  from  an  over-  . 

La/,. 
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Laf.  Then  my  dial  goes  not  true  ,•  I  took  this  lark 
for  a  bunting. 

Ber.  I  do  affure  you,  my  Lord,  he  is  very  great  ia 
knowledge,  and  accordingly  valiant.^ 

Laf.  1  have  then  finned  againll  his  experience,  and 
tranfgrefs'd  againil  his  valour  ;  and  my  ftate  that  way- 
is  dangerous,  fmce  I  cannot  yet  find  in  my  heart  to  re- 
pent :  here  he  comes ;  I  pray  you,  make  us  friends,  I 
will  purfue  the  amity. 

Enter  ParoUes. 
Var.  Thefe  things  Ihall  be  done.  Sir. 
Laf.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  who's  his  taylor  ? 
Par.  Sir  ? 

Laf.  O,  I  know  him  well ;  I,  Sir,  he,  Sir's,  a  good 
workman,  a  very  good  taylor. 

Ber.  Is  (he  gone  to  the  King  ?         \_Afide  to  Parolles, 
Tar.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  Ihe  away  to  night  ? 
Far.  As  you'll  have  her. 

Ber.  I  have  writ  my  letters,  cafketed  my  treafure, 
given  order  for  our  horfes  ;    and  to    night,    when  I 

Ihould  take  poflfeflion  of  the  bride. and  ere  I  do 

begin 

Laf.  A  good  traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter 
end  of  a  dinner  :  but  one  that  lyes  three  thirds,  and 
ufes  a  known  truth  to  pafs  a  thoufand  nothings  with, 

ftiould  be  once  heard,  and  thrice  beaten God  fave 

you,  captain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  unkindnefs  between  my  Lord  and 
you,  Monfieur  ? 

Bar.  I  know  not,  hov;  I  have  deferved  to  run  into 
my  Lord's  difpleafure. 

Lnf.  7  You  have  made  fhift  to  run  into't,  boots  and 
fpurs  and  all,  like  him  that  leapt  into  the  cuftard  ;  and 
out  of  it  you'll  run  again,  rather  than  fuffer  queilion 
for  your  refidence. 

Ber.  It  may  be,  you  have  miilaken  him,  my  Lord. 

7  Tou  ha'ue  made  pift  to  run  into'ty  boots  and  fpurs  and  all,  like 
him  that  Icbpt  intc  the  cuftard.]  It  w?s  a  foolery  pradis'd  at  city- 
entertainments,  whilft  the  Jefier  or  Zany  was  in  vogue,  for  fiim  to 
juiDf  into  a  large  deep  cuftard,   fet  fox  the  purpofe.  Mr.  Theobald. 

Laf. 
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Laf.  And  fhall  do  fo  ever,  tho'  I  took  iiim  at's 
prayers.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord,  and  believe  this 
of  me,  there  can  be  no  kernel  in  this  light  nut :  the 
foul  of  this  man  is  his  cloaths.  IraW  him  not  in  mat- 
ter of  heavy  confequence  :  I  have  kept  of  them  tame, 
and  know  their  natures.  >arevvel,  Monfjeur,  I  have 
Ipoken  better  of  you,  than  you  have  or  will  deferve  at 
m/hand,  but  we  muft  do  good  againft  evil.         [Exit, 

Par.  An  idle  lord,  I  fwear.  — — . 

£er.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why,  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  1  know  him  well,  and  common  fpeech 
Gives  him  a  worthy  pafs.     Here  comes  my  clog. 

SCENE    XI. 
Enfer  Helena. 

Hg/.  I  have.  Sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you. 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procured  his  leave 
-For  prefent  parting  j  only,  he  deCres 
Some  private  fpeech  with  you. 

Ber.   I  Ihall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  not  marvel,  He/e^!,  atmycourfe, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time ;  nor  does 
The  miniftration  and  required  ofHce 
On  my  particular.     Prepared  I  .was  not 
For  fuch  a  bufmefs  ;  therefore  am  1  found 
So  much  unlettled  :  this  drives  me  to  intreat  you. 
That  prefentjy  you  take  your  way  for  home. 
And  rather  mufe,  than  a'fk,  why  I  intreat  you  ; 
For  my  refpefts  are  better  than  they  feem. 
And  my  appointment,  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  fhews  itMf  at  thefirft  view. 
To  you  that  know  them  not.     This  to  my  mother. 

[Giuing  a  letter, 
'Twill  be  two  days  ere  I  fhall  fee  you,  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  wifdom. 

Hel.  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay, 
But  that  I  am  your  mofr  obedient  fervant. 
Per.  Come,  come,  no  more  of  tliat. 

Bel, 
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Hel.  And  ever  fhall 
With  true  obfervauce  feek  to  eke  out  That, 
Wherein  tow'rd  me  my  homely  ilars  have  fail'd 
To  equal  my  great  fortune. 

Ber.  Let  That  go  : 
My  hafle  is  veiy  great.     Farevvel ;  hie  home. 

Hel.  Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon. 

Ber.  Wjsll,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  of  the  wealth  I  owe ; 
Nor  dare  1  fay,  'tis  mine,  and  yet  it  is  i 
But,  like  a  tim'rous  thief,  moft  fain  would  Heal 
What  law  does  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber.   What  would  you  have  ? 

Hel.  Something,  and  fcarce  fo  much— —nothing, 

indeed •  [yes ;  — — - 

I  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would,  my  Lord — 'faith. 
Strangers  and  foes  do  funder,  and  not  kifs. 

Ber.   1  pray  you,  ftay  not :  but  in  hafteto  horfe. 

Hel'  I  lliall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  Lord. 

[^at// Helena^ 

Ber.  Where  are  my  other  men,  Monfieur  ? — farewel. 
Go  thou  tow'rd  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 
Whilil  I  can  fhake  my  fword,  or  hear  the  drum : 
Away,  and  for  our  flight. 

Par.  Bravely,  Couragio  f  \ExeunU 


ACT    ill.     SCENE    I. 

The  Duh'*s  Court  /»  Florence. 

Ihurijh.     Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,    fwa  French 
Lords,  <vjitb  Soldiers. 

Duke.  00  that,  from  point  to  point,  now  have  you  heard 

O  The  fundamental  reafons  of  this  war, 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  blood  let  forth. 
And  more  thirfts  after. 

I  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  quarrel 
Upon  your  Grace's  part  j  but  black  and  fearful 
On  tlie  oppofer. 

Duhl 
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Duke.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  coufm  France 
Would,  in  fo  jufta  bufmefs,  fhut  his  bofom 
Againll  our  borrowing  prayers. 

2  Lord.  Good  my  Lord, 
The  reafons  of  our  Hate  I  cannot  yield, 
But  like  a  common  and  ^  an  outward  man, 
That  the  great  figure  of  a  council  frames 
*  By  felf-unable  notion  ;  therefore  dare  not 
Say  what  I  think  of  it,  fmce  I  have  found 
Myfelf  in  my  incertain  grounds  to  fail 
As  often  as  I  gueft. 

Duke.  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord.  But  I  am  fure,  the-^ounger  of  our  nation. 
That  furfeit  on  their  eafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  phyfic. 

Duke.  Welcome  fhall  they  be  : 
And  all  the  honours,  that  can  fly  from  us. 
Shall  on  them  fettle.     You  know  your  places  well. 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell  ; 
To-morrow,  to  the  field.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   II.  Changes  to  Roufillon,  in  France. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Clown. 

Count. "TT  hath  happen'd,  all  as  I  would  have  had  itj 
X  fave,  that  he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  lord  to  be  a  very 
melancholy  man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  ? 

Clo.  Why,  he  will  look  upon  his  boot,  and  fmg ; 
mend  his  ruff,  and  fmg  ;  afk  queflions,  and  fmg  ;  pick 
his  teeth,  and  fmg.  I  knew  a  man  that  had  this  trick 
of  melancholy,  fold  a  goodly  manor  for  a  fong. 

Count.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he 
means  to  come.  [Reads  the  letter. 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  IJbeU  fii^ce  I  was  at  court. 
Our  old  ling,  and  our  IJbels  o'th'country,  are  nothing 
like  your  old  ling,  and  your  IJbels  o'th'court  :  the  brain 

I  •'     ■  an  outward  man,"]  i.  e,  one  not  in  the  fecret  of  affairs, 
a  By  felf-unable  mqtion  j  ]  We  flwuidread  notion. 

of 
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of  my  Ciipid''s  knock'd  out ;  and  1  begin  to  love,  as  an 
old  man  loves  money,  with  no  floraach. 

Count.  What  iiave  we  here  ? 

Clo.  E'en  That  you  have  there.  [Exit, 

Countefs  reads  a  letter. 

J  ha^ve  fent  you  a  dau^hter-i?z-laiv  :  JI:e  hath  reco- 
fvered  the  King^  and  undone  me.  1  ba<ve  <tvedded  her^ 
not  bedded  her  "y  and  [njcorn  to  make  the  not  eternal,  7 ou. 
/hall  hear,  1  am  run  a<zvay;  kno^w  it,  before  the  report 
come.  If  there  he  breadth  enough  in  the  ^vcorld,  1  <iK,ill 
hold  a  long  dijlance.     My  duty  to  you. 

Tour  unfortunate  fn, 

Bertram, 
This  is  not  well,  rafh  and  unbridled  boy. 
To  fly  the  favours  of  fo  good  a  King, 
To  pluck  his  indignation  on  thy  head  ; 
By  the  mifprizing  of  a  maid,  too  virtuous 
For  the  contempt  of  empire. 

Re-enter  Clown. 

Clo.  O  Madam,  yonder  is  heavy  news  within  betweert 
two  foldicrs  and  my  young  lady. 

Count.  What  is  the  matter  r 

Clo.  Nay,  there  is  fome  comfort  in  the  news,  fomc 
comfort ;  your  fon  will  not  be  kill'd  fo  foon  as  I 
thought  he  would. 

Count.  Why  fliould  he  be  kill'd  ? 

Clo.  So  fay  I,  Madam,  if  he  run  av.'ay,  as  I  hear  h^ 
does ;  the  danger  is  in  ftanding  to't ;  ihat^  the  loi's  of 
men,  though  it  be  the  getting  of  children.  Here  they 
come,  will  tell  you  more.  For  my  part,  I  only  hear, 
your  fon  was  run  away. 

SCENE     III. 
Enter  Helena,  and  tico  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Save  you,  good  Madam. 

He  I.  Madam,  my  lord  is  gone,  for  ever  gone.  — »    - 

2  Gent.  Do  not  fay  fo. 

Count.  Think  upon  patience  :  'pray  you,  gentlemenj 
Tve  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  joy  and  grief. 
Vol.  III.  i>  TLU 
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That  the  firfl:  face  of  neither,    on  the  ftart, 
Can  woman  me  unto't.     Where  is  my  fon  ? 

2  Gent.  Madam,  he's  gone  to  ferve  the  Duke  of 
Florence. 
We  m^t  him  thitherward,  for  thence  we  came  ; 
And,  after  Tome  difpatch  in  hand  at  court, 
^Th  ther  we  bend  again. 

HeL  Look  on  this  letter,  Madam  ;  here's  my  p^_ 
port. 

3  When  thou  can  ft  get  the  rhgy  upon  my  finger,  luhich  ne~ 
'ver  Jhall  come  off',  andjhe^iv  me  a  child  begotten  of 
thy  body  that  1  am  father  to,  then  call  me  hujhand  i 
hilt  in  fuch  a  Then   /  'vcrite  a  Never. 

This  is  a  dreadful  fentence. 

Count:  Brought  you  this  letter,  gentlemen  ? 

1  Gent'  Ay,  Madam,  and,  for  the  contents'  fake, 
are  forry  for  our  pains. 

Count.  I  pr^ythee,  lady,  have  a  better  cheer. 
If  thou  engroffefc  all  th-e  griefs  as  thine. 
Thou  robb'il  me  of  a  moiety  :  he  was  my  fon, 
^ut  I  do  wafh  his  name  out  of  my  blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  child.  Towards  Florence  is  he? 

%  Gejit.  Ay,  Madam. 

Count.  And  to  be  a  foldier  ? 

2  Gc7it.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe  :  and,  believe't. 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  honour 

That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count.  Return  you  thither  ? 

1  Gent.  Ay,  Madam,  with  the  fwifteft'wing  of  fpeed. 

Hel.  '''Till  I  have  no  ivife,  I  ha've  nothing  in  France. 
Tis  bitter.  [Reading. 

Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 

Eel.  Yes,  Madam. 

1  Gent.  Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand  happ'Iy, 
wliich  his  heart  was  not  confenting  to. 

3  When  thou  cari'fi  get  the  ring,  upon  my  finger,']  i.  e.  When  thou 
cnn'ft  get  the  ring,  which  is  on  my  finger,  into  thy  pofleffion.  The 
Oxford  Editor,  who  took  it  the  other  way,  to  fignify,  when  thou 
can'rt  get  it  on  upon  my  finger,  very  fagacioufly  alters  it  to,  Wiin 
than  can  Ji  get  the  ring  from  my  finger » 

Count. 
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Count.  Nothing  in  France,    until  he  have  no  wife  ? 
There's  nothing  here,  that  is  too  good  for  him. 
But  only  flie  ;  and  flie  deferves  a  lord, 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  boys  might  tend  upon. 
And  call  her  hourly  niiftrefs.     Who  was  with  him  ? 

I  Gent.  A  fervant  only,  and  a  gentleman 
Which  I  have  fometime  known. 

Count.  Parolles,  was't  not  ? 

1  Gef:t.  Ay,  my  good  lady,  he. 

Count.  A  very  tainted  fellow,  and  full  of  wickednefs : 
My  fon  corrupts  a  well-derived  nature 
With  his  inducement. 

I  Gent.  Indeed,  good  lady,  the  fellow  >.ao  +  a  deal 
of  that  too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have. 

Ccu^t.  Y'are  welcome,  gentlemen  ;  I  will  intreat 
you,  when  you  fee  my  fon,  to  tell  him,  that  his  fuord 
can  never  win  the  honour  that  he  lofes :  more  I'll  in- 
treat you  written  to  bear  along. 

I  Gent.  We  ferve  you.  Madam,  in  that  and  all  your 
worthiell  affairs. 

Count.  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  courtefies. 
Will  you  draw  near.        '      [Exeunt  Count^fj  and  Gcnt^ 

SCENE.     IV. 

He  I.  'Ti/I  I  ha^je  no  nvife,  I  have  mthhig  in  France. 
Nothing  in  Trance,  until  he  has  no  wife  ! 
Thoufhalt  have  none,  Roufi'.lon,  none  in  France  ; 
"Then  haft  thou  all  again.     Poor  lord  !  is't  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  country,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  limbs  of  thine  to  the  event 
Of  the  none-fparing  war  ?  and  is  it  I 
That  drive  thee  from  the  fportive  court,  where  thou 
Waft  Ihot  at  with  fair  eyes,  to  be  the  mark 

4  a  deal  of  that  too  much,  ivbicb  holds  bin:  much  to  have.']  That 
is,  his  vices  ftand  him  in  ftead.  Helen  had  before  dtlivei'd  this 
thought  in  all  the  beauty  of  exprefiion. 

•c— ^ I  inoiv  him  a  notorious  lyar  j 

'think  him  a  greet  ivay  fool,  Jolely  a  coward  j 

Tet  tbifefixt  e'vihfitfojit  in  him, 

'■That  they  take  flace,  ivhile  'virtue's  Jiitly  bones 

Look  bleak  in  the  cold  nvind  • • 

But  the  Oxfiird  Editor  reads.  Which  "hcvts  bim  net  muck  (Q  have. 
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Of  fmoaky  mufauets  ?  O  you  leaden  meflengers. 

That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  fire, 

¥ly  with  falie  aim  ;  5  pierce  the  flill-moving  air. 

That  fmgs  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  lord  : 

Whoever  fhoots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 

Whoever  cliarges  on  his  forward  breall, 

1  am  the  caitiil',  that  do  hold  him  to  it : 

And  tho'  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 

His  death  was  fo  effedled.     Better  'twere 

I  met  the  rav'ning  lion  when  he  roar'd 

With  fharp  conilraint  of  hunger;  better  'twere. 

That  all  the  miferies,  which  nature  ov/es, 

Were  mine  at  once.    No,  come  thou  hom.e,  Roujilloni 

Whence  honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  fear ; 

As  oft  it  lofes  all.     I  will  be  gone  : 

My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence. 

Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't?  no,  no,  although 

The  air  of  paradife  did  fan  the  houfe. 

And  angels  offic'd  all  ;  I  will  be  gone  ; 

That  pitiful  rumour  may  report  my  flight. 

To  confolate  thine  ear.   Come,  night ;  end,  day  ! 

Vox  with  the  dark,  poor  thief,  I'll  fleal  away.     [Exit, 

SCENE     V. 

Changes  to  the  Dukes  Court  in  Florence. 

Flourijh.  Ente-r  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,   Drutn 
and  Trumpets,  SoUierSf  Parolles. 

Duke.^'lf^li'E  General  of  our  Horfe  thou  art,  and 

i  we, 

Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  bell  love  and  credence 
Upon  thy  promifmg  fortune. 

Ber.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  ftrength  ;  but  yet 

5  move  ths  flill-piercing  air, 

I'bat  fngs.  luith  piercing ]  The  woids  are  here  cdly 

flluiHed  into  nonfenfe.     We  fhould  lead, 

•  ■    -■  pierce  the  ilill-moving  air, 
that fmgz  ixntb piercing,— — 
i,  e.  pierce  the  air,  which  is  in  perpetual  tnoiionj  ani  fuffcrs  no  in- 
I  ury  by  piercing, 

We'll 
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We'll  ftri'v^e  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake. 
To  th'extreme  edge  of  hazard. 

Duke.  Then  go  forth, 
And  fortune  play  upon  thy  profp'rous  helm. 
As  thy  aufpicious  miibefs  ! 

Ber.  This  very  day, 
Great  Mars,  I  put  myfelf  into  thy  file  ; 
Make  me  but  like  my  thoughts,  and  1  fhall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  drum  J  hater  of  love.  [^Exeunt^. 

SCENE    VI.     Chavges  to  Rounllon  in  France. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Steward. 

Count.   \  LAS!  and  would  vou  take  the  letter  of 
J\  her  ? 

Might  you  not  know,  fhe  would  do,  as  flie  has  done. 
By  fending  me  a  letter  ?  Pvcad  it  again. 

LETTER. 

1  am  St,  Jaques'  pilgrim,  thither  gone  i 

Jtnhitious  love  hath  fo  in  me  offended, 
^hat  hare- foot  plod  I  the  cold  ground  upon. 

With  fainted  njonv  my  faults  to  ha<ve  amended. 
Write,  nxirite,  that  from  the  bloody  courfe  of  ^Mar 

My  deareji  niafer,  your  dear  fan,  may  hie  ', 
Blefs  him  at  home  in  peace,  nxihiljl  I  from  far 

His  name  nvith  zealous  fer'vour  fanSlife. 
Jlis  taken  labours  bid  him  me  forgi'vs', 

I,  his  dejpiteful  Juno,  fent  him  forth 
"From  courtly  friends,  <vjith  Campifig  foes  to  live  ; 

Where  death  and  danger  dog  the  heels  of  -jjorth. 
He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  death  and  me. 
Whom  I  myfelf  embrace,  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah,  what  fharp  flings  are  in  her  mildeft  v/ords  ? 
Rynaldoy  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much. 
As  letting  her  pafs  lb ;  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents. 
Which  thus  fne  hath  prevented. 

Ste^iv,  Pardon,   Madam, 
If  I  had  given  you  this  at  over-night 

D  %  She 
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She  might  have  been  o'er-ta'en  i    and  yet  fhe  writes, 
Purfuit  would  be   but  vain. 
Count.  What   angel  fhall 
Blefs  this  unworthy  hufband?  he  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  her  prayers,  wliom  heaven  delights  to  hear,. 
And  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  from  the  wrath 
Of  greateft  jufb'ce.     Write,  write,  Rynaidoy 
To  this  unworthy  hufband  of  hii  wife ; 
Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth, 
That  he  does  weigh  too  light  :  my  greateft  grief, 
Tho'  little  he  do  feel  it,  fet  dov/n  fharply. 
Difpatch  the  moil  convenient  melTenger  ; 
When,  haply,  he  ihall  hear  that  fhe  is  gone, 
K€  will  return,  and  hope  I  may,  that  ihe. 
Hearing  fo  much,  will  fpeed  her  foot  again, 
Led  hither  by  pure  love.     Which  of  them  both 
Is  dearefl:  to  me,    I've  no  fkill  in  fenfe 
To  make  diftLndlion  j    provide  this  mefienger  ; 
My  heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  age  is  weak ; 
Grief  would  have  tears,  and  forrow  bids  me  fpeak." 

SCENE     VII. 

Changes  to  a  pubiick  Place  in  Florence. 

J  Tuck^i  afar  off. 

Enter  an  old  ^'Adonxi  o/' Florence,  Diana,  Violenta,  and 
Mariana,  nMith  other  Citizens. 

Wid.^^^^  A  Y,  come.     For  if  they  do  approach  the 
X^    city,  we  fhall  lofe  all  the  fight. 

Dia.  They  fay,  tke  French  Count  has  done  mofl 
honourable  fervice. 

Wid.  It  is  reported,  that  he  has  ta'en  their  greateft 
commander  ;  and  that  with  his  own  hand  he  flew  the 
Duke's- brother.  We  have  loft  our  labour,  they  are 
gone  a  contrary  way  :  hark,  you  may  know  by  their 
irum.pets. 

]},lar.  Come^.  let's  return  again,  and  fuffice  ourfelves 
with  the  report  of  it.  Well,  Diana,  take  heed  of  this 
French  Earl ;  the  honour  of  a  maid  is  her  name,  and 
110  legacy  is  fo  rich  as  honeHv. 

Wid. 
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Wid.  I  have  told  my  neighbour,  how  )'0u  have  beea 
foUicited  by  a  gentleman  his  companion. 

Mar.  I  know  that  knave,  (hang  him  !)  one  Paroilesl 
a  filthy  officer  he  is  in  thofe  {uggeftions  for  the  young 
Earl  i  beware  of  them,  Diana  ;  their  promifes,  entice- 
ments, oaths,  tokens,  and  all  thefe  engines  of  kit, 
^  are  the  things  they  go  under  ;  many  a  maid  ha:h. 
been  feduced  by  them  ;  and  the  mifery  is,  example, 
that  fo  terrible  fnews  in  the  wreck  of  maidenhood,  c:in- 
not  for  all  that  dilluade  fucceffion,  bat  that  they  aro 
limed  with  the  twigs  that  threaten  them.  I  hope,  I 
need  not  to  advife  you  further ;  but,  I  hope,  your 
own  grace  will  keep  you  where  you  are,  tho'  there 
were  7  no  farther  danger  found,  but  the  modeily  which 
is  {o  loft. 

Dia.  You  (hall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

Enter  Helena,  difguii'd  like  a  pilgrim. 

Wid.  I  hope  fo  ■ Look,   here  comes  a  pilgrim  ; 

I  know,   Ihe  will  lye  at  my  houfe ;  thither  they  fend 

6  are  not  thi  things  they  go  under ;]  Mr.  Theobald  e:cp]<i;ns  theie 
words  by.  They  are  not  really  jo  true  andfincereas  in  afj>earar.cetbey 
Jiem  to  be.  He  found  fomething  likethis  fenfe  would  ht  the  pafT^-ge, 
but  whether  the  words  would  fit  the  fenfe  he  fecms  not  to  have  con- 
fidered.  The  truth  is,  the  negative  particle  fiiculd  be  ftruck  our, 
and  the  words  read  thus,  are  the  things  they  go  under  ;  ;.  e.  tliey 
make  ufe  of  oaths,  pronnifes,  &c.  to  facilitate  their  defign  upon  us. 
The  allufion  is  to  the  military  ufe  of  covtr'd-ways,  to  facilitate  an 
approach  or  attack;  and  the  fcene,  which  is  a  befiegtd  city,  and 
the  perfons  fpoken  of,  who  are  foldiers,  make  the  phrafe  very  proper 
and  natural.  The  Oxford  Editor  has  adopted  this  correflion,  tho* 
in  his  ufual  way,  with  a  but ;  and  reads,  are  but  the  things  tJ ey  gg 
under, 

7  no  further  known,  but  the  modefy  -which  /*/olon.]  Mariana 
&Avi(es  Dia?-!j  net  to  believe  young  foldiers' oaths  and  pro.mifcS  ; 
fhews  her  the  mifchiefs  attendant  on  the  lofs  of  honour  ;  and  con- 
cludes, that  rtie  0  ight  to  be  careful  to  preierve  that,  tho'  ihe  were 
fiire  {he  would  feel  no  other  ill  confcquence  than  on'y  the  lols  of 
her  modefly.  From  hence  it  appsars  weihculd  read,  r.ofuttberdan- 
ger  FOUND,  but  the  modefiy  ivhich  is  fo  'oik.  Not  only  on  account 
of  the  antithefis  reffcred  by  the  wori  fund,  which  refers  to  hji,  a 
thing  which  in  Shjkefpejr''s  writing  is  not  to  be  ovei'ocked,  but 
principally  becaufe  the  queftion  here  is  not  concerning  the  bsre  know- 
ledge of  the  confequences  cf  a  v.cman's  lcf:r.g  hrr  honour,  but  con- 
cerning Diana^s  experience  cf  this  matter  ir  her  ov*n  cafe  j  with 
which  the  reading  here  prcpofcd  can  only  agree. 
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one  another;    I'll  queftion  her  :  God  fave  you,    pil- 
grim !  whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Hel.  To  St.  Jaqnes  le  oyajui.  Where  do  the  palraert 
lodge,  I  do  beieech  you  ? 

JVid.  At  the  St.  Francis,  befide  the  port. 

Hel.   Is  this  the  way  ?  ^A  march  afar  off, 

■   Wid,  Ay,  marry,  is't.     Hark  you,  they  come  this 

way. 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  pilgrim,  but  'till  the  troops 

come  by, 
I  will  conduft  you  where  you  fhall  be  lodg'd ; 
The  rather,  for,  I  think,  I  know  your  holkfs 
h^  ample  as  niyfelf 

Hel.  Is  it  yourfelf  ? 

Wid.  If  you  fhall  pleafe  io^  pilgrim. 

Hel  I  thank  you,    and  will  ftay  upon  your  Ieifure# 

Wid.  You  came,  I  think,  from  France. 

Hd.  I  did  fo. 

T'Vid.  Here  you  fhall  fee  a  countryman  of  yours. 
That  has  done  worthy  fervice. 

Hel.  Kis  name,  I  pray  you  ? 

Dia.  The  Count  RoujUlon  :  know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 

Hel.  But  by  the  ear,  that  hears  moil  nobly  of  him^ 
His  face  I  know  not. 

F>ia.  Whatfoe'er  he  'is, 
He's  bravely  taken  here.     He  flole  from  France-^ 
As  'tis  reported  ;  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.     Think  you,   it  is  fo  ? 

Hel.  Ky,  furely,  ^  mcerlye  truth ;  I  know  his  lady. 

Dia.  There  is  a  gentleman  that  ferves  the  Count, 
Reports  but  coarfely  of  her. 

HeL  V/hat's  his  name  ? 

Dia.  Monfieur  Parolles. 

Hel.  Oh,  I  believe  with  him. 
In  argument  of  praife,  or  to  the  worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfclf,  fhe  is  too  mean 
To  have  her  name  repeated  ;  all  her  deferving 
is  a  refer ved  honeiiy,    and  That 

S  ?.iKES  THE  inith'\  We  fiiculd  read,  meerlye  trutbf 

•iCt  arlahuj.      ?-.o.  Sir  Thomas  Moore, 

" tbai  ^'t  may  mere)  ye  meet  in  heaven, 

I  haye 
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I  have  not  heard  examin'd. 

Dia.  Alas,  poor  lady  ! 
•Tis  a  hard  bondage,  to  become  the  wife 
Of  a  detefting  lord. 

U'ld.  Ah  !  right ;  good  creature  !  wherefoe'er  flie  is 
Her  heart  weighs  fadly ;  this  young  maid  might  do  her 
A  flirewd  turn,  if  Ihe  pleas'd. 

He/.  How  do  you  mean  ? 
May  be,  the  am'rous  Count  follicits  her 
In  the  unlavifful  piirpofe. 

Ifiii.  He  does,  indeed  ; 
And  brokes  with  all,    that   can  in  fjch  a  fuit 
Corrupt  the  tender  honour  of  a  maid  : 
But  fhe  is  arm'd  for  him,    and  keeps  her  guard 
In  honelieft  defence. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Drum  and  Colours.     Evfer  Bertram,  Parolles,  O^.cers 
and  Soldiers  attending. 

Mar.  The  Gods  forbid  elfe  ! 

Wid.  So  now  they  come  : 
That  is  A'ritcnio^  the  Duke's  eldeil  fon  \ 
That,  Ejcalus. 

He  I.  Which  is  the  Frenchman  ? 

Dia.  He; 
That  with  the  plume  ;  'tis  a  moil  gallant  fellow  ; 
I  would,  he  lov'd  his  wife  !  if  he  were  honefter. 
He  were  much  goodlier.     Is't  not  a  handfome  gen- 
tleman ? 

Hel.  I  like  him   well. 

Dia.  'Tis  pity,    he  is  not  houell: ;    yond's  that  fame 
knave, 
That  leads  him  to  thefe  places  j  were  I  his  lady, 
I'd  poifoa  that  vile  rafcal. 

Hel.  Which  is  he  ? 

Dia.  That  jack-an-apes  with  fcarfs.      Why  is  he 
melancholy  ? 

Hel.  Perchance,  he's  hurt  i'th'  battle. 

Par.  Lofe  our  drum  !  well. 

Mar.  He's  fhrewdly  vex'd  at  fomething.     Look, 
•he  has  fpied  u&.  P  5  J^id. 
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PFid.  Marry,  hang  you  ! 

[j^A'^Kw/ Bertram,  Parolles,  ^c. 

Mar.  And  your  courtefie,   for  a  ring-carrier  ! • 

J'f^id.  The  troop  is  pail  :    come,,   pilgrim,.   I  will 
bring  you. 
Where  you  fliall  hofl:  :  Of  injoyn'd  penitents 
There's  four  or  five,    to  great  St.  Jaqu£s  bound, 
Already  at  my  houfe. 

Hel.  I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Pleafe  it  this  matron,    and  this  gentle  maid 
To  eat  with  us   to  night,  the  charge  and  thanking 
Shall  be  for  me  :    and  to  requite  you  further, 
I  will   beftow  fome  precepts  on  this  virgin 
Worthy  the  note. 
Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    IX. 
i?«/fr  Bertram,  and  the  tivo  Frtnch.  Lords, 

1  Lord.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  put  him  to't :  let  him . 
have  his  way. 

2  Lord.  If  your  lordfhip  find  him  not  a  hilding, 
hold  me  no  more  in  your  refpeft. 

I  Lord,  On  my  life,  my  lord,  a  bubble. 

3er.  Do  you  think,  I  am  fo  far  deceiv'd  in  him  ? 

1  Lord.  Believe  it,  my  lord,  in  mine  own  direfl 
knowledge,  without  any  malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him 
as  my  kinfman  ;  he's  a  moft  notable  coward,  an  infi- 
nite and  end  Isfs  liar,  an  hourly  promife- breaker,  the 
owner  of  no  one  good  quality  worthy  your  lordlhip's 
entertainment. 

2  Lord.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left,  repofing 
too  far  in  his  virtue,  v/hich  he  hath  not,  he  might- 
at  fome  great  and  trufty  biufinefs  in  a  main  danger  fail 
you. 

Ber.  I  would,  I  knev^  in  what  particular  adlion  to 
Xxy  him.. 

2  Lord.  None  better  than  to  let  him.  fetch  off  his 
drum ;  which  you  hear  him;  fo  confidently  undertake 
to  do. 

I  Lord.  Ij  with  a  troop  o^Fhrmin&s,  will  fuddenly 

furprizs 
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furprize  him  ;  fuch  I  will  have,  whom,  I  am  fare, 
he  knows  not  from  the  enemy:  we  will  bind  and  hood-  ' 
wink  him  fo,  that  he  ihall  fuppofe  no  other  bat  that 
he  is  carried  into  the  leaguer  of  the  adverfaries,  when 
we  bring  him  to  our  own  tents;  be  butyourlord- 
fliip  prefent  at  his  examination,  if  he  do  not  for  the 
promife  of  his  life,  and  in  the  highefl  compulfton  of 
bafe  fear,  offer  to  betray  you,  and  deliver  all  the  in- 
tellieence  in  his  power  againft  you,  and  that  with  the 
divine  forfeit  of  his  foul  upon  oath,  never  trull  my 
judgment  in  any  thing.  ^  ,       ,  i      i-      r     i; 

-Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  let  him  fetch 
his  drum  J  he  fays,  he  has  a  ilratagem  for't  ;^  when 
your  lordihip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  fuccefs  in  t,  and 
to  what  metal  this  counterfeit  lump  of  9  Oar  will  be 
melted,  if  vou  give  him  not  ^  John  Drum\  entertain- 
ment, your  inclining  cannot  be  removed.  Here  he 
comes. 

SCENE    X.     £;j/^r  Parolles. 

1  Lord.  O,  for  the  love  of  laughter,  hinder  not  the 
humour  of  his  defign,  let  him  fetch  off  his  drum  m  any 
hand.  , 

Ber.  How  now,  Monfieur  >  this  drum  flicks  ioreiy 
in  your  difpofuion. 

2  Lo'd.  A  pox't  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  drum. 
Par.  But  a  drum  !  is't  but  a  drum  ?  a  drum  fo  loll ! 

there  was  an  excellent  command  !  to  charge  in  with 
our  horfe  upon  cur  own  wing?,  and  to  rend  our  ov,^ 
loldiers. 

2  Lord.  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  command 
of  the  fervice;    it  was  a  difaller  of  war  that  Ca^far 

9  O^r  fpeU  right  by  Mr.  Itecla/J. 

1  ]ohn  Drum's  efit.rtainmetit,']  Hdin^Jhed,  in  his  defcr'ptlon  of 
IrdaU,  (peeking  of  Patrick  Scar fejield,^  [miyorcf  Dul^iiu  in  the 
year  1551,)  and  ©f  his  extravagant  hofpitality,  fubjoins,  that  no 
gueft  hai  ever  a  cold  or  f<,  rbiduing  lock  fnm  any  psrt  of  his  family : 
fo  thSitbisfsrter,  or  anj  other  office*-,  curjinctj  fir  ktb  bis  cjrs, 
give  the  fimpleji  rr.ar.,  that  refirtcd  to  his  hcuje,  Tom  Drum'i  en- 
teitsinment,  vjhicb  is,  to  hale  a  man  in  by  the  head,  and  thmfl 
isstmi  by  both  tks  ihoulders.  Mr.  'ThccbjJd 

himierf 
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himfelf  could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there 
to  command. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  fuccefs  ; 
fome  difhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  drum,  but  it 
is  not  to  be  recovered. 

Far.  It  might  have  been  recovered. 

Ber.  It  m.ight,  but  it  is  not  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  recovered  ;  but  that  the  merit  of 
fervice  is  feldom  attributed  to  the  true  and  exad  per- 
former, I  v/oald   have  that  drum  or  another,  or  hic 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  a  flomach  to't,  Monfieur  ; 
af  you  thmk  your  myrtery  in  f.ratagem,  can  bring 
this  mi^rument  of  honour  again  into  his  native  quarter, 
be  magnanimous  in  the  enterprize  and  go  on  ;  I  will 
grace  the  attempt  for  a  worthy  exploit  :  if  you  fpeed 
well  m  It,  the  Duke  fhall  both  fpeak  of  it,  and  extend 
to  you  what  further  becomes  his  greatnefs,  even  to  the 
Uimoll  fyllable  of  ycir  woithinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  foldier,  I  will  undertake  it. 

Ber.  But  you  muil  not  now  flumber  in  it. 

Par.  I'll  about  it  this  evening  ;  and  ^  I  will  prefent- 
Jy  pen  down  my  dilemmas,  encourage  myfelf  in  my 
certainty,  put  m.yfelf  into  my  m.ortal  preparation  ;  and, 
by  midnight,  look  to  hear  further  from  me. 

Ber.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  Grace,  you  are 
•gone  about  it  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  what  thefuccefs  will  be,  my  Lord  ; 
but  the  attempt  I  vow. 

Ber.  I  know,  th'art  valiant ;  and  to  the  3  poffibility 
€f  fcldierfliip,  will  fubfcribc  for  thee;  farewel. 

Far.  1  love  not  many  words.  [Exif, 

SCENE     XI. 

I  Lord.  No  more  than  a  fifii  loves  water. Js  not 

this   a  Urange  fellow,    my  Lord,    that  fo  confxdently 

z  1  lulU prefently  fen  dcivn  z^^  DiJemmas,]  By  th's  word  P^- 
relics  is  made  to  infmuate  that  he  had  feveral  ways',  ail  equally  cer- 
tain, cf  recovering  this  Drum.  For  a  Dilemma  is  an  argumeat  that 
concludes  both  ways, 

3  fogibUitj  oj  thj  jcldierjhif,1  ce:e  % ;  the  fenfe  requires  it. 
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feems  to  undertake  this  bufinefs,  which  he  knows  is  not 
to  be  done ;  damns  himfelf  to  do  it,  and  dares  better 
be  damn'd  than  to  do't  ? 

2  Lor^.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  Lord,  as  we  do  ; 
certain  it  is,  that  he  will  fteal  himfelf  into  a  man's  fa- 
vour, and  for  a  week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  difcoveries; 
but  when  you  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  after. 

Ber.  Why,  do  you  think,  he  will  make  no  deed  at 
all  of  this,  that  fo  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himfelf 
unto  ? 

2  Lord.  None  in  the  world,  but  return  with  an  in- 
vention, and  clap  upon  you  tv/o  or  three  probable  lies  ; 
but  we  have  almoft  imbofs'd  him,  you  Ihall  fee  his  fall 
to-night ;  for,  indeed,  he  is  not  for  your  lordfiiip's 
refped. 

1  Lsrd.  We'll  make  you  fome  fport  with  the  fox^ 
ere  we  cafe  him.  He  was  firfl:  fmoak'd  by  the  old 
lord  L{7/eu  ;  when  his  difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me 
what  a  fprat  you  fliall  find  him  ;  which  you  fhall  fee 
this  very  night. 

2  Lord.  I  muft  go  and  look  my  twigs ;  he  fliall  be 
caught. 

Uer.  Your  brother,  he  fhall  go  along  with  me. 

2  Lord.  As't  pleafe  your  lordlhip.     I'll  leave  you. 

[Exit, 

Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  houfe,  and  fhew  you 
The  lafs  I  fpoke  of. 

I  Lord.  But  you  fay,  fhe's  honell. 

Ber.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  fpoke  with  her  but  once> 
And  found  her  wond'rous  cold ;  but  I  fent  to  her. 
By  this  fame  coxcomb  that  we  have  i'th'  wind, 
Tokens  and  letters,  which  fhe  did  re-fend  ; 
And  this  is  all  I've  done  :  fhe's  a  fair  creature. 
Will  you  go  fee  her  ? 

I  Lord.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.  [Exeufiil 

SCENE  XII.  Changes  to  the  Wido^-'s  Houfel 

Enter  Helena,  and  Widonxj. 

Hel  TF  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  fhe, 

X  I  know  not,  how  I  fhall  aiTure  you  further ; 

4  Bai 
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*  But  I  fhall  lofe  the  grounds  I  work  upon. 

Wid.  Tho'  my  eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  born. 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  bufinefTes  i  - 
And  would  not  put  my  reputation  now 
In  any  Gaining  aft. 

Bel.  Nor  would  I  wifti  you. 
Firft,  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  my  hufhand  ;  • 
And  what  to  your  fworn  counfel  I  have  fpoken. 
Is  fo,  from  word  to  word  ;  and  then  you  cannot. 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  fhall  borrow. 
Err  in  bellowing  it. 

Wid.  I  {hould  believe  you, 
For  you  have  fhew'd  me  that,  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  fortune. 

Hel.  Take  this  purfe  of  gold. 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  far. 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again 
When   I  have   found   it.       The    Count   woes   your 

daughter. 
Lays  down  his  wanton  fiege  before  her  beauty, 
Refolves  to  carry  her  r  let  her  confent, 
As  we'll  direft  her  how,  'tis  beft  to  bear  it. 
Now  his  important  blood  will  nought  deny, 
That  fhe'll  demand  :  a  ring  the  Coant  does  wear,  s 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  houfe 
Prom  fon  to  fon,  fome  four  or  five  defcents. 
Since  the  firfl:  father  wore  it.     This  ring  he  holds 
In  mofl  rich  choice  ;  yet  in  his  idle  fire, 
To  buy  his  will,  it  v;ould  not  feem  too  dear,  . 

Howe'er  repented  after.  * 

IVid.   Now  I  fee  the  bottom  of  your  purpofe. 

He/.  Yon  fee  it  lawful  then.     It  is  no  more,  , 
But  that  your  daughter,  ere  fhe  feems  as  woe, 
Defires  this  ring  ;  appoints  him  an  encounter ; 
In  fine,  delivers  me  to  fill  the  time, 
Herfelf  moft  chaflly  abfent :  after  this. 
To  marry  her,  I'll  add  three  thoufand  crowns 
To  what  is  pall  already. 

4  But  I  Jhalllofe  the  grounds  It9Srk  upo>iJ  ;,  e,  By  difcovet'mg 
JSifirfelf  to  the  ccttr.cw 
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Wid.  I  have  yielded  : 
Inlbuft  my  daughter  how  fhe  fhall  perfevere, 
That  time  and  place,  with  this  deceit  fo  lawful. 
May  prove  coherent.     Every  night  he  comes 
With  mufick  of  all  forts,  and  fongs  compos'd 
To  her  unvvorthincfs  :    it  nothing  Iteads  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  eaves,  for  he  perfifls. 
As  if  his  life  lay  on't. 

He/.  Why  then,    to  night 
Let  us  afiay  our  plot ;    wiiich  if  it  fpeed, 
5  Is  wicked  meaning  in  a  lawful  deed  ; 
And  lawful  meaning  in  a  wicked  act ; 
Where  both  not  fjn,  and  yet  a  fmful  fadl. 
But  let's  about  it [^Exeunt. 


ACT    IV'.       SCENE    L 

Part  of  the  French  Camp  in  Florence. 

Enter  one  of  the  French  Lords  yivithf'ue  or  fix  Soldiers 
in  amhujh, 

LorJ.T  TE  can  come  no  other  way  but  by  this  hedge- 
X~l  corner ;  when  you  fally  upon  him,  fpeak 
what  terrible  language  you  will;  though  you  understand 
it  not  yourfelves,  no  matter ;  for  we  muil  not  feem  to 
underftand  him,  unlefs  fome  one  amongft  us,  whom 
we  mull:  produce  for  an  interpreter. 

Sjo/.  Good  captain,  let  me  be  th'interpreter. 

5   Is  Kvicked  fneaning  in  a  lanvful  deed  ; 

And  lanvful  meaning  in  a  lawful  a£l  ;j  To  make  this  girg- 
Iing  riddle  coiTjpleat  in  ail  its  parts,  we  fhould  read  the  fecond  line 
thus, 

And  lanvful  meaning  in  a  wicked  aB  ; 
The  fent  of  the  two  lines  is  this.  It  is  ^ivicked  meaning  becaufe 
the  woman's  intent  is  to  deceive  ;  but  a  lawful  deed,  becaufe  the 
man  enjoys  his  own  v.'ife.  Again,  it  is  a  lanvful  meaning  becaufe 
done  by  her  to  gain  her  hufDand*s  eftranged  affe«£^ion,  but  it  is  a 
luicked  aci  becaufe  he  goes  intentionally  to  commie  adultery.  The 
riddle  concludes  thus,  Where  both  not  Jin^  and  yet  a  finftl  faEi,  i.  e. 
Where  neither  of  them  fin,  and  yet  it  is  a  finful  faft  on  both  fides  { 
vthich  con€iufi<2n>  we  fee,  requires  the  emendation  here  made. 

Lord* 
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Lord.  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  ?  knows  he  not 
thy  voice  ? 

Sol.  No,  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lord,  But  what  linfie-woolfie  haft  thou  to  fpeak  to  us 
again  ? 

SoL  Ev'n  fuch  as  you  fpeak  to  me. 

Lord.  He  muft  think  us  fome  band  of  Grangers  i'th' 
adverfaries'  entertainment.  Nov/  he  hath  a  fmack  of 
all  neighbouring  languages,  therefore  we  muft  every 
one  be  a  man  of  his- own  fancy  -,  not  to  know  what  we 
fpeak  one  to  another,  fo  we  feem  to  know,  is  to  know 
flraight  our  purpofe:  chough's  language,  gabble  enough, 
and  good  enough.  As  for  you,  interpreter,  you  muft 
feem  very  politic.  But  couch,  hoa  !  here  he  comes,  to 
beguile  tVv'o  hours  in  a  fleep,  and  then  to  return  and 
fwear  the  lies  he  forges. 

Enter  Parolles, 

Tar.  Ten  o'clock  -,  within  thefe  three  hours  'twill  be 
time  enough  to  go  home.  What  ftiall  I  fay,  I  have 
done  ?  it  muft  be  a  very  plaufive  invention  that  carries 
it.  They  begin  to  fmoak  me,  and  difgraces  have  of 
late  knock'd  too  often  at  my  door  ;  I  find,  my  tongue,  is 
too  fool-hardy  ;  but  my  heart  hath  the  fear  of  Mars 
before  it  and  of  his  creatures,  not  daring  the  reports 
of  my  tongue. 

Lord.  This  is  the  firft  truth  that  e'er  thine  own 
tongue  was  guilty  of.  \^Af,de. 

Far.  What  the  devil  ihould  move  me  to  undertake 
the  recovery  of  this  drum,  being. not  ignorant  of  the 
impoflibility,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  purpofe  r  I 
muft  give  myfelf  fome  hurts,  and  fay  I  got  them  in 
exploit;  yet  flight  ones  will  not  carry  it.  They  will 
fay,  came  you  off  with  fo  little  ?  and  great  ones  I  dare 
not  give  ;  wherefore  what's  the  inftance  ?  Tongue,  I 
muft  put  you  into  a  butter-woman's  mouth,  *  and  buy 

1  and  buy  myfelf  another  o/"  Bajazet's  Mule.]  Wc  /hoiild  read, 
JBajazet^  mute,  /.  e.  a  TurklJ/j  mute.     So  in  Hinry  V, 
Either  cur  hifiory  fcall  zvith  full  mouth 
Speak  free/y  of  our  aBs  ;  or  elfe  our  grave. 
Like  Turkifh  mute^  ff^all  bare  a  tonguelefs  mouth. 

myfelf 
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fnyfelf  another   of  Bajazet's  mute,  if  you  prattle  me 
into  thefe  perils. 

Lor^.  Is  it  poffible  he  fhould  know  what  he  is,  and 
be  that  he  is  ?  [J/tde. 

Par.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  garments  would  ferve 
the  turn,  or  the  breaking  of  my  Spani/^  {word. 

Lord,  We  cannot  afford  you  fo.  [JJtde. 

Par.  Or  the  baring  of  my  beard,  and  to  fay,  it 
was  in  ftratagem. 

Lord,  'Twould  not  do.  {^/Iftde. 

Par.  Or  to  drown  my  cloaths,  and  fay,  I  was  ftript. 

Lord,  Hardly  ferve.  ^Afide, 

Par.  Though  I  fwore,  I  leap'd  from  the  window  of 
the  citadel . 

Lord.  How  deep  ?  ^Jfide. 

Par.  Thirty  fathom. 

Lord.  Three  great  oaths  would  fcarce  make  that 
be  believed.  \^Afide, 

Par.  I  would,  I  had  any  drum  of  the  enemies ;  I 
would  fwear,  I  recovered  it. 

Lord.  You  fhall  hear  one  anon.  \_Afide, 

Par.  A  drum  now  of  the  enemies !  [^Alarum  njoithin^ 

Lord.      Throco  mo-ooufus.  •  cargo,  cargo,  cargo. 

All.  Cargo,  cargo,  <villiando  par  cor  bo  ^  cargo. 

Par.  Oh  I  Ranfom,  ranfom  : do  not  hide  mine 

eyes.  V^l^^y  fe^^e  hi'^  ^^^  blindfold  hwi. 

Inter.   Bojlzos  thromuldo  bojkos. 

Par.  I  know,  you  are  the  Mujkos  regiment. 
And  I  lliall  lofe  my  life  for  want  of  language. 
If  there  be  here  German,  or  Dane,  low  Dutch, 
Italian,   or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me, 
I'll  difcover  That  which  ihall  undoe  the  Tlorentive\ 

Inter.  Bcjkos  'vaunjado  ;  I  underlland  thee,  and  can 
fpeak  thy  tongue  ;  Kerelybonto,  —  Sir,  betake  thee  to 
thv  faith,  for  feventeen  poniards  are  at  thy  bofon\. 

'Par.   Oh  ! 

////.  Oh,  pray,  pray,  pray. 

Mancha  ra<vancha  dulchc. 

Lord.    Ofceoribi  dulchos  njoWvorco, 

Int.  Tht  general,  is  content  to  fpare  thee  y&t. 
And,  hood'winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 

To 


€6    All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well. 

To  gather  from  thee.     Haply  thou  may'fl  inform 
Somethhig  to  fave  thy  life. 

Par.  Oh  let  me  live. 
And  all  the  fecrets  of  our  camp  I  '11  fhew  ; 
Their  force,  their  purpofes  :  Nay,  TU  fpeak  That 
Which  you  will  wonder  at. 

Int.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  ? 

Par.  If  I  do  not,    damn  me. 

////.   Acordo  lint  a. 
Come  on,  thou  art  granted  fpace.  \_Ex}t»^ 

\^A Jhort  alarum  nvithin. 

Lord.  Go,  tell  the  Count  'Rcuftilon  and  my  brother, 
We've  caught  the  woodcock,  and  will  keep  him  muffled 
JTill  we  do  hear  from  them. 

Sol.  Captain,  I  will. 

Lord.  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  ourfelves. 
Inform  'em  That. 

Sol,  So  I  will.  Sir. 

h'ird.  Till  then  Til  keep  him  dark  and  Mdy  lockt, 

{Exeunt^ 

SCENE    II.     Changes  to  the  Widonv's  Houfe. 

Enter  Bertram,  and  Diana. 
Ber.*  I  ^HEY  told  me,  that  your  name  was  FontilnlL 
X      Dia.  No,  my  good  lord,  Diana. 

Ber.  Titled  Goddefs, 
And  worth  it  with  addition  !  but,  fair  foul. 
In  your  fine  fram.e  hath  love  no  qualit)'  ? 
If  the  quick  lire  of  youth  light  not  yoi;r  mind. 
You  are  no  Maiden,  but  a  Monument  ; 
Wiien  you  are  dead,  you  iliouid  be  fuch  a  one  - 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  ani  Hern ; 
And  now  you  iliould  be  as  your  Mother  was, 
Wlien  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

Dia.  She  then  was  honeil. 

Ber.  So  ihoald  you  be. 

Dia.  No. 
My  Mother  did  but  duty ;  fuch,  my  Lord, 
A$;  you  owe  to  your  Wife. 

Ber    No  more  o'that  ! 
I  pr'ythee  do  not  flrive  againft  my  vows : 

I  was 
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I  was  compeird  to  her,  but  I  love  thee 

By  love's  own  fweet  conftraint,  and  will  for  ever 

Do  thee  all  rights  of  fervice. 

Dia.  Ay,  fo  you  ferve  us, 
'Till  we  ferve  you  :  but  when  you  have  our  rofes. 
You  barely  leave  our  thorns  to  prick  ourfelves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  barenefs. 

Ber.  How  have  I  fworn  ! 

Dia.  'Tis  not  the  many  oaths,  that  make  the  truth ; 
Eat  the  plain  fingle  vow,  that  is  vow'd  true  ; 
*  What  is  not  holy,  that  we  fwear,  not  'bides,  — • 
But  take  the  High'ft  to  witnefs  :  then,  pray  tell  me. 
If  I  Ihould  fwear  by  Jow's  great  Attributes 
I  lov'd  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  my  oaths. 
When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  this  has  no  holding. 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love. 
That  I  will  work  againft  him.     Therefore  your  oathJ 
Are  words,  and  poor  conditions  but  unfeal'd  ; 
Atleaft,  in  my  opinion. 

Ber.  Change  it,  change  it: 
Be  not  fo  holy-cru,el.     Love  is  holy,. 
And  my  integrity  ne'er  knew  the  crafts. 
That  you  do  charge  men  with  :  ftand  no  more  ofF^ 

ft  What  is  not  holy,  that  we  fwear  not  by,]  Yes,  nothing  h 
W.ore  common  than  fuch  kind  of  oaths.  But  Diana  is  not  here  ac- 
cufing  Bertram  for  fwearing  by  a  Being  rot  holy,  but  for  fwearing 
to  an  unholy  purpofe  ;  as  is  evident  from  the  preceding  lines, 

'T/i  not  the  many  oaths,  that  make  the  truib  ; 

But  the  plain  fimple  -vciv,  that  is  vr^iv^d  true. 
The  line  in  quefticn,  therefore,  is  evidently  corrupt,  and  fhould  be 
read  thus. 

What  is  not  holy,  that  tve  fzvear,  not  'bides, 
/.  e.  if  we  fwear  to  an  unholy  purpofe,  the  oath  abides  not,  but  )S 
d'.fTolved  in  the  making.     This  is  an  anfwer  to  the  purpofe.     She 
fubjoins  the  reafon  two  or  three  lines  after, 

this  has  no  holding, 

Ti  fwear  by  him,  nvbom  J proteji  to  love^ 

That  Iivillivork  agair.fi  him, • 

I.  e.  Thst  oath  can  never  hold,  whofe  fabjeft  is  to  offend  and  dif- 
pleafe  that  Being,  whom  I  profefs,  in  the  aft  of  fwearing  by  him, 
to  love  and  reverence.  —  What  may  have  mifled  the  editors  into  the 
common  reading,  was,  perhaps,  miflaking  Bertram'%  words  above. 
By  h've's  civn  fiveet  conflraint, — to  be  an  oath  J  whercai  it  only  fig- 
nifies,  being  (onjrained  by  Icve. 

But 
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But  give  thyfelf  unto  my  fick  defires, 

Which  then  recover.     Say,  thou  art  mine  ;  and  ever 

lily  love,  as  it  begins,  fiiall  fo  pcrfever. 

Dia.  I  fee,  that  men  make  hopes  in  fjch  affairs 
That  we'll  forfake  ourfelves.     Give  me  that  ring. 

Ber.  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  dear,  but  have  no  power 
To  give  It  from  me. 

l>/a.  Will  you  not,  my  Lord  ? 
^  Ber.  It  is  an  Honour  'longing  to  our  houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Ancellors  ; 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th'world 
In  me  to  lofe. 

Dia.  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  ring; 
My  chaftity's  the  jewel  of  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors  ; 
Which  were  the  greateft  obloquy  i'th'world 
la  me  to  lofe.     I'has  your  own  proper  wildoin 
Brings  in  the  champion  Honour  on  my  part, 
Againft  your  vain  affault. 

Ber.  Here,  take  my  ring. 
My  Houfe,  my  Honour,  yea,  my  life  be  thine. 
And  I'll  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia.  When  midnight  comes,  knock  at  m.y  chamber 
v/indow ; 
I'll  order  take,  my  Mother  ihall  not  hear. 
Now  will  I  charge  you  in  the  band  of  truth. 
When  you  have  conqucr'd  my  yet  maiden- bed. 
Remain  there  but  an  liour,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 
My  reafons  are  moft  ftrong,  and  you  fixall  know  them^ 
When  back  again  this  ring  fhall  be  delivsr'd  ; 
And  on  your  linger,  in  the  night,  I'll  put 
Another  ring,  that,  what  in  time  proceeds. 
May  token  to  the  future  our  paft  deeds. 
Adieu,  'till  then  ;  then,  fail  not  :  you  have  won 
A  wife  of  me,  tho'  there  my  hope  be  done, 
Ber.  A  heav'n  on  earth  I've  won  by  wooing  ihee.[Exif. 
Dia.  For  vv'hich  live  long  to  thank  both  heav'n  and  me. 

You  may  fo  in  the  end.  > 

My  Mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo. 
As  if  Ihe  fat  in's  heart ;  ihe  fays,  all  men 
Have  the  like  oaths :  he  had  fworn  to  marry  me. 

When 
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"When  his  wife's  dead  :  therefore  Til  lye  with  him, 
When  I  am  buried.     Since  5  French?ten  are  fo  braid, 
Marrj'  'em  that  will,  I'd  live  and  die  a  maid  j 
Only,  in  this  difguife,  I  think't  no  iin 
To  cozen  him,  that  would  uiijuftly  win.  [Exit. 

SCENE     III. 
Changes  to  the  French  Camp  in  Florence. 

Enter  the  t'vco  French  Lords,  and  tivo  or  three  Soldiers, 

I  Lord.  "XT  O  U  have  not  given  him  his  Mother^s 
i     letter  ? 
2  Lord.  I  have  delivcr'd  it  an  hour  fmce  ;    there  is 
fomething  in't,  that  flings  his  nature  ;  for,  on  the  read- 
ing it,  he  chang'd  ahnoil  into  another  man. 

1  Lord.  Ke  has  much  worthy  blame  laid  upon  him 
for  fhaking  off  fo  good  a  wife,    and  fo  fweet  a  lady. 

2  Lord.  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting 
difpleafare  of  the  King,  who  had  even  tun'd  his  boun- 
ty to  fing  happineis  to  him.  I  will  .tell  you  a  thing, 
bat  you  fnall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with  you. 

1  Lord.  When  you  have  fpoken  it,  'tis  dead,  and  I 
am  the  grave  of  it. 

2  Lord,  He  hath  perverted  a  young  Gentlewoman 
here  in  Florence,  of  a  moll:  chafle  renown  ;  and  this 
night  he  fielhes  his  will  in  the  fpoil  of  her  honour  ;  he 
hath  given  her  his  monumental  ring,  and  thinks  him- 
£df  made  in  the  unchaiie  compofition. 

1  Lord.  Now  God  delay  our  rebellion ;  as  we  are 
ourfelves,  wliat  things  are  we  ! 

2  Lon/.  Meerly  our  own  traitors ;  and,  as  in  the 
common  courfe  of  alLtreafons,  we  Hill  fee  them  reveal 

3  — Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid, 

Marry  that  ivill,  I  'II  live  and  die  a  Maid;] 
What  !    becaufe  Frenchmen   were  falfe,    flie,    that  was  an  Italian^ 
v.'ould  marry  nobody.      The  text  is  c-uTupted  ;   and  we  iliouiJ  read, 

■         Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid, 

Marry  'em  that  luill,  I'd  H^uS  and  die  a  maid. 
i.  e.  fince  Frenchmen  prove  fo  crooked  and  perverfe  in  their  man- 
ners, let  who  will  marry  them,  I  had  rather  live  ar.d  die  a  maid, 
than  venture  upon  them.  This  (he  lays  with  a  view  to  Helen,  who 
appeared  fo  fond  of  her  hufcand,  and  went  thro'  fo  many  difficukiea 
"  to  obtain  him, 

themfelves. 
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themfelves,  'till  they  attain  to  their  abhorrM  ends ;  fo 
he,  that  in  this  aftion  contrives  againll  his  own  Nobi- 
lity, in  his  proper  dream  o'erflows  himfelf 

1  Lord.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be  the 
trumpeters  of  oiir  unlawful  intents  ?  we  Ihall  »ot  then 
have  his  company  to  night  ? 

2  Lord.  Not  till  after  midnight ;  for  he  is  dieted  to 
his  hour. 

1  Lord.  That  approaches  apace  :  I  would  gladly 
have  him  fee  his  company  anatomiz'd,  that  he  might 
take  a  meafure  of  his  own  Judgment,  wherein  fo  cu- 
rioufly  he  had  fet  this  counterfeit. 

2  Lord.  Vv^e  will  not  meddle  with  him  'till  he  come; 
for  his  prefence  mull  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

1  Lord.  In  the  mean  time,  what  hear  you  of  thefs 
wars  ? 

2  Lord.  I  hear,  there  is  an  overture  of  Peace. 

1  Lord.  Nay,  I  affare  you,  a  Peace  concluded. 

2  Lord.  What  will  Count  'Roufl'on  do  then  ?  will 
he  travel  higher,   or  return  again  into  France  ? 

1  Lord.  I  perceive  by  this  demand,  you  are  not  al- 
together of  his  Council. 

2  Lord.  Let  it  be  forbid.  Sir  !  fo  fliould  I  be  a  great 
deal  of  his  aft, 

1  Lord.  Sir,  his  Wife  fome  tv/o  months  fmce  fled 
from  his  Houfe,  her  pretence  is  a  Pilgrimage  to  St. 
Jagues  le  Grand ;  which  holy  Undertaking,  with  moft 
aullere  fanftimony,  flie  accomplifliM ;  and  there  resi- 
ding, the  tendernefs  of  her  nature  became  as  a  prey  to 
her  grief;  in  fine,  made  a  groan  of  her  laft  breath, 
and  now  (he  fmgs  in  heaven. 

2  Lord.  How  is  this  juftified  ? 

1  Lord.  The  flronger  part  of  it  by  her  own  letters, 
which  makes  her  ftory  true,  even  to  the  point  of  her 
death  ;  her  Death  it  felf  (which  could  not  be  her  ofHce 
to  fay,  is  come)  wab  faithfully  confirmed  by  the  Redor 
of  the  place. 

2  Lord.  Hath  the  Count  all  this  intelligence  ? 

1  Lord.  Ay,  and  the  particular  confirmations,  point 
from  point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  verity. 

2  Lord,  I  am  heartily  forry  that  he'll  be  glad  of  this. 

I  Lard. 
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1  lord.  How  mightily  fometimes  we  make  us  com- 
forts of  our  loffes ! 

2  Lord.  And  how  mightily  feme  other  times  we 
drown  our  gain  in  tears  !  the  great  dignity,  that  his 
valour  hath  here  acquired  for  him,  ihall  at  home  be 
encounter'd  with  a  Ihame  as  ample. 

1  Lord.  The  web  of  our  life  is  of  a  mingled  yarn, 
good  and  ill  together  :  our  virtues  would  be  proud,  if 
our  faults  whipt  them  not ;  and  our  crimes  would  de- 
fpair,    if  they  were  not  cherifti'd  by  our  virtues. 

Enter  a  Ser^jant. 
How  now  ?  vvhere's  your  Mailer  ? 

Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  ftreet,  Sir,  of  whom 
he  hath  taken  a  folemn  leave  :  his  Lordlhip  will  next 
morning  for  France.  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  let- 
ters of  commendations  to  the  King. 

2  Lord.  They  Ihall  be  no  more  than  needful  there, 
if  they  were  more  than  they  can  commend. 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Bertram, 

I  Lord,  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  King*s 
tartnefs  ;  here's  his  Lordfhip  now.  How  now,  my 
Lord,  is't  not  after  midnight  ? 

Ber.  I  have  to  night  difpatch'd  fixteen  baiineffes,  a 
month's  length  a- piece,  by  an  abHiaft  of  fuccefs ;  I 
have  congied  with  the  Duke,  done  my  adieu  with  his 
nearell ;  buried  a  wife  ;  mouni'd  for  her  ;  writ  to  my 
lady  mother,  I  am  returning ;  entertained  my  convoy  i 
and,  between  thefe  main  parcels  of  difpatch,  effe<5led 
many  nicer  needs :  the  lall  was  the  greateft,  but  That 
Ihave  not  ended  yet. 

1  Lord.  If  the  bufmefs  be  of  any  diiHculty,  and 
this  morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafie 
of  your  Lordlliip. 

Ber.  I  mean,  the  bufmefs  is  not  ended,  as  fearing 
to  hear  of  it  hereafter.  But  {hall  v.  e  have  this  dialogue 
between  the  fool  and  the  foldier  ?   come,  ^  bring  forth 

this 

4  Bring  forth  this  counterfeit  module  ;]  This  epithet  is  iirspro- 
per  to  a  module^   which  profelTes  lo  be  the  counterfeit  of  another 

thing. 
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this  counterfeit  Medal ;  h'as  deceiv'd  me,  like  a  dou- 
ble-meaning prophefier. 

2  Lord.  Bring  him  forth  ;  h'as  fate  in  the  Stocks  all 
night,  poor  gallant  knave. 

Ber.  No  matter ;  his  heels  have  deferv'd  it,  in 
ufurping  his  fpurs  fo  long.     How  does  he  carry  him- 

1  Lofd.  I  have  told  your  Lordfliip  already :  the 
Stocks  carry  him.  But  to  anfvver  you  as  you  would  be 
underftood,  he  weeps  like  a  wench  that  had  flied  her 
milk  ;  he  hath  confefs'd  himfelf  to  Morgan,  whom  he 
fuppofes  to  be  a  Friar,  from  the  time  of  his  remem- 
brance, to  this  very  inilant  difafter  of  his  fetting  i'th' 
Stocks ;  and  what,  think  you,  he  hath  confell  ? 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  has  he  ? 

2  Lord.  His  confefTion  is  taken,  and  it  fhall  be  read 
to  his  face  :  if  your  Lordihip  be  in't,  as,  I  believe, 
you  are,  you  mufl:  have  the  patience  to  hear  it. 

Enter  Parolles,  nvith  his  Interpreter. 
Ber.  A  plague  upon  him,  muffled  !    he  can  fay  no- 
thing of  me  ;  hufn  !  hu{h ! 

1  Lord.   Hoodman  comes  :   Portotartarojfa. 

Int.  He  calls  for  the  tortures ;  what  will  you  fay 
without  'em  ? 

Par.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know  without  conftraint ; 
if  ye  pinch  me  like  a  pally,  I  can  fay  no  more. 

Int.   Bojko  Chimurcho. 

2  L-Jrd.   Bib  lib  in  do  chicurrnurco. 

Int.  You  are  a  merciful  General :  our  General  bids 
you  anfwer  to  what  1  ihall  afk  you  out  of  a  note. 

Far.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int.  Firfl  demand  of  him,  how  many  Horfe  the 
Duke  is  llrong.     What  fay  you  to  that  ? 

Far.  Five  or  fix  thoufand,  but  very  weak  and  un- 
ferviceable:  the  troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the  Com- 
manders very  poor  rogues,  upon  my  reputation  and 
credit,  and  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  anfwer  fo  ? 

thing.  We  fliould  read  m£DAZ.«  And  this  the  Oxford  Editor 
follows, 

Far. 
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Par.  Do,  ril  take  the  Sacrament  on%   how  and 
which  way  you  will :    all's  one  to  me. 
Ber.  What  a  paft-faving  fiave  is  this ! 

1  Lord.  Y'are  deceiv'd,  my  Lord,  this  is  Monfieur 
Paroiles,  the  gallant  militarill,  that  was  his  own 
phrafe,  that  had  the  whole  theory  of  war  in  the  knot 
of  his  fcarf,  and  the  pradice  in  the  chape  of  his  dagger. 

2  Lord.  I  will  never  truft  a  man  again  for  keeping 
his  fword  clean  ;  nor  believe,  he  can  have  every  thing 
in  him,  by  wearing  his  apparel  neatly. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  horfe  I  faid  (I  will  fay 
true)  or  thereabouts,  fet  down,   for  I'll  fpeak  truth. 

I  Lord.  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 

Ber.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for't,  in  the  nature  he 
delivers  it. 

Par.  Poor  rogues,  I  pray  you,  fay. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  I  humbly  thank  you.  Sir  :  a  truth's  a  truth, 
the  rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 

Int.  Demand  of  him,  of  what  ftrength  they  are  a- 
foot.     What  fay  you  to  that  ? 

Par.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  pre- 
fent  hour,  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee ;  Spuria  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty,  Sebafiian  fo  many,  Corambus  fo  many, 
Jaquesio  many  ;  Guiltiany  Co/mo,  Lfido'ujick,  and  Gra- 
ttif  two  hundred  and  fifty  each  j  mine  own  company, 
Chitophert  Vaumond,  BentU,  two  hundred  and  fifty 
each  :  fo  that  the  mufler  file,  rotten  and  found,  upon 
my  life,  amounts  not  to  fifteen  thoufand  Poll ;  half  of 
the  which  dare  not  fhake  the  fnow  from  off  their  caf- 
focks,  left  they  Ihake  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Ber,  What  fhall  be  done  to  him  ? 
I  Lord.  Nothing,    but  let  him  have  thanks.     De- 
mand of  him  my  conditions,   and  what  credit  I  have 
with  the  Duke. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down.  You  fhall  demand  of 
him,  whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be  i'th'  camp,  a 
Frenchman :  what  his  reputation  is  with  the  Duke, 
what  his  valour,  honefty,  and  expertnefs  in  war  j  or 
whether  he  thmks,  it  were  not  polTible  wich  well-weizh- 
VoL.IIL  E  %.z 
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ing  fums  of  gold  to  corrupt  him  to  a  revolt.     What  fay 
you  to  this  ?  what  do  you  know  of  it  ? 

Par.  I  befeech  you,  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular 
t)f  the  Interrogatories.  Demand  them  fmgly. 
/«/.  Do  you  know  this  Captain  Dumain  r 
Par.  I  know  him  ;  he  was  a  butcher's  prentice  in 
Paris,  from  whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the 
Sheriff's  fool  with  child  ^  a  dumb  innocent,  that  could 
not  fey  him  nay. 

Ber.  Nay,  by  your  leave,  hold  your  hands  j  tho'  I 
Icnow,  his  brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  tile  that  falls. 

Int.  Well,  is  this  Captain  in  the  Duke  of  Florence' % 
Camp? 

Par.  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is,  and  lowfie. 
I  Lo'd,  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  me,  we  fliall  hear  of 
your  Lord(hip  anon. 

Int.  What  is  his  reputation  with  the  Duke  ? 
Par.  The  Duke  knows  him  for  no  other  but  a  poor 
-officer  of  mine  ;  aiid  writ  to  me  the  other  day,  to  turn 
Jiim  out  o'th'  band.    1  think,  I  have  his  letter  in  my 
pocket. 

//?/.  Marry,  we'll  fearch. 

Par.  In  good  fadnefs,  I  do  not  know ;  either  it  is 
there,  or  it  is  upon  the  file  with  the  Duke's  other  let- 
ters in  my  tent. 

Int.  Here  'tis,  here's  a  paper,  fhall  I  read  it  to  you  f 
Par.  I  do  not  know,  if  it  be  it  or  no. 
Per.  Our  Interpreter  does  it  well, 
I  Lor  if.  Excellently. 

Jni.  Dian,  the  Count'' s  a  fool^  and  full  of  ^old. 
Par.  That  is  not  the  Duke's  letter,  Sir;  that  is  an 
advertifement  to  a  proper  maid  in  Florence^  one  Diar^a^ 
to  take  heed  of  the  allurement  of  one  Count  Roujtllon, 
Sl  fooliili  idle  boy  ;  but,  for  all  that,  very  ruttilh.  I 
pray  you,  Sir,  pat  it  up  again. 

Jnt.  Nay,  Til  read  it  firll,  by  your  favour. 
Par.  My  meaning  in't,  I  proteft,  was  very  honefl  in 
the  behalf  of  the  maid :  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to 
be  a  dangerous  and  lafcivious  boy,  wiio  is  a  whale  to  vir- 
ginity, and  devours  up  all  the  fry  it  finds. 
JBer.  Damnable  !  both  fides  rogue. 

Interpreter 
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Interpreter  reads  the  letter. 
When  he  fwears  oaths,    bid  him  drop  goldy  and  take  if, 

Jfter  he  /cores,  he  nenjer  pays  the  /core  : 
}Ia/fivo7t,  is  match  ive// made  ;  match,  and<wellmakeitz 

He  ne'er  pays  after  debts,  take  it  before. 
And  fay,  a  Joldier  (Dian)  told  thee  this  : 
Men  are  to  tnell  ivith,   boys  are  not  to  kifs. 
For,    count  of  this,   the  Couni s  a  fool,  1  knovj  it  l 
Who  pays  before,   but  not  njchen  he  does  o^we  it. 

Thine,  as  he  vow'd  to  thee  in  thine  ear, 

Parolles. 

^er.  He  fhall  be  whipt  through  the  army  with  this 
rhime  in  his  forehead. 

2  Lord,  This  is  your  devoted  friend,  Sir,  the  mani- 
fold linguiil,  and  the  armi -potent  foldier. 

Ber.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before  but  a  cat,  and 
now  he's  a  cat  to  nie. 

Int.  I  perceive,  Sir,  by  the  General's  looks,  we  fliall 
be  fain  to  hang  you. 

Par.  My  life,  Sir.  in  any  cafe ;  not  that  I  am  afraid 
to  die  ;  but  that  my  ofxecces  being  many,  I  would 
repent  out  the  remainder  of  nature.  Let  me  live. 
Sir,  in  a  Dungeon,  i'th'  Stocks,  any  where,  fo  I  may 
live. 

Int.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confefs  free- 
ly i  therefore,  once  more,  to  this  Captain  Dumain : 
you  have  anfwer'd  to  his  reputation  with  the  Duke,  and 
to  his  valour.      What  is  his  honefty  ? 

Par.  He  will  fteal.  Sir,  an  egg  out  of  a  cloifter ; 
for  rapes  and  ravifhments  he  parallels  Nejfus.  He  pro- 
fefies  no  keeping  of  oaths ;  in  breaking  them  he  is 
ftronger  than  Hercules.  He  will  lie,  Sir,  with  fuch  vo- 
lubility, that  you  would  think,  truth  were  a  fool  : 
drunkennefs  is  his  bed  virtue,  for  he  will  be  fwine- 
drunk,  and  in  his  ileep  he  does  little  harm,  fave  to  his 
bed-cloaths  about  him  ;  but  they  know  his  conditions, 
and  lay  him  in  ftraw.  I  have  but  little  more  to  fay, 
Sir,  of  his  honefty,  he  has  every  thing  that  an  honell 
man  fhould  not  have ;  what  an  honeil  man  fhould  have. 


he  has  nothing, 


E  z  I  Lord. 


^6     All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well, 

I  Lord.  I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 

Ber.  For  this  deicription  of  thine  honefty  r  a  pox  up- 
on him  for  me,  he  is  more  and  more  a  cat. 

Int.  What  fay  you  to  his  expertnefs  in  war  ? 

Tar.  Faith,  Sir,  h'as  led  the  drum  before  the  Eng- 
lijh  Tragedians :  to  belie  him,  I  will  not ;  and  more 
of  his  foldierlhip  I  know  not ;  except,  in  that  Country, 
he  had  the  honour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  place  there 
caird  Mile-end,  to  indruft  for  the  doubling  of  files.  I 
vould  do  the  man  what  honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am 
jiot  certain. 

1  Lord.  He  hath  out-villain'd  villany  fo  far,  that  the 
rarity  redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  pox  on  him,  he's  a  cat  Hill. 

int.  His  Qualities  being  at  this  poor  price,  I  need 
not  to  alk  you,  if  gold  will  corrupt  him  to  revolt. 

Par.  Sir,  for  a  ^art-d'ecuy  he  will  fell  the  fee-fim- 
ple  of  his  falvation,  the  inheritance  of  it,  and  cut  th* 
intail  from  all  remainders,  and  a  perpetual  fucceffion  for 
it  perpetually. 

Int.  What's  his  Brother,  the  other  Captain  Z)a»z«//7.? 

2  Lord.  Why  does  he  afk  him  of  me  ? 
Jnt.  What's  he  ? 

Far.  E'en  a  crow  o'th'  fame  neft  ;  not  altogether 
fo  great  as  the  firft  in  goodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal 
>n  evil.  He  excels  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his 
brother  is  reputed  one  of  the  befl  that  is.  In  a  Retreat 
he  out-runs  any  lacquey  ;  marry,  in  coming  on  he  has 
the  cramp. 

Jnt.  If  your  life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  be- 
tray the  Florentine  ? 

Par,  Ay,  and  the  Captain  of  his  horfe.  Count  Row 
fillcn. 

Int.  I'll  Vv'hifper  with  the  General,  and  know  his. 
pleafure. 

Par.  ril  no  more  drumming,  a  plague  of  all  drums! 
Only  to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  fup- 
pofition  of  that  lafcivious  young  boy  the  Count,  have  I 
run  into  danger  j  yet  who  would  have  fufpe^ed  an  am- 
buOi  where  I  was  taken  ?  \^Afide. 

Intl 


All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well,     "jj 

hit.  There  is  no  remedy.  Sir,  but  you  muftdie  \  the 
General  fays,  you,  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  difcovered 
the  fecrets  of  your  army,  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  re- 
ports of  men  very  nobly  held,  can  ferve  the  world  for 
no  honell  ufe ;  therefore  you  muft  die.  Come,  head- 
man, off  with  his  head. 

Par.  O  lord.  Sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my 
death. 

/;;/.  That  fliall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 
friends.  [Unbinding  bints 

So,  look  about  you  ;  know  you  any  here  ? 

Ber.  Good  morrow,  noble  Captain. 

2  Lord.  God  blefs  you.  Captain  ParoUes. 

1  Lord.  Godfaveyou,  noble  Captain. 

2  Lord.  Captain,  what  Greeting  will  you  to  my 
Lord  Lafeu  ?  I  am  for  France. 

I  Lord.  Good  Captain,  will  you  give  me  a  copy  of 
that  fame  Sonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  behalf  of  the 
Count  Poufillon  ?  if  I  were  not  a  very  coward,  YA 
compel  it  of  you  j  but  fare  you  well.  \Exeunt* 

Int.  You  are  undone.  Captain,  all  but  your  fcarf  i 
that  has  a  knot  on't  yet. 

Par.  Who  cannot  be  crufh'd  with  a  Plot  ? 

Int.  If  you  could  find,  out  a  Country  where  but  wo- 
men were  that  had  receiv'd  fo  much  fhame,  you  might 
begin  an  impudent  Nation.  Fare  you  well.  Sir,  I  am 
for  France  too,  we  fliall  fpeak  of  you  there.         \Exit* 

SCENE     VI. 

Par.  Yet  am  I  thankful :  if  my  heart  were  great> 
'Twould  buril  at  this.    Captain  Til  be  no  more. 
But  I  will  eat  and  drink,  and  lleep  as  fofr, 
-As  Captain  fhall.     Simply  the  thing  [  am 
Shall  make  me  live  :  who  knows  himfelf  a  braggart. 
Let  him  fear  this ;  for  it  w  ill  come  to  paf?. 
That  every  braggart  fhall  be  found  an  afs. 
Ruft,  fword .'  cool,  blufhes  !  and,  Parollesy  live 
Safefl  in  Ihame  !  being  fool'd,  by  fool'ry  thrive  ; 
There's  place  and  means  for  every  man  alive. 
I'll  after  them.  [j^atJ 

E  3  SCENE 


78    All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well. 

SCENE    VII. 

Changes  to  the  Widonxj's  Houfe,  at  Florence. 

Enter  Helena,   V/idonv  and  Diana. 

Bel  'T^  HAT  you  may  well  perceive  I  have  not 

X  wrong'd  you. 

One  of  the  Greateft  in  the  chriftian  world 
Shall  be  my  Surety ;  'fore  whofe  Throne  'tis  needful. 
Ere  I  can  perfed  mine  intents,  to  kneel. 
Time  was,  I  did  him  a  defired  office 
Dear  almoft  as  his  life  j  which,  gratitude 
Through  flinty  Tartar^  bofom  would  peep  forth. 
And  anfwer  thanks.     I  duly  am  inform'd. 
His  Grace  is  at  Marfeii/es,  to  which  place 
We  have  convenient  Convoy  \  you  muft  know, 
I  am  fuppofed  dead  ;    the  Army  breaking. 
My  hufband  hies  him  home  j  where,  heaven  aiding. 
And  by  the  leave  of  my  good  lord  the  King, 
We'll  be  before  our  welcome. 

Wid,  Gentle  Madam, 
You  never  had  a  fervant,  to  whofe  truft 
Your  bufmefs  was  more  welcome. 

Hel.  Nor  you,   Miiirefs, 
Ever  a  friend,  whofe  thoughts  more  truly  labour 
To  recompenfe  your  love  :  doubt  not,  but  heav'n 
Hath  brought  me  up  to  be  your  Daughter's  dower. 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  J  my  motive 
And  helper  to  a  hufband.     But,  O  ftrange  men  ! 
That  can  fuch  fweet  ufe  make  of  what  they  hate, 
^  When  Fancy,  trufting  of  the  couzen'd  thoughts. 

Defiles 

5  tny  motive]  motive  for  afliftant. 

6  jVben  SAUCY  trufiing  of  the  cauTHrCd  thoughts 

Defies  the  pitchy  mgbt.  j]  ;.  e.  makes  the  perfon  guilty  of 
intentional  adultery.  But  truff.ng  a  miftake  cannot  make  any  one 
guilty.     We  {hould  read,    and  point,   the  lines  thus, 

When  FANCY,   trufiing  of  the  couzend  thoughts. 

Defiles  the  pitchy   night. 

i.  e.  ths  fancy,  or  imagination,  that  he  lay  with  his  miiUefs,    the' 

it  was,    indeed,    his  Wife,    made  him  incur  the  guilt  of  adultery. 

Uizbt.  by  the  ancients,    was  reckoned  odious,  oblccne,  and  abomi- 

•  cuble. 
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Defiles  the  pitchy  night ;  fo  luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away. 
But  more  of  this  hereafter.     You,  DianUy 
(Under  my  poor  inftrudtions)  yet  mull  fufFer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Diana.  Let  death  and  honefty 
Go  with  your  impofitions,  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  will  to  fufFer. 

HeL  Yet  I  pray  you  : 
7  But  with  the  word  the  time  will  bring  on  fummer^ 
When  briars  fhall  have  leaves  as  well  as  thorns. 
And  be  as  fweet  as  Iharp  :  we  muft  awiiy, 
^  Our  Waggon  is  prepar'd,  and  time  revyes  us  ; 
All's  ivell,  that  ends  avell ;  ftill  the  fine's  the  crown  ; 
Whate'er  the  courfe,  the  end  is  the  renown.      [^Exeunt, 

SCENE   Vin.     Changes  to  Roufillon  in  France. 
Enter  Countefs,  Lafeu,  and  Clown. 

Laf.  '^T^»  ^o»  ^^»  y^^^  ^°"  ^^5  mif-led  with  a 
xNl    fnipt-tafFata  fellow  there,  9  whofe  villain- 
ous faffron  would  have  made  all  the  unbak'd  and  dowy 

youth 

nable.  The  Poet,  alluding  to  this,  fays,  with  great  beauty,  De» 
fiici  the  pitchy  night,  i.  e.  makes  the  night,  more  than  ordinary, 
abominable, 

7  But  with  th^  word,  the  time  ivill  bring  on  fummer,'^  With  tbt 
nocrd,  i.  e.  in  an  inftar.t  of  time.  The  Oxford  Editor  reads  (but 
what  he  means  by  it  I  Icnow  not)  Bear  nvitb  the  ivord. 

8  Our  ivaggon  is  prepared,  and  time  revives  us  ;]  The  word  Re» 
nii'ves  conveys  fo  little  ieufe,  that  it  feems  very  liable  to  fulpicion. 

— and  ti!:,e  revyes  us  j 

i.  e.  looks  us  in  the  hce,  calls  upon  us  to  haften. 

9  Whofe  I'HJainous  faffron  ivouldha've  made  all  the  unbalC d  and 
donvy  yiutb  of  a  nation  in  his  colour'^  ParolUs  is  reprefented  as  an 
affected  follower  of  the  fafliion,  and  an  enccurager  of  his  mafter 
to  run  into  all  the  foliies  of  it  }  where  he  f^ys,   Ufe  a  more  fpaciout 

ceremony  to  the  noble  Lords they  ivear  tbemfel'ves  in  the  cap  of 

time andtho'  the  Devil  lead  the  ineajure,  fuch  are  to  be  folloivedi 

Here  fome  particularities  of  faftionable  drefs  are  ridiculed.  Sntpt- 
taffata  needs  no  expian3tionj  but  villainous  faffron  is  more  ob- 
fcure.  This  alludes  to  a  phantaftic  faHiion,  then  much  followed, 
ci  \i(in%  yellow  ftarch  for  their  bands  and  rulFs.  So  Fletcher,  in  his 
Slueen  of  Corinth, 

E  4  Uai 


8o  All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well^ 

youth  of  a  nation  in  his  colour.  Your  daughter-in- 
law  had  been  alive  at  this  hour  ;  and  your  ion  here  at 
home,  ^  more  advantaged  by  the  King,  than  by  that 
red-tail'd  humble-bee  I  fpeak  of. 

Count.  I  would,  I  had  not  known  him  f  it  was  the 
death  cf  the  moft  virtuous  Gentlewoman  that  ever  Na- 
ture had  Praife  for  creating  ;  if  Hie  had  partaken  of 
my  flefh,  and  coft  me  the  deareft  groans  of  a  Mother, 
I  could  not  have  owed  her  a  more  rooted  love. 

Laf.  'Twas  a  good  lady,  'twas  a  good  lady.  We 
may  pick  a  thoufand  fallets  ere  we  light  on  fuch  ano- 
ther herb". 

CIo.  Indeed,  Sir,  fhe  was  the  fweet  marjoram  of  the 
fallet,  or  rather  the  herb  of  grace. 

Laf.  They  are  not  fallet-herbs,  you  knave,  they 
are  nofe-herbs. 

Clo.  I  am  no  great  Nebuchadnezzar,  Sir,  I  have  not 
much  fkill  in  grafs. 

Laf.  Whether  doll  thou  profefs  thy  felf,  a  knave  or 
a  fool  ? 

11  a i  he  familiarly 

Dijlik'dycur  yellow  ftsrch  5  cr  faidyzur  doublet 

Was  not  exactly  frenchified- 
And  JchnJon\  DeviPs  an  Afs. 

Carmsn  and  chimney-ftveepers  are  get  into  tie  yellow  flarch» 
This  was  invented  by  one  Turnery  a  'tire  woman,  a  court  bawd  ; 
and,  in  all  refpe£ls,  of  fo  infamous  a  character,  that  her  invert:on 
deferved  the  name  of  'villainous  faffron.  This  womnn  was,  after- 
wards, amongft  the  mifcreants  concerned  in  the  murder  of  Sir  Tho- 
mas Overbury,  for  which  ihe  was  hanged  at  Tyburn,  and  would  die 
in  2i yelloiv  ruff  oi  her  own  invention:  which  made  yellow  ftarch  fo 
odious,  that  it  immediately  went  out  of  fafhion.  'Tis  this,  then, 
to  which  Sbakefpear  alludes  :  but  ufing  the  word  faffron  for yellciv, 
a  new  idea  prefented  itfelf,  and  he  purfues  his  thought  under  a  quite 

different  allufion PFibcfe  viUainous  faffron  ivould  ba-ve  made  all 

the  unbaked  and  dcivy  youths  of  a  nation  in  his  colour,  i.  e.  of  his 
temper  and  difpofition.  Here  the  general  cuftom  of  that  time,  of 
colouring />a/f  with  faffron,  is  alluded  to.  So  in  the  Winter'' s  Tale: 

I  muji  harue  faffron  to  colour  the  -warden  pyes. 
I  more  advanced  by  the  King,"]  A  notable  obfervation  this  ; 
that  the  young  Lord  had  been  higher  advanced  by  the  King  had  he 
ftaid  at  court,  than  he  was  by  his  beggarly  follower  Parollcs.  We 
fhould  read,  wars  advantaged,  i.e.  the  King  would  have  been 
a  better  tutor  to  the  raw  young  man  than  PanlleSf  whofe  profeflTion 
it  was,  ^  ^ 


All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well.    8i 
do.  A  fool.  Sir,  at  a  woman's  fervice ;  and  a  knave, 
ataman's. 

Laf.  Your  dillinaion  ?  ^ , .      .^         j  j    t.- 

C/1  I  would  cozen  the  man  of  his  wife,  and  do  his 

^^'Tff.  So  you  were  a  knave  at  his  fervice    indeed. 
C/i  And  I  would  give  his  wife  my  foLy,    Sir,   to 

do  her  fervice.  ,  11.1^ 

La/.  I  will  fubfcribe  for  thee,  thou  art  both  knave 

and  fool. 

C/o.  At  your  fervice. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,   if  I  cannot  ferve  you,   I  can  lervc 
as  great  a  Prince  as  you  are. 

Laf.   Who's  that,   a  Frenchman  ?  .        .- 

CIo.  Faith,  Sir,  he  has  an  Englijh  name  ;   but  his 
i  phifnomy  is  more  honoured  in  trance  than  there. 

Laf.  What  prince  is  that  ?  ,         ,      ^  .  c 

Clo.  The  black  Prince,  Sir,  alias  the  Prince  of 
Darknefs,    «/mi  the  Devil >  ,       ,    .       ^ 

laf.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  purfe ;  I  give  thee  not 
this  to  feduce  thee  from  thy  Mailer  thou  talk'll  of, 

ferve  him  ftill- 

Clo.  3  Tm  a  woodland  fellow,  Sir,  that  always 
lov'd  a  great  fire;  and  the  Mailer  I  fpeak  of^ever 
keeps  a  good  fire;  but,  fare,  he  is  the  Prince  ot  the 
world,  let  his  Nobility  remain  in's  Court.  I  am  fov 
the  Houfe  with  the  narrow  gate,  which  I  take  to  be 
too  Htde  for  Pomp  to  enter  :  forne,  that  humble  them- 
felves,  may ;  but  the  m.any  will  be  too  chill  and  ten- 

a  hh  pbifnomy  is  more  hotter  /k  France  than  tb€re.'\  This  is 
intolerable  nonfenfe.  The  ftupid  Editors,  becauCe  the  Devil  was 
talked   cf,    thought  no  quality  would   iuit  him  but  ootter.     We 

^Qyjd  rend vtore  honour'd.     A  joke  upon  the  French  peo- 

rle  as  if  they  held  a  daik  complexion,  which  is  natural  to  tbem, 
in  rnore  eftimaticn  than  the  £«i^///^  do,    who  are  generally  white 

^'^l  I'm  a  -wcodlarJfelhw,  Sir,  &c.]  Shakefpear  is  but  rarely 
cuilty  of  fuch  impious  traih.  And  it  is  obfervabk,  that  then  he 
always  puts  that  into  the  mouth  of  his  fools,  which  is  new  grcwa 
the  charaaeriftic  of  the  fine-gentlman. 

b  5.  Uv^%, 


$2  All's  Well,  that  Ends  Well. 

der,   and  they'll  be  for  the  flow'ry  way  that  leads  to 
the  broad  gate,  and  the  great  fire. 

La/.  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  a  weary  of  thee, 
and  I  tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out 
with  thee.  Go  thy  ways,  let  my  horfes  be  well  look'd 
to,  without  any  tricks. 

^  CIo.  If  I  put  any  tricks  upon  'em,they  fhall  be  jades* 
tricks,  which  are  their  own  right  by  the  law  of  Na- 
ture. [Exit. 

La/.  A  fhrewd  knave,  and  an  unhappy. 

Count.  So  he  is.  My  Lord,  that's  gone,  made  him- 
felf  much  fport  out  of  him  ;  by  his  authority  he  re- 
mains here,  which  he  thinks  is  a  patent  for  his  fawci- 
nefs ;  and,  indeed,  he  has  no  pace,  but  runs  where  he 
will. 

La/.  I  like  him  well,  'tis  not  amifs ;  and  I  was 
about  to  tell  you,  fmce  I  heard  of  the  good  Lady's 
death,  and  that  my  Lord  your  Son  was  upon  his  return 
home,  I  mov'd  the  King,  my  Mafter,  to  fpeak  in  the 
behalf  of  my  Daughter ;  which,  in  the  minority  of 
them  both,  his  Majefty,  out  of  a  felf-gracious  remem- 
brance, did  firft  propofe  ;  his  Highnefs  hath  promis'd 
me  to  do  it ;  and  to  flop  up  the  difpleafure  he  hath 
conceived  againit  your  fon,  there  is  no  fitter  matter^ 
How  do's  your  Ladyfhip  like  it  ? 

Count.  With  very  much  content,  my  Lord,  and  t 
wifh  it  happily  efrefted. 

La/  His  Highnefs  comes  poft  from  Mar/eil/es,  of 
as  able  a  body  as  when  he  number'd  thirty ;  he  will 
be  here  to-morrow,  or  I  am  deceiv'd  by  him  that  in 
iuch  intelligence  hath  feldom  faiPd. 

Count.  4  It  rejoices  me,  that  hope,  that  I  fliall  fee 
liim  ere  I  die.  I  have  letters,  that  my  fon  will  be 
Jhere  to  night :  I  fhall  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  remain 
with  me  'till  they  meet  together. 

La/  Madam,  I  was  thinking  with  what  manners  I 
might  fafely  be  admitted. 

4  It  rejoices  me^  that  I  hope  1  Jhall  fee  him  ere  I  die,'^  It  is  not 
/icZ-e  that  rejoices  any  one;  but,  that  that  hope  is  well  grounded, 
"We  iliould  res(3,  therefore.  It  rejoica  rr.e^  that  hopi^  that  I  pall 
ti  b;m  ne  J  dic% 

Count* 
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Count,  You  need  but  plead  your  honourable  privi- 
lege. 

Laf.  Lady,   of  that  I  have  made  a  bold  charter; 
but,  I  thank  my  God,  it  holds  yet. 
Enter  Clown. 

CIo.  O  Madam,  yonder's  my  Lord,  your  fon,  with 
a  patch  of  velvet  on's  face  ;  whether  there  be  a  fear 
under't,  or  no,  the  velvet  knows,  but  'tis  a  goodly 
patch  of  velvet ;  his  left  cheek  is  a  cheek  of  two  pile 
and  a  half,  but  his  right  cheek  is  worn  bare. 

Count.  A  fear  nobly  got,  or  a  noble  fear,  is  a  good 
livery  of  honour.     So,  belike,  is  that. 

Clo.  5  But  it  is  your  carbinado'd  face. 

Laf.  Let  us  go  fee  your  fon,  I  pray  you  :  I  long  to 
talk  with  the  young  noble  foldier. 

Clo.  'Faith,  there's  a  dozen  of  'em  with  delicate 
fine  hats  and  moft  courteous  feathers,  which  bow  the 
head,  and  nod  at  ever)'  man.  [Exeunt* 


/ACT     y.     SCENE    I. 

7he  Court  of  France,  at  Marfeilles. 

Enter  Helena,    Widow,   and  Diana,   w//^  /wj 
Attendants, 

H^A  T3  UT  this  exceeding  polling  day  and  night 

13  Muft  wear  your  fpirits  low  j  we  cannot  help  it  J 
But  fmce  you'v_e  made  the  days  and  nights  as  one. 
To  wear  your  gentle  limbs  in  my  affairs  ; 
Be  bold,  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital. 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.     In  happy  time,— • 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
This  man  may  help  me  to  his  Majefty's  ear. 
If  he  would  fpend  his  pov;er.     God  fave  you.  Sir. 
Gent.  And  you. 

5  But  it  is  your  carbonado' d  face.l  Mr.  Pope  reads  it  carhina" 
iod,  which  is  right.  The  joke,  fuch  as  it  is,  confifls  in  the  aUu- 
fion  to  a  wound  made  with  a  carabine;  arms,  which  Henry  W, 
»ad  made  fcinious,  by  bispgiog  iaio  ufe  amo;)gft  his  faorfe. 

HeL 
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Hel.  Sir,  I  have  feen  you  in  the  court  of  France. 

Gent,  I  have  been  fometimes  there. 

Hei,  I  do  prefume,  Sir,  that  you  are  not  fallen 
From  the  report  that  goes  upon  your  goodnefs ; 
And  therefore,  goaded  with  moll  fharp  occafions 
Which  lay  nice  manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  your  own  virtues,  for  the  which 
I  ihall  continue  thankful. 

Gent.  What's  your  will  ? 

Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  poor  petition  to  the  King  j 
And  aid  me  with  that  Hore  of  pov^rer  you  have. 
To  come  into  his  prefence. 

Gent.  The  King's  not  here. 

HeL  Not  here,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  Not,   indeed. 
He  hence  remov'd  laft  night,  and  with  more  haile 
Than,  is  his  ufe. 

Wid.  Lord,  how  we  lofe  our  pains ! 

Hel.  AWs  n.rel/y  that  ends  ivell  yet, 
Tho'  time  feem  fo  adverfe,  and  means  unfit : 
I  do  befeech  you,  whither  is  he  gone  ? 

Gent.  Marry,  as  I  take  it,  to  Roujillofty 
Whither  I'm  going. 

He},  I  befeech  you,  Sir, 
Since  you  are  like  to  fee  the  King  before  m^ 
Commend  this  paper  to  his  gracious  hand ; 
Which,  I  prefume,  {hall  render  you  no  blame. 
But  rather  make  you  thank  your  pains  for  it. 
I  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Our  means  will  make  us  means. 

Gent.  This  I'll  do  for  you. 

Bei  And  you  fhall  find  yourfelf  to  be  well  thank'dj, 
Whate'er  falls  more.     We  muH  to  horie  again. 
Go,  go,   provide.  ^Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.     Changes  to  Roufillon. 

Enter  Clown,  «,WParolles. 

Par.  g^^  O  O  D-  Mr.  Le'uatch,   give  my  Lord  Lafeu 

\J  this  letter  ;  I  have  ere  now.  Sir,  been  better 

hnown  to  you,    when  I  have  held  familiarity  with. 

fr»fliejt 
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frefher  deaths ;  »  but  I  am  now.  Sir,  muddled  in  for- 
tune's moat,  and  fmell  fomewhat  llrong  of  her  flron^ 
difpleafure. 

Clo.  Truly,  fortune^s  difpleafure  is  but  iluttifli,  if 
it  fmell  io  llrongly  as  thou  fpeak'ft  of:  I  will  hence- 
forth eat  no  fifh  of  fortune's  butt'ring.  Pr'ythee,  allow 
the  wind. 

Par.  Nay,  you  need  not  to  flop  your  nofe.  Sir ;  I 
fpeak  but  by  a  metaphor. 

Clo.  ^  Indeed,  Sir,  if  your  metaphor  ftink,  I  will 
ftop  my  nofe  againft  any  man's  metaphor.  Pr'ythee, 
get  thee  further. 

Par.  Pray  you,  Sir,  deliver  me  this  paper. 

1  hut  I  am  noiVf  Sir,  muddied  in  fortune's  Mood,  and  fmell 
fomewhat  Jirong  of  berjirong  difpleafure,'^  I  believe  the  poet  wrote, 
in  fortune''^  moat  j  becaufe  the  Clown  in  the  very  nextTpeech  replies, 
/  ivill  henceforth  eat  no  fi/h  of  fortune's  ^utt^ring  j  and  again,  when 
he  comes  to  repeat  Paro//es"s  petition  to  Lafeu,  that  hath  falVn 
into  the  unclean  fifli-pond  of  her  difpleafure^  and,  as  he  fays,  is  mui-^ 
Akd  ivithal.  And  again.  Pray  you.  Sir,  uftthe  cztp  as  you  may. 
Sec.  In  all  which  places,  'tis  obvicus  a  moat  or  pond  is  the  ailufion, 
Befides,  Parolles  fmelling  ftrong,  as  he  fays,  of  fortune's  ftrong 
difpleafure,  carries  on  the  fame  image  }  for  as  the  moats  round  old 
feats  were  always  replenifhed  with  fi/h,  fo  the  Clown's  joke  of  hold- 
ing his  nofe,  we  may  prefume,  proceeded  from  this,  that  the  privji 
was  always  over  the  moat ;  and  therefore  the  Clov/n  humouroufly 
fays,  when  Parolles  is  preffing  him  to  deliver  his  letter  to  Lord 
Lafeu,  Fch  I  pr'ythee,  fland  aivay  j  a  paper  from  fortune's  clofe- 
ftool,  to  give  to  a  nobleman! 

z  Indeed,  Sir,  if  your  metaphor  fink ,  Iwilljiop  my  nofe  againft 
any  man's  metaphor,'^  Nothing  could  be  conceived  with  greater  hu- 
mour, or  juflneis  of  I'atire,  than  this  fptech.  The  ufe  hf  the  ftinking 
Metaphors  is  an  odious  fault,  which  grave  writers  often  commit.  It 
13  n'>t  uncommon  to  fee  moral  declaimers  againft  vice,  defcribc  her 
as  Htfiod  did  the  Fury  Triftitia  : 

T^q  Ih  ptvj!)v  {xv'ixi  pe'ov. 
Upon  which  LonginusjuMy  obferves,  that  inftead  of  giving  a  terrihk 
image,  he  has  given  a  very  nafly  one.  Cicero  cautions  well  againft 
it,  in  his  book  de  Orat.  ^oniam  h^ec,  fays  he,  velfumma  laus  eft 
in  verbis  transfer endis  ut  fenfumferiat  id,  quod  tranfjtumftt,  fugt-. 
tnda  eji  cmnis  turpitudo  earum  rerum,  ad  quas  eotum  animts  qui  audi'' 
unt  trahet  fimilitudo,.  Nolo  Tr.orte  did  jjfritani  caftratam  e£k  rem* 
fublicam^  Nolo  ftercus  curiae  diet  Clauciam.  Our  poet  himfelf  fa 
extremely  delicate  in  this  refpeft  J  who,  throughout  bis  larg«  wri^ 
tings,  jf  ynu  except  a  paflage  in  Hamlet ^  has  fcarce.  a.  metaphor  that 
«aa  oftend  the  moft  f^ueamilh  reader* 
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Clo,  Foh  !  pr'ythee,  fland  away ;  a  paper  from  for- 
tune's clole-ftool,  to  give  to  a  nobleman !  look,  here 
he  comes  hinifelf. 

Enter  Lafeu. 
Here  is  a  pur  of  fortune's,  Sir,  or  fortune's  cat,  (but 
not  a  mufk-cat ;)  that  hatli  fall'n  into  the  unclean  fifn- 
pond  of  her  difpleafure,  and,  as  he  fays,  is  muddied 
withal.  Pray  you,  Sir,  ufe  the  carp  as  you  may ;  for 
he  looks  like  a  poor,  decayed,  ingenious,  fooliih,  raf- 
caliy  knave.  ?  I  do  pity  his  diilrefs  in  my  fimilies  of 
comfort,  and  leave  him  to  your  Lordfhip 

Par.  My  Lord,  I  am  a  man  whom  fortune  hath 
cruelly  fcratch'd. 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  'tis  too 
late  to  pair  her  nails  now.  Wherein  have  you  play'd 
the  knave  with  fortune,  that  Ihe  Ihould  fcratch  you, 
who  of  herfelf  is  a  good  lady,  and  would  not  have 
knaves  thrive  long  under  her  ?  there's  a  ^art-cCecu 
for  you  :  let  the  julHces  make  you  and  fortune  friends; 
I  am.  for  other  bufinefs. 

Par,  I  befeech  your  honour,  to  hear  me  one  fmgle 
word. 

Laf.  You  beg  a  fingle  penny  more  ;  come,  you  ftiall 
ha't,  fave  your  word. 

Par.  My  name,  my  good  Lord,  Is  Parolles. 

Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox* 
my  paffion !  give  me  your  hand  :  how  does  your 
drum  ? 

Par.  O  my  good  lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found 
me. 

Laf.  Was  I,  infooth  ?  and  I  was  the  firft  that  loll: 
thee. 

Par.  It  lies  in  you,  my  lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome 
grace,  for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf.  Out  upon  thee,  knave  !  doft  thou  put  upon 
me  at  once  both  the  office  of  God  and  the  Devil  ?  one 
brings  thee  in  grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out. 
[Sound  Trumpets.}  The  King's  coming,  I  know,  by  his 

3  I  Jo  pity  his  difirefs  in  my  smiles  of  comfort,]  We  fliould  read, 
« I  wi  L I E  s  of  comfort,  Awh  as  the  callisg  hixa  fortune' x  caf,  carp,  &c. 

trumpets* 
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trumpets.  Sirrah,  inquire  further  after  me,  I  had  talk 
of  you  laft  night ;  tho'  you  are  a  fool  and  a  knave, 
you  fhall  eat;  go  to,  follow. 

Par.  I  praife  God  for  you.  [ExeuNf^ 

SCENE    in, 

Tlourip.       Enter   King,     Countefs,    Lafeu,    the  /w» 
French  Lords,  nvith  Attendants. 

King.  We  lo±!  a  je\vel  of  her,  4-  our  efteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  hy  it;  but  your  fon» 
As  mad  in  folly,  lack'd  the  fenfe  to  know 
Her  eftimation  home. 

Count.  'Tis  paft,  my  Liege  ; 
And  1  befeech  your  Majefty  to  make  it 
5  Natural  rebellion,  done  i'th'  blade  of  youth. 
When  oil  and  fire,    too  ftrong  for  reafon's  force^ 
O'erbears  it,  and  burns  on. 

King.  My  honoured  Lady, 
I  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  all  ; 
Tho'  my  revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him> 
And  watch'd  the  time  to  flioot. 

Laf,  This  I  mull:  fay. 
But  fir  ft  I  beg  my  pardon  ;  the  young  I/Ord 
Did  to  his  Majefty,  his  mother,  and  his  lady. 
Offence  of  mighty  note ;  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all.     He  loft  a  wife, 
Whofe  beauty  did  aftonifh  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  eyes ;  whofe  words  all  ears  took  captive  i 
Whofe  dear  perfedion,  hearts,  that  fcarn'd  to  ferve. 
Humbly  call'd  miftrefs. 

King.  Praifmg  what  is  loft. 

Makes  the  remembrance  dear.    Well call  him 

hither ; 

4  ■  ■     ■■  -  our  efteem]  Efieem  is  here  ufed  for  efiimaticn,  in  the 
fenfe  of  nvortb^   eft  ate. 

5  Natural  rebellion  ^  done  CtF  -a^ADt.  of  youth  ^  The  whole  fi- 
gure here  employ 'd  fliews  we  fhould  read, 

— ^ ■■  V  tf  BLAZE  of  youth, 

9,  t,  in  fervour,  flame.     So  in  Troilus  and  CreJJida, 

For  Heftor,    in  bis  blaze  o/"  ivratb,  fubfcriUs 
%!i  tender  cbjem  ,  , 

We're 
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We're  reconcird,  and  the  firft  view  ihall  kill 
All  repetition  :  let  him  not  afk  our  pardon. 
The  nature  of  his  great  offence  is  dead, 
And  deeper  than  oblivion  we  do  bury 
Th'  incenfing  relicks  of  it.     I-et  him  approach, 
A  llranger,  no  offender  ;   and  inform  him, 
So  'tis  our  will  he  fhould. 

Gent.  I  fhall,  my  Liege. 

King,  What  fays  he  to  your  daughter  ?    Have  yott 
fpoke  ? 

Laf.  AH,  that  he  is,  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs. 

King.  Then  fhall  we  have  a  match.     I  have  letters 
fent  me, 
That  fet  him  in  high  fame. 

SCENE    IV.     Enter  Bertram. 

laf.  He  looks  well  on't. 

King.  I'm  not  a  day  of  feafon, 
For  thou  may'fl  fee  a  fun-fhine  and  a  hail 
In  me  at  once  ;  but  to  the  brighteft  beams 
Diftrafted  clouds  give  way  ;  fo  ftand  thou  forth^ 
The  time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  My  high  repented  blames. 
Dear  Sovereign,   pardon  me. 

Kin^.  All  is  whole,  ^ 

Not  one  word  more  of  the  confumed  timCj 
Let's  take  the  inflant  by  the  forward  top  i 
For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'fl  decrees 
Th'  inaudible  aPxd  noifelefs  foot  of  time 
Steals,    ere  we  can  effeii  them.     You  remember 
The  daughter  of  this  Lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  Liege.     At  firft 
I  fluck  my  choice  upon  her,  ere  my  heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  herald  of  my  tongue  : 
Where  the  ImprefTion  of  mine  eye  enfixmg, 
Contempt  his  Iccrnful  perfpe^ive  did  lend  me. 
Which  warp'd  the  line  of  every  other  favour  ; 
6  Scorch'd  a  fair  colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftoln; 

Extended 

ie  eb^ivea,  il^it  this  young  man's  cafe  was  not  indifterence  to  t.e 
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Extended  or  contraaed  all  proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  objea  :    thence  it  came,  ^ 

That  flie,  whom  all  men  prais'd,  and  whom  mylelf. 
Since  I  have  loft,    have  lov'd,  was  in  mine  eye 
The  duft  that  did  ofFend  it. 

King.  Well  excus'd  : 
That  thou  do'ft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  fcores  away 
From  the  great  'compt ;  but  love,  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  remorfeful  pardon  flowly  carried. 
To  the  great  fender  turns  a  fowre  offence. 
Crying,    that's  good  that  is  gone  :    our  ralh  faults 
7  Make  trivial  price  of  ferious  things  we  have. 
Not  knowing  them,    until  we  know  their  grave. 
Oft  our  difpleafures,    to  ourfelves   unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  friends,  and,  after,  weep  their  duft : 

fex  In  general,  but  a  vsry  ftrong  attachment  to  one ;  therefore  he 
could  not  [corn  a  fair  colour,  for  it  was  that  which  had  captivated 
him.  But  he  might  very  naturally  be  faid  to  do  what  men,  ftrongly 
attached  to  one,  commonly  do,  not  allow  beauty  in  any  face  but 
his  miflrefs's.  And  that  this  was  the  thought  here,  is  evident^ 
1.  From  the  latter  part  of  the  verfe, 

cr  exprefs'd  it  Jiorn  ; 

a.  From  the  preceding  verfe. 

Which  'voarfd  the  line  of  every  other  favour  \ 
3,  From  the  following  verfes, 

Extended  or  contraEitd  all  proportions. 

To  a  moji  hideous  objeR  : ^ 

Secondly,  It  is  to  be  obfervcd,  that  he  defcribes  his  indifference 
for  others  in  highly  figurative  expreflions.  Contempt  is  brought  in 
lending  him  her  perfpeftive-glafs,  which  does  its  office  properly  by 
warping  the  lines  of  other  faces  ;  by  extending  or  contraEimg  into  a 
bideous%bjea  \  or  by  exprejfng  or  (hewing  native  red  and  white  as 
paint.  But  with  what  propriety  of  fpeech  can  this  glafs  be  faid  to 
(corn,  which  is  an  affeclion  of  the  mind  ?  Here  then  the  metaphor 
becomes  miferably  mangled  j  but  the  foregoing  observation  will  lead 
us  to  the  genuine  reading,  which  is, 

Scorch'd  <x  fair  colour ^  or  exprefi'd  it  floVn  i 
i.e.  this  glafs  reprefented  the  owner  as  brown  or  tanned  :  or,  if  not 
fo,  caufed  the  native  colour  to  appear  artificial  Thus  he  fpeakt 
in  charafler,  and  confiiiently  with  the  reft  of  his  fpeech.  The 
emendation  reftorcs  integrity  to  the  figure,  and,  by  a  beautiful 
thought,  makes  thzfcornfulperf^.^ai-ve  of  contempt  do  the  office  of 
a  burning.glafs , 

7  Make  trivial  price  of  ferious  things—--]  Serious  for  valuable. 
In  this  fenfe  a  certain  prebendary  of  Wefminjhr  undeviiooi  the  word, 
ijyhen  he  ufed  to  tell  his  friends,  A  pilling  was  a  ferious  thing. 

Our 
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Our  own  love  waking  cries  to  fee  what's  done. 
While  fhameful  hate  lleeps  out  the  afternoon/ 
Be  this  fweet  Helens  knell ;  and  now,  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  token  for  fair  Maudlin, 
The  main  confents  are  had,  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  fee  our  widower's  fecond  marriage-day : 

Count.  Which  better  than  the  firil,    O  dear  heav*n, 
blefs, 
Or,  ere  they  meet,  in  me,  O  nature,  ceafe ! 

Laf.  Come  on,  my  fon,  in  whom  my  houfe's  name 
Muft  be  digeiltd :   give  a  favour  from  yoa 
To  fparkle  in  the  fpirits  of  my  daughter. 
That  fhe  may  quiciily  come.     By  my  old  beard. 
And  every  hair  that's  on't,  Helev,  that's  dead. 
Was  a  fv/eet  creature  :   fuch  a  ring  as  this, 
The  lafl  that  ere  fhe  took  her  leave  at  court, 
I  faw  upon  her  finger. 
Ber.  Her's  it  was  not. 

King.  Nov/,  pray  you,  let  me  fee  it :  For  mine  eye. 
While  I  v/as  fpeaking,   oft  was  failen'd  to't. 
This  ring  was  mine  ;    and,  when  I  gave  it  Helen, 
I  bad  \\zrf   if  her  fortunes  ever  flood 
NecefTited  to  help,   that  by  this  token 
I  would  relieve  her.     Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  her 
Of  what  fliould  flead  her  molt  ? 
Ber.  My  gracious  Sovereign, 
Howe'er  it  pleafes  you  to  take  it  fo. 
The  ring  was  never  her's. 
Count.  Son,   on  my  life, 
I've  feen  her  wear  it,   and  fhe  reckon'd  it 
At  her  life's  rate. 

Laf.  I'm  fure,  I  faw  her  wear  it. 
Ber.  You  are  deceiv'd,  my  Lord,  fhe  never  faw  it; 
In  Florence  was  it  from  a  cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrap'd  in  a  paper,    which  contain'd  the  name 
Of  her  that  threw  it  :  Noble  fhe  was,   and  thought 
I  flood  engag'd  ;  but  when  I  had  fubfcrib'd 
To  mine  own  fortune,  and  inform'd  her  fully, 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  honour 
As  fhe  had  made  the  overture,  flie  ceaft 
In  heavy  fatisfadion,  and  would  never 

Receive 
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Receive  the  ring  again. 

Kitt^.  Plutus  himfelf,  , 

That  knows  the  tind  and  multiplying  medicine. 
Hath  not  in  nature's  myftery  more  fcience,  ^ 

Than  I  have  in  this  ring.    'Twas  mine,  'twas  Helen  s. 
Whoever  gave  it  you  :   ^  then  if  you  know. 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  yourfelf, 
Confefs  'twas  hers,  and  by  what  rough  enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.     She  cali'd  the  Saints  to  furety> 
That  ihe  would  never  put  it  from  her  finger, 
Unlefs  fhe  gave  it  to  yourfelf  in  bed,  ^ 
(Where  you  have  never  come)  or  fent  it  us 
Upon  her  great  difafter. 

Ber.  She  never  fav/  it. 

King.  Thou  fpeak'ft  ic  falfely,   as  I  love  mine  ho- 


nour 


And  mak'ft  conje^'ral  fears  to  come  into  me. 
Which  I  would  fain  Ihut  out ;    if  it  Ihould  prove 

That  thou  art  fo  inhuman— 'twill  not  prove  lo ' 

And  yet  I  know  not— thou  didil  hate  her  deadly. 
And  Ihe  is  dead  ;  which  nothing,  but  to  clofe 
Her  eyes  myfelf,  could  win  me  to  believe. 
More  than  to  fee  this  ring.     Take  him  away. 

[Guards  feize  Bertram. 
My  fore-pad  proofs,   howe'er  the  matter  fall. 
Shall  tax  my  fears  of  little  vanity. 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.     Away  with  him. 
We'll  fift  this  matter  further. 

Ber.   If  you  (hall  prove. 
This  ring  was  ever  hers,  you  ihall  as  eafie 
Prove  that  I  hufbanded  her  in  bed  in  Florence, 
Where  yet  Ihe  never  was.       {Exit  Bertram  guarded^ 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  a   Gentleman^ 

King.  I'm  wrap'd  in  difmal  thinkings. 
Gent.  Gracious  Sovereign, 

8 then  If  you  kno'W, 

That  you  are  ivdl  acquainted  nuhh  yurfelf]  i.  e.  then  if  yo» 
be  wife.     A  ftrange  way  of  exprefiing  fo  trivial  a  thought ! 

Whether 
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Whether  I've  been  to  blame  or  no,  I  know  not ; 
Here's  a  petition  from  a  Florentine^ 
9  Who  hath  Tome  four  or  five  removes  come  fliort 
To  tender  it  herfelf.     I  undertook  it, 
Vanquifh'd  thereto  by  the  fair  grace  and  fpeech 
Of  the  poor  fuppliant,  who  by  this,  I  know. 
Is  here  attending  :  her  bafmefs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  vifage  ;  and  flie  told  me^ 
In  a  fweet  verbal  brief,  it  did  concern 
Your  Highnefs  with  herfelf. 

The  King  reads  a  letter. 

Upon  his  many  protejlations  to  marry  me,  tjuhen  his  nvife 
njcas  deadi  I  hlujh  to  fay  it,  he  ivon  me.  No^lV  is  the 
Count  Roufillon  a  •vj'tdonx-er,  his  'vo'us  are  forfeited  to 
me,  and  my  honour  s  paid  to  him.  He  flole  fom  Flo- 
rence, taking  no  iea've,  and  Ifollovj  him  to  this  country 
for  jufice  :  grant  it  me,  O  King^  in  you  it  befi  lies  ; 
other vjife  a  feducer  fiourifhesy  and  a  poor  maid  is  un.' 
done* 

Diana  Capulet.' 

taf  I  will  buy  me  a  fon-in-Iaw  in  a  fair,  and  tell 
for  him.     For  this,  I'll  none  of  him. 

King.  The   heavens   have   thought   well   on  thee, 
Lafeu, 
To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.     Seek  thefe  fuitors : 
Go  fpeedily,  and  bring  again  the  Count. 

Enter  Bertram. 

I  am  afraid,  the  life  of  Helen  (lady) 
Was  foully  fnatch'd. 

Count.  Now  juftice  on  the  doers ! 

King.  I  wonder.  Sir,  wives  are  fo  monftrous  to  you, 
And  that  you  fly  them  as  you  fvvear  to  them ; 
Yet  you  defire  to  wed.     What  woman's  that  ? 

9  Who  hath  TOVL  four  or  fue  removes  come  Jhcrt'^     We  /hould 
read,         PFbo  hatb  Jome  four  or  fi've  removes  come  Jhoit, 
So  in  King  Lear, 

For  that  I  am  somk  tiveive  or  fourteen  moonfhlnei 
Lag  of  a  brother ^ . .      .       .  ■ 

Enter 
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Enter  Widonjo  and  Diana. 

V>la    I  am,  my  Lord,  a  wretched  Florentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capulet ; 
My  fuit,  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know. 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied. 

Wid.  I  am  her  mother.  Sir,  whofe  age  and  honour 
Both  fufFer  under  this  complaint  we  bring. 
And  both  fnall  ceafe  without  your  remedy. 

King.  Come  hither.   Count;    do  you  know  thefc 
women  ? 

"Ber^  My  Lord,  I  neither  can,  nor  will,  deny 
But  that  I  know  them  ;  do  they  charge  me  further  ? 

Dia.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange  upon  your  wife  ? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord. 

Via.  If  you  fhall  marry. 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine  ; 
You  give  away  heav'n's  vows,  and  thofe  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  myfelf,  which  is  known  mine ; 
For  I  by  vow  am  fo  embodied  yours. 
That  fhe,  which  marries  you,  mull  marry  me. 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.    Your    reputation  comes  too    fhort  for    my 
daughter,  you  are  no  huihand  for  her.       \To  Bertram. 

Ber,  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defp'rate  creature. 
Whom    fometime  I  have    laugh'd  with  :    let    your 

Highneis 
Lay  a  more  noble  thought  upon  mine  honour. 
Than  for  to  think  that  I  would  fmk  it  here. 

King.  Sir,   for  my  thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to 
friend, 
'Till  your  deeds  gain  them  :  fairer  prove  your  honour, 
Than  in  my  thought  it  lies ! 

Dia.  Good  my  lord, 
Afk  him  upon  his  oath,  if  he  does  think 
He  had  not  njy  virginity. 

King.  What  fay 'ft  thou  to  her  ? 

Ber.  She's  im.pudent,  my  Lord ; 
And  was  a  common  gamefter  to  the  camp. 

Dia.  He  does  me  wrong,  m.y  Lord  ;  if  I  were  fo. 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  price. 
Do  noc  believe  him.    O,  behold  this  ring, 

Whoff 
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Whofc  high  refpeft  and  rich  validity 
Did  laclc  a  parallel  :  yet  for  all  that. 
He  gave  it  to  a  commoner  o'th'  camp. 
If  I  be  one. 

Count.  He  blufhes,  and  'tis  his : 
Of  fix  preceding  anceflors,  that  gemm 
Conferred  by  Teilament  to  th'  fequent  liTue, 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.     This  is  his  wife. 
That  ring's  a  thoufand  proofs. 

King.  Methought,  you  faid, 
You  faw  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefs  it. 

Dia.  I  did,  my  Lord,  but  loath  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  inftrument ;  his  name's  Parolles. 

Laf.  I  faw  the  man  to  day,  if  man  he  be. 

King.  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 

Ber.  What  of  him  ? 
He's  quoted  for  a  moft  perfidious  flave. 
With  all  the  fpots  o'th'  world  tax'd  and  debofh'd. 
Which  nature  fickens  with  :  but  to  fpeak  truth. 
Am  I  or  that  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter. 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 

King.  She  hath  that  ring  of  yours. 

Ber,  I  think,  flie  has ;  certain  it  is,  I  lik'd  her. 
And  boarded  her  i'th'  wanton  way  of  youth : 
She  knew  her  diftance,  and  did  angle  for  me. 
Madding  my  eagernefs  with  her  reltraint  ; 
As  all  impediments  in  fancy's  courfe 
Are  motives  of  more  fancy  :  and  in  fine. 
Her  infult  coming  with  her  modern  grace, 
Subdu'd  me  to  her  rate :  fhe  got  the  ring  ; 
And  I  had  That,  which  any  inferior  might 
At  market-price  have  bought. 

Dia.  I  mull  be  patient : 
You,  that  turn'd  off  a  firft  fo  noble  wife. 
May  jullly  '  diet  me.     I  pray  you  yet, 
(Since  you  lack  virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  huftand,) 
Send  for  your  ring,  I  will  return  it  home, 
And  give  me  mme  again. 

1  —  diet  me. ]  /.  e.  ufe  me  harfhly.     A  phrafe  taken  from 

the  fevere  methods  taken  in  curing  the  venereal  dilorder. 

Ber* 
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Bir.  I  have  it  not. 

King.  What  ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you  ? 
Dia.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  finger. 
King.  Know  you  this  ring  ?  tliis  ring  was  his  of  late. 
Dia.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 
King,  The  ftory  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 
Out  of  a  cafement. 

Dia.  1  have  fpoke  the  truth. 

SCENE    VI. 
Enter  Parolles. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs,  the  ring  was  hers. 

King.    You  boggle  fhrewdly,    every  feather  Itart^ 

you  I 

Is  this  the  man  you  fpeak  of? 

Dia.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Kina.  Tell  me,  Sirrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge  you. 
Not  fearing  the  difpleafure  of  your  mailer. 
Which  on  your  jull  proceeding  I'll  keep  off  ^ 
By  him  and  by  this  woman  here,  v/hat  know  you  ? 

Par.  So  pleafe  your  Majelly,  my  mafter  hath  been 
an  honourable  Gentleman.  Tricks  he  hath  had  in  him, 
which  Gentlemen  have. 

King.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe ;  did  he  love 
this  wonian  ? 

Par.  'Faith,    Sir,  he  did  love  her ;  but  how  ? 

King.  How,  I  pray  you  ? 

Par.  He  did  love  her.  Sir,  as  a  Gentleman  loves  a 
Woman. 

King.  How  is  that  ? 

P^r.  He  lov'd  her.  Sir;  and  lov'd  her  not. 

King.  As  thou  art  a  knave,  and  no  knave ;  what  an 
equivocal  companion  is  this  ? 

Par.  I  am  a  poor  man,  and  at  your  Majefly's  Com- 
mand. 

Laf.  He's  a  good  drum,  my  lord,  but  a  naughty 

Dia.  Do  you  know,  he  promis'd  me  marriage  ? 
Par.  'Faith,  I  know  more  than  I'll  fpeak. 
King.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  know'fl  ? 

Par, 
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Par.  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  Majcfty.  I  did  go  between 
tKem,  as  I  faid  ;  but  more  than  that,  he  lov'd  her :  for, 
indeed,  he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Satan,  and 
of  limbo,  and  of  furies,  and  I  know  not  what ;  yet  I 
was  in  that  credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew 
of  their  going  to  bed,  and  ol"  other  motions,  as  promi- 
fmg  her  marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill 
will  to  fpeak  of ;  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I 
know. 

King.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou 
can'ft  fay  they  are  married  j  but  thou  art  too  fine  in 
thy  evidence;  therefore  Hand  afide.  This  ring,  you 
fay,  was  yours  ? 

Dia.  Ay,  my  good  lard. 

King.  Where  did  you  buy  it  ?  or  who  gave  it  you  r 
Dia.  It  was  not  given  me,  nor  did  I  buy  it. 
King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 
Via.  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 
King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 
Dia.  I  found  it  not. 

Kinz.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  ways. 
How  could  you  give  it  him  ? 
Bia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Laf.  This  woman's  an  eafy  glove,  my  Lord,  flie 
goes  off  and  on  at  pleafure.  • 

King.  This  ring  was  mine,    I  gave  it  his  fir  ft  wife. 
Dia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  aught  I  know. 
King.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now ; 
To  prifon  with  her  :  and  away  with  him. 
Unlefs  thou  telPft  me  where  tliou  hadil  this  ring, 
Thou  dieft  within  this  hour. 
Dia.  I'll  never  tell  you. 
King.  Take  her  away. 
Dia.  I'll  put  in  bail,  my  Liege. 
King.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  cuftomer. 
Dia,  Ey  JovCf  if  ever  I  knew  man,  'twas  you.  ^ 
^    ir/«^.Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  while? 

Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty  ; 
He  knows,  I  am  no  maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't  j 
I'll  fwear,  I  am  a  maid,  and  he  knows  not. 

Great 
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Great  King,  I  am  no  ftrumpet,  by  my  life  ; 
I'm  either  maid,  orelfethis  old  man's  wife. 

\_Pointing  to  Lafeu. 

King.  She  does  abufe  our  ears ;  to  prifon  with  her. 

Dia.  Good  mother,  fetch  my  bail.    Stay,  royal  Sir. 

[£;c// Widow. 
The  jeweller,  that  owes  Ae  ring,  is  fent  for. 
And  he  fliall  furety  me.  But  for  this  Lord,  [To  Bertraio. 
Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf, 
Tho'  yet  he  never  harni'd  me,  here  I  quit  him. 
He  knows  himfelf,  my  bed  he  hath  defil'd, 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  wife  with  child  ', 
Dead  tho'  fhe  be,  fhe  feels  her  young  one  kick  c 
So  there's  my  riddle ;  one,  that's  dead,  is  quick. 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Helena,   <?«t/ Widow. 

King.  Is  there  no  Exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  office  of  mine  eyes  ? 
Is't  real,  that  I  fee  ? 

Hel:  No,  my  good  Lord, 
'Tis  but  a  fhadow  of  a  wife  you  fee. 
The  name,  and  not  the  thing. 

Ber»  Both,  both  ;  oh,  pardon  ! 

Hel,   Ch,  my  good  Lord,  v;hen  I  was  like  this  maid, 
I  found  you  wondrous  kind  ;  there  is  your  ring, 
And  look  you,  here's  your  letter  :  this  it  fays;. 
When  from  ?ny  Jinger  you  can  get  this  ring, 
Jnd  are  by  me  ^uoith  child,  &c.     Tliis  is  done. 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

]]er.  If  fhe,  my  Liege,  can  make  me  know  this 
clearly, 
I'll  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

Hel.  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue^ 
Deadly  divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you  ! 
O  my  dear  mother,  do  I  fee  you  living  ? 

[To  the  Counters. 

Laf.  Mine  eyes  fmell  onions,  I  fhall  v/eep  anon  : 
Good  ToT/t  Drum,  lend  me  a  handkerchief. 

[To  Parolles. 
So,  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home.  I'll  make  fport 
with  thee:  let  thy  courtefies  alone,  they  are  fcurvy 
ones. 

Vol.  IIL  F  Kin^ 
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King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  ftory  know. 
To  make  the  even  trath  in  picafure  flow  : 
if  thou  beeft  yet  a  frefh  uncropped  flower,  \To  DiianJ 
Chufe  thou  thy  hun)and,  and  ill  pay  thy  dowcr^ 
For  I  can  guefs,  that,  by  thy  honefl:  aid, 
Thou  kept'fl  a  wife  herfeif,  thyfelf  a  maid. 
Of  that  and  all  the  progrefs  more  and  lefs, 
Refolvedly  more  leifure  fliall  exprefs : 
All  yet  feems  well ;  and  if  it  end  fo  meet, 
"The  bitter  pall,  more  welcome  is  the  fweet.     [Exeunt 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  the  King. 

TH  E  Kinfs  a  heggar,  novj  the  flay  is  done  : 
All  is  well  ended,  ifthisjuit  be  nvony 
7 hat  you  exprefs  content. '»  ivhich  nve  'wi/i  pay. 
With  jlrife  t^  pleafe  you,  day  exceeding  day  ; 
'Ours  be  your  patience  then,  and  yours  our  parts  5 
JTour  gentle  hands  lend  uf,  and  lake  our  hearts* 
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Dramatis  Perfonas. 


ORSINO,  Duh  of  Illy nz. 

Sebaftian,  a  young  gentleman.  Brother  toY \0\2i, 

Antonio,  a  Sea-captain^  Friend  to  Sebaftian. 

Curfr"^^'  |Gf«//m^r,  attending  on  the  Duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  Unc/e  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague- cheek,  afooUJh  Knight,  pretending  t9 

Olivia. 
A  Sea-captain,  friend  to  Viola. 
Fabian,  Ser-vant  to  Olivia. 
Malvolio,  a  fantajiical  Ste^^ird  to  Olivia. 
Clown,  S^r^ant  to  Olivia. 

Olivia,  a  tady  of  great  Beauty  and  Fortune,  belo<vd  hy 

the  Duke, 
Viola,  in  love  nuith  the  Duke, 
Maria,  Olivia'j  Woman, 

^rief.  Sailors,  Officers^  and  other  Attendants,    ^ 

SCENE,   a  Cit^  <?«  the  Coaft  of  Illyria^ 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    L 

ne    ?  A  LA  C  E, 

Enter  the  Duke,  Curio,  and  Lords* 

Duke>  "  TT  F  mufick  be  the  food  of  love,  play  on  ; 
"     I    Give  me  excefs  of  it ;  » that,  furfeiting 
«  X,  The  appetite.  Love  may  ficken,   and  io 
die. 
"  *  That  ftrain  again  j  if  had  a  dying  fall : 
"  O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear,  like  the  fweet  fouth, 

«*  That 

1  that,  furfeiting 

The  appetite  mayjickett,  and fo  die.']  There  is  an  impropriety 
of  expreflion  in  the  prefent  reading  of  this  fine  paflage.  We  do  not 
fay,  that  the  appetite  Jickens  and  dies  thro"  a  Jurfeit ;  but  the  fub- 
}e£l  of  that  apppetite.  J  am  perfuaded,  a  word  is  accidentally  dropt  J 
and  that  we  fiiouJd  read,  and  point,  the  palTage  Jthus, 

that,  furfeiting 

The  appetite,    i^ovx  may  ficken,   and  fo  die. 

2  That  f  rain  again  ; it  had  a  dying  fall: 

0  I  it  came  o'er  my  ear,  like  the  fweet  fouth. 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  qjiokts. 

Stealing,   and giijing  cd:ur ]   Amoncft  the  beauties  of 

'.h;5  charming  fimilitucV,  itt  exaft  propriety  is  not  the  leaft.  For, 
2S  a  fuuih  wind,  while  bicwmg  over  a  violet-bank,  wafts  away  the 
odour  of  the  flowers,  it,  tt  the  fame  time,  communicates  its  own 
fweetnefs  to  it ;  fo  the  Toft  aftefting  mufick,  here  defcribed,  tho* 
It  takes  away  the  natural,  fweet,  tranquillity  of  the  mind,  yet,  at 
the  fame  time,  it  communicates  a  new  pkafurc  to  it.  Or,  'it  rmy 
F  3  %\\Mit 


t02  Twelfth-Night:  or, 

**  That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets,, 

**  Stealing,   and  givirjg  odour.     Enough  ! —  no  more  i. 

*Tis  not  fo  fweet  now,   as  it  was  before. 

O  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  frefli  art  tiiou  ! 

That,  notwithftanding  thy  capacity 

Keceiveth  as  the  fea,  nought  enters  there. 

Of  what  validity  and  pitch  foe'er, 

But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 

Even  in  a  minute;  3  fo  full  of  fhapes  in  fancy, 

That  it  alone  is  hight  fantaftical. 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord  ? 

Duke.  What,  Curio? 

Cur.  The  hart. 

Duke.  Why,  fo  I  do,  the  nobleft  that  I  have ; 

0,  when  my  Eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 
Methought,  fhe  purg'd  the  air  of  pellilence ; 
That  inftant  was  I  tum'd  into  a  hart. 

And  ray  delires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds, 

E'er  imce  purfue  me.  Hov^r  now,  what  news  from  her  ?• 

allude  to  another  property  of  mafick,  where  the  ^me  ftrains  have 
a  power  to  excite  paii?  or  pleafure,  as  the  ftate  is,  in  which  it  finds 
the  hearer.  Hence  Milton  makes  the  ielf-farae  ftrains  of  Orpheus 
proper  to  excite  both  the  afieftions  of  mirth  and  melancholy,  jult 
»s  the  mind  is  then  difpo'ed.     If  to  mirth,  he  calls  for  fuch  mufickj 

That  Orpheus' /tr//"  may  keave  tis  hsad 

Frcrift  golden  Jlumbers  on  a  bid 

Of  he  apt  E 1  y  fi  a  n  Jloivsrs,  a  r.d  hear 

■Such  Jirairs  as  ivould  ha've  ivon  the  ear- 

Of  Pluto,  to  have  quite  Jet  free 

His  half- regained.  Eurydice.             L'allegro. 
If  to  melancholy • 

Or  bid  the  foul  of  Orpheusyjng' 

Such  notes  as,    ivarbled  to  thejlringy 

Drew  iron  tears  down  Plnto'5  cheeky 

And  made  Hell  grant  ivhat  love  didfeek.        U  penferofo, 
3  So  full  of  J?.^ apes  is  fancy, 

That  it  alone  is  high  farJaJiical.']    This  complicated  not 
fenfe  fliould  be  redlified  thus, 

So  full  of  Jhapes  in  fancy. 

That  it  alone  is  higkt  fantajiical, 

1.  e,  love  is  fo  full  of  fhapes  in  fancy,  that  the  name  oi  fantajiiccl 
is  peculiarly  given  to  it  alone. 

?ut,  for  the  old  nonfenfe,  the  Oxford  Editor  gives  us  his  new. 
So  full  of  Jhapes  is  fancy, 
Ajtd  (hfu  all  o'tr  art  bigb  phantajiicalj    Says  the  Critic. 
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Enter  Valentine. 

r^tt.  So  pleafe  my  Lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
But  from  her  hand-maid  do  rerurn  this  anfwer  : 
The  element  itfelf,  'till  feven  years  hence. 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view; 
But,  like  a  cloyftrefs,  llie  will  veiled  walk. 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chamber  round 
With  eye-offending  brine  :  all  this  to  feafon 
A  brother's  dead  love,   which  fhe  would  keep  freflv 
And  lafting  in  her  fad  remembrance. 

Duke.  O,  ihe,  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame, 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother^ 
How  will  fhe  love,  when  the  rich  golden  Ihaft 
Hath  kiird  the  flock  of  all  affedions  elfe 
That  live  in  her  ?  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart, 
*  Three  fov'reign  thrones,  are  all  fupply'd  and  fill'A, 
(5  O  fweet  perfection  !)   with  one  felf-fame  King  ! 
Away  before  me  to  fweet  beds  of  flowers ; 
Love-thoughts  lie  rich,  when  canopy 'd  \sith  bowers. 

[^Exeu/ji. 

SCENE  n.     Ue  Street. 

Enter  Viola,  a  Captain  and  Sailors* 

Vio,  TT^HAT  country,  friends,  is  thfs  ? 
VV        Cap.  lllyria.  Lady. 

Vio.  And  what  ftiould  I  do  in  Illyria  ? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elyjium. 
Perchance,  he  is  not  drown'd  ;  what  think  you,  failors  i 

Cap.  It  is  perchance,  that  you  yourfelf  were  fav'd. 

Vio.  O  my  poor  brother  !  fo,  perchance,  may  he  be. 

Cap.    True,    Madam,    and   to  comfort  you  with 
chance, 
Afl*ure  yourfelf,  after  our  fliip  did  fplit. 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  fav'd  with  you. 


4  THE^T.  fov''reig)3  thrones — }  We  (hould  read  t h a E E  _/£t/Vf /^» 
thrones.  This  is  exaftly  in  the  manner  of  Shakefpear.  So,  after* 
—  irds,  in  this  play,  Thy  tongue,  thy  face ^   thy  limbs,  a£ii«ns,  and 

rit^    do  give  thee  fivefold  blazon, 

5  H  E  R  ftueet  perfeEiions  / J    We  fliould  read,    and  point  it  thus> 
(0  ficcet  psrfeaion  I) 

F  4  Hung 


ards 
fpirit. 
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Hung  on  our  driving  boat :  I  faw  your  brother, 

iMoft  provident  in  peril,  bind  himfelf 

{Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  prafticc) 

To  a  flrong  mail,  that  liv'd  upon  the  feaj 

Where,  like  ^rion  on  the  dolphin's  back, 

I  faw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  wavet. 

So  long  as  I  could  i'qe. 

Fio.  For  faying  fo,    there's  gold. 
Mine  Qwn  efcape  unfoldeth  to  my  hope, 
Whereto  thy  fpejech  itYwts  for  authority, 
The  like  of  him.     Know'll  thou  this  country? 

Cap.  Ay,  Madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  borw, 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 
Fio.  Who  governs  here  ? 
Cap.  A  noble  Duke  in  nature,  as  in  name. 
Vio.  What  is  his  name  ? 
Cap.   Orjino. 

Vio.  OrJlno  /   I  have  heard  my  father  name  him : 
He  was  a  batchelor  then. 
.  Cap    And  fo  IS  now,  or  was  fo  very  late  ; 
For  but  a  month  ago  I  went  from  hence. 
And  then  'twas  frefh  in  murmur  (as  you  know. 
What  Great  ones  do,  the  lefs  will  prattle  of) 
That  he  did  feek  the  love  of  fair  Oiiuia. 
Vio.  What's  Ihe  ? 

Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  Count, 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve  months  fmce,  then  leaving  her 
In  the  proteftion  of  his  fon,  her  brother. 
Who  fhortly  alfo  dy'd ;  for  whofe  dear  love. 
They  fay,  Ihe  hath  abjur'd  the  fight 
And  company  of  men. 

Vio.  O,  that  I  ferv'd  that  lady. 
And  might  not  be  deliver'd  to  the  world,. 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellow 
What  my  eflate  is ! 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compafs  ; 
Becaufe  ihe  will  admit  no  kind  of  fuit, 
No,  not  the  Duke's. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  Captain  ; 
And  tho'  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution  ;   vet  of  thee, 

I  will 
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I  will  believe,  thou  haft  a  mind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  charafter : 
I  prithee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteoufly. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am  and  be  my  aid 
For  fuch  difguife  as,  haply,  (hall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.     Til  ferve  this  Duke  ; 
Thou  flialt  prefent  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him. 
It  may  be  worth  thy  pains  j  for  I  can  fing. 
And  fpeak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  mufick. 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  fervice.  ^ 
What  elfe  may  hap,    to  time  I  will  commit ; 
Only  ihape  thou  thy  filence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  eunuch,   and  your  mute  Fll  be  : 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee. 

P'io.  I  thank  thee  ;  lead  me  on.  [Exeunf. 

SCENE    III.     ^«  Jpartment  in  01ivia*s  Houfe. 

Evter  Sir  Toby,  an^  Maria. 

SirTo.\'\7ll^'T  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to 
VV  take  the  death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I 
am  fure,  care's  an  enemy  to  life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth.  Sir  Toby,  you  muft  come  in  ear- 
lier a-nights ;  your  niece,  my  lady,  takes  great  excep- 
tions to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  yourfelf  within  the 
modeft  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To.  Confine  ?  I'll  confine  myfelf  no  finer  than  I 
am  ;  thefe  cloaths  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo 
be  thefe  boots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let  them  hang 
themfelves  in  their  own  ftraps. 

Mar.  That  quafHng  and  drinking  will  undo  you  ; 
I  heard  rny  lady  talk  of  it  yefterday,  and  of  a  foolifti 
Knight  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be  her 
wooer. 

Sir  To.  Who,  Sir  AndretM  Ague-cheek  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any's  in  Illjrial 

Mar.  What's  that  to  th'  purpofe  ? 

Sir,  To,  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  ducats  a  year; 
F  s  Mar. 
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Mar..  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  yeax  in  all  thefe  du- 
cats :  he's  a  very  fool  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  fay  fo  !  he  plays  o'th'  viol- 
degambo,  and  fpeaks  three  or  four  languages  word  for 
word  without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  of 
nature. 

Mar.  He  hath,  indeed, — almoft  natural ;  for  befidet 
that  he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller ;  and  but  that 
he  hath  the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the  guft  he  hath 
in  quarrelling,  'tis  thought  among  the  prudent,  he. 
would  quickly  have  the  gift  of  a  grave. 

Szr  To.  By  this  hand,,  they  are  fcoundrels  and  fub- 
tradors  that  fay  fo  of  him,     Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover, .  he's  drunk  nightly 
in  your  company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  healths  to  my  niece  :  I'll; 
drink  to  her  as  long  as  there's  a  paffage  in  my.  throat, 
and  drink  in  lllyria.  He's  a  coward,  and  a  coyftril,., 
that  will  not  drink  to  my  niece  'till  his  brains  turn  o'th' 
toe  like  a,  parifn^op.  What,  wench  ?  ^  Cajiilians 
Vo^to  ;  for  here  comes  Sir  Andrenjo  Ague-cheek. 

SCENE   IV.     Enter  5/r  Andrew. 

5/r  And.  Sir  Toby  Belch  !  how  now,.  Sir  Tohj  Bekh'f 
Sir  To .  Sweet  Sir  Andren^o  ! 
Sir  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  llirew. 
Mar.  And  you  too,  Sir. 

Sir  To.  Accoft,  Sir  Andrew y  accoil. >. 

Sir  And.  What's  that  ? 
Sir  To.  My  niece's  chamber-maid. 
Sir  ^nd.    Good  miHrefs  Accojl^    I  d&fire  better  ac: 
^uaintance. 

Mar.  My  name  is  Mary,  Sin 

Sir.  And.  Good  miilrefs  Mary  Accojij 

6  Caftiliano  -vulgo  ;]  We  /hould  read  volto.     Jn  EngUJhy  put  _.^ 
your  Caftilian  countenaBce  ;    that  is,    your-  grave,    folemn   looksL 
The  Ox/or^ Editor  has   taken  my  emendation  ;    But,  by  Caftilian^ 
4ountenantty  he  fuppofes  is  meant  moft  civil  and  courtly  looks.     It 
is  plain,  he  underftands   gravity  and  formality  to  b«  civility^  and 
gourtlijitilJs* 

Sir 
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Srr  To.  You  miftake.  Knight :  accoft.  Is,  front  her, 
board  her,  woo  her,  affail  her. 

Sir  Jnd.  By  my  troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her 
in  this  company.     Is  that  the  meaning  oiaccofi  ? 

Mar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  An  thou  let  her  part  fo.  Sir  Andrew,  would 
thou  might'ft  never  draw  fword  again. 

Sir  And.  An  you  part  fo,  miftrefs,  I  would  I  might 
never  draw  fword  again.  Fair  lady^  do  you  thmk, 
you  have  fools  in  hand  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  th'  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  but  you  Ihall  have,  and  here's  my 
hand.  . 

Mar.  Now,  Sir,  thought  is  free :  I  pray  you,  brmg 
your  hand  to  th'  battery-bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir.  And.  Wherefore,  fweet  heart  ?  what's  your  me- 
taphor ? 

Mar.  It's  dry,  Sir.  ^ 

Sir  And.  Why,  1  tliink  fo :  t  am  not  fach  an  ai^, 
but  I  can  keep  my  hand  dry.     But  what's  your  jeft  ? 

Mar.  A  dry  jeft.  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  them  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  fingers  ends : 
marry,  now  I  let  your  hand  go,  I  am  barren. 

[Exit  Maria. 

Sir  To.  O  Knight,  thou  lack^ft  a  cup  of  canary  : 
when  did  I  fee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee 
canary  put  me  down  :  methinks,  fometimes  I  have  no 
more  wit  than  a  chriftian,  or  an  ordinary  man  has ; 
but  I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I  believe,  that 
does  harm  to  my  wit. 

Sir  To.  No  queftion. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought  that,  VA  forfwear  it.  Til 
ride  home  to-morrow,  6\v  Toby. 

Sir  To.  P  our  quay  y  my  dear  Knight. 

Sir  And.  What  is  pourqucy  ?  do,  or  not  do  ?  I 
would,  I  had  beftowed  that  time  in  the  tongues  that  I 
liave  in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting.  O,  had 
rbut  follow'd  the  arts ! 

Sir  To.  Then  badit  thou  had  »in  excellent  head  of 
jbain  .  ^h- 
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Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

Sir  To.  Paft  queftion  ;  for  7  thou  feeft,  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature. 

Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't 
act? 

Sir  To  Excellent!  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a  diftafF^ 
and  I  hope  to  fee  a  houfe-wife  take  thee  between  her 
legs,   and  fpin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  Faith,  I'll  home  to  morrow,  Sir  Tohy  i 
your  niece  will  not  be  feen,  or,  if  Ihe  be,  it's  four  to 
one  fhe'U  none  of  me  :  the  Duke  himfelf  here,  hai'd 
by,  wooes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'th'  Duke,  flie'll  not  match 
above  her  degree,  neither  in  ellate,  years^  nor  wit ;  I 
have  heard  her  fvvear  it.     Tut,   there's  life  in't,  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  Hay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fellow 
o'th'  llrangefl  mind  i'th'  world:  I  delight  in  maiks  and 
revels  fometimes  altogether. 

Sir  To.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fliaws.  Knight  ? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  lllyriay  whatfoever  he  be,, 
under  the  degree  of  my  betters ;  ^  and  yet  I  will  not 
compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard,  Knight.^ 

Sir  And.  Faith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And.  And,  I  think,  I  have  the  back- trick,  fim- 
piy  as  fcrong  as  any  man  in  Ulyna. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid  ?  wherefore 
have  thefe  gifts  a  curtain  beibre  them  ?  are  they  like 
to  take  daft,  like  miftrefs  Mallh  pidlure  ?  why  doft 
thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and  come  home 
in  a  coranto  ^  my  very  walk  Ihould  be  a  jig  !  I  would 
not  fo  much  as  make  water,  but  in  a  fink-a-pace : 
what  doft  thou  mean  ?  is  it  a  world  to  hide  virtues  in  ? 
I  did  think,  by  the  excellent  conftitution  of  thy  leg,  it 
was  form'd  under  the  ftar  of  a  galliard. 

7  tboufeejij  it  nvill not  cool  my  natwe.'\  We  fliould  read,  it 
70ill  Ji'jt  CURL  EY  nature.     The  joke  is  evident. 

8  and  yet  J  ivill  not  compare  ivitb  an  old  man,'\  This  is  intended 
as  a  fatire  on  that  common  vanity  of  old  men,  in  preferring -their 
©wn  times,  and  the  paft  2eneration_^  to  the  pre  rent. 
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Sir  And.  Ay,  'tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well 
in  flame-colour'd  Hocking.  Shall  we  fet  about  fome 
revels  ? 

Sir  To.  What  fhall  we  do  elfe  ?  were  we  not  bom 
under  Taurus? 

Sir  And.  Taurus  P  that's  fides  and  heart. 

Sir  To.  No,  Sir,   it  is  legs  and  thighs.     Let  me  fee 

thee  caper  ;  ha  !  higher  :  ha,  ha  ! — excellent. 

[Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E  V,     CI:ai:ges  to  the  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine,,  and  Viola  in  man^s  attire. 

Val  T  F  the  Duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards 
X  you,  Cefario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  ad- 
vanc'd  ;  he  hath  known  you  but  three  days,  and  al- 
ready  you  are  no  llranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour,  or  my  negligence, 
that  you  call  in  queftion  the  continuance  of  his  love. 
Is  he  inconftant,  Sir,  in  his  favours  I 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,  Curio,,  and  Att-endants. 

Vio.  I  thank  you  :  here  comes  the  Duke. 

Duke.    Who  faw  Cefario,  hoa  ? 

Vio.  On  your  attendance,  my  Lord,  here. 

Duke.  Stand  you  a-while  aloof.  —  Cefario, 
Thou  know'ft  no  lefs,  but  all :  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  fecret  foul. 
Therefore,  good  youth,  addrefs  thy  gate  unto  her; 
Be  not  deny'd  accefs,  ftand  at  her  doors, 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  foot  Ihall  grow, 
*Till  thou  have  audience. 

Vio.  Sure,  my  noble  Lord, 
If  Ihe  be  {o  abandoned  to  her  forrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  fhe  never  will  admit  me. 

Jiuke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  bounds^ 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Vio.  Say,  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  Lord;  what  then  I 

Duke.  O,  then,  unfold  the  paifion  of  my  love. 
Surprize  her  with  difcourfe  of  my  dear  Ikith  i 
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It  Ihall  become  thee  well  to  ad  my  woes ; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  Nuncio  of  more  grave  afpedt. 

f^io.  I  think  not  fo,  my  Lord. 

Duh.  Dear  lad,  believe  it : 
For  they  Ihall  yet  belie  thy  happy  years, . 
That  fay,  thou  art  a  man  :  Diana  s  lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth  and  rubious ;  thy  fmall  pipe: 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  fhrill,  and  found, 
And  all  is  femblative  a  v/oman's  part. 
I  know,  thy  Conltellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  affair  :  fome  four  or  live  attend  him  ; 
AW,  if  you  will;  for  I  myfelf  am  belt 
When  leaft  in  company.     Profper  well  in  this. 
And  thou  {halt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord, 
To  call  his  fortunes  thine. 

Fio.  inidomy  beft 
To  woo  your  Lady  j  yet,  a  barrful  ftrife  f 
Who-e'er  I  woo,,  myfelf  would  be  his  wife.     [Exeunt^ 

SCENE    VI.     Changes  ta  OliviaV  Houfe, 

Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

iW^/'.'^TAY,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been, 
X^    or   I  will  not  open  my  lips  fo  wide  as  a 
brittle  may  enter,  in  way  of  thy  excufe ;  my  Lady  will 
hang  thee  for  thy  abfence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me  ;  he,  that  is  well  hang'd  in 
this  world,  needs  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.  Make  That  good. 

Clo,  He  fhall  fee  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  anfwer  :  I  can  tell  thee  where 
that  faying  was  born,  of,  I  fear  no  colours* 

Clo.  Where,  good  miftrefs  iWizr)) /* 

Mar.  In  the  wars  \_  and  that  may  yea  be  bold  to  fay 
in  your  foolery. 

Clo..  Well,  God  give  them  wifdom  that  have  it  \  and. 
thofe  that  are  fools,  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  ab- 
fent,  or  be  turn'd  away  j  is  not  that  as  good  as  a  hang- 
ing ta  you  Y.. 

Clii. 
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Clo^  Marry,  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  marri- 
age ;  and  for  turning  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  ? 

C/<7.  Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two^ 
points. 

Mar.  That  if  one  break,  the  other  will  hold ;  or,  if 
Both  break,  your  gafkins  fa41. 

C/(?.  Apt,  in  good  faith  ;  very  apt :  well,  go  thy 
way,  if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert  as 
witty  a  piece  of  j^o-y^s  flelh  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar.   Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'   that ;    here 
comes  my  Lady  ;  make  your  excule  wifely,  you  were^ 
bell.  '  ■  lExit, 

SCENE    VIL 

Enter  Olivia,    ah^  Malvolio.- 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  a  good 
fooling  !  thofe  wits,  that  think  they  have  thee,  do  ve- 
ry oft  prove  fools  ;  and  I,  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee, 
may  pafs  for  a  wife  man.  For  what  fays  ^inapalui^. 
Better  be  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolilh  wit.  God  blefs. 
thee,  Lady  ? 

Oil.  Take  the  fool'  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows,  take  away  the  Ladjr. 

Oli.  Go  to,  y'are  a  dry  fool  \  Til  no  more  of  you; 
befides,  you  grow  difhoneft. 

Cld.  Two  faults,  Madona,  that  drink  and  good  coun.- 
fel  will  amend  ;  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then  is  the 
fool  not  dry  :  Bid  the  diflioneftman  mend  himfelf ;  if 
he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dilhoneft  ^  if  he  cannot,  let 
the  botcher  mend  him.  Any  thing,  that's  mended,  is 
but  patch'd  ;  virtue,  that  tranfgrefles,  is  but  patch 'd 
with  fm;  and  fin,  that  amends,  is  but  patch'd  with  vir- 
tue. If  that  this  fimple  fyllogifm  will  ferve,  io  -,  if  it 
will  not,  what  rem.edy  I  as  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but 
calamity,  fo  beauty's  a  flower  :  the  Lady  bad  take  away 
the  fool,  therefore,  I  fay  again,  take  her  away. 

Oil.  Sir,  I  bad' them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Mifprifion  in  the  higheft  degree.— Lady,  Cucul- 
hi  non  facit  monacbum,  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I 

weaft 
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wear  not  motley  in  my  brain  :  good  Madona,  give  me 
leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

O.'V.  Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo.  Dexteroufly,  good  Madona, 

on.  Make  your  proof. 

Clo.  I  mull  catechife  you  for  it,  Madona  ;  good  my 
.  moufe  of  virtue,  anfvver  me. 

Oil,  Well,  Sir,  for  want  of  other  idlenefs,  I'll  bide 
your  proof. 

do.  Good  Madona,  why  mourn'fl  thou  ? 

Oli.  Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 

Clo,  I  think,  his  foul  is  in  he.'l,  Madona. 

Oli.  I  know,  hii  foul  is  in  heav'n,  fool. 

Clo.  The  more  fool  you,  Madona,  to  mourn  for 
your  brother's  foul  being  in  heav'n  :  take  away  the 
fool,  Gentlemen. 

OIL  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Maholio,  doth 
lie  not  mend  ? 

Mai  Yes,  and  fhall  do,  'till  the  pangs  of  death  fhake 
him.  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  v/iie,  doth  ever  make 
better  the  fool. 

Clo.  God  fend  you.  Sir,  a  fpeedy  infirmity,  for  the 
better  increafmg  your  folly  !  Sir  Toby  will  be  fworn, 
that  I  am  no  fox  ;  but  he  wiU  not  pafs  his  word  for  two 
pence,  that  you  are  no  fool. 

Oli.  How  fay  you  to  that,  Maholio  ? 

Mai.  I  marvel,  your  Ladyfhip  takes  delight  in  fuflch 
a  barren  rafcal ;  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  day 
with  an  ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than  a. 
^  ftone.  .Look  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  already  j 
unlefs  you  laugh,  and  minifter  occafion  to  him,  he  is 
gagg'd*  J  protell,  i  take  thefe  wife  men,  that  crow 
fo  at  thefe  fet  kind  of  fools,  no  better  than  the  fools' 
Xanies. 

Oli.  O,  you  are  fick  of  felf-Iove,  Mahoiio,  and  tafte 
with  a  diftemper'd  appetite.  To  be  generous,  guilt- 
lefs,  and  of  free  difpofition,  is  to  take  thofe  things  for 
bird-bolts  that  you  deem  cannon-bullets :  there  is  no 
ilander  in  anallow'd  fool,  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail ; 
nor  no  railing  in  a  known  difcrcet  man,  though  he  do 
nothing  but  reprove^ 

Clfft 
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do.  9  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  pleafing,  for 
thou  fpeak'ft  well  of  fools  f 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  Gentle- 
man, much  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

O/L  From  the  Count  OrJIno,  is  it  ? 

Mar.  I  know  not.  Madam,  'tis  a  fair  young  man, 
and  well  attended. 

O/i.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 

Mar.  Sir  Toiy^  Madam,  your  Uncle. 

O/i.  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you,  he  fpeaks  nothing 
but  madman :  fie  on  him  !  Go  you,  MdhoUo  \  if  it 
be  a  fuit  from  the  Count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home  : 
What  you  will,  to  difmifs  it,  {Exit  Malvolio.]  Now 
you  fee,  Sir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and  people 
diflike  it, 

Clo,  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madona,  as  if  thy  eldeft 
fon  fliould  be  a  fool :  whofefcuU^'^-^''^  cram  with  brains, 
for  here  comes  one  of  thy  Kin  has  a  moll  weak  Via 
mater  !  — 

SCENE    VIII. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Oli.  By  mine  honour,  half  drunk.  What  is  he  at 
the  gate.  Uncle  ? 

Sir  To.  A  Gentleman. 

on.  A  Gentleman  ?  what  Gentleman  ? 

Sir  To.  "■  'Tis  a  Gentleman-heir,. •  A  plague 

o'  thefe  pickle  herring  !  how  now,  fot  ? 

Clo, 

9  N01V  Mercury  indue  thee  icltb  i. E as mc,  for  thou  fpealCfh 
iv ell 'f  fools  >.'\  This  is  a  fiupid  bl-ncer.  We  ihould  re.id,  ivitb 
PLEASING,  /,  e.  with  eloquence,  mjke  thee  a  •  gracious  rnd 
powerful  fpeaker,  for  Mercury  was  the  God  of  orators  as  well  as 
cheats.  But  the  firft  Editurs,  who  did  not  u-iderftand  the  phrafe, 
indue  thee  ivitb  ple/tjlng,  mad:'  this  foolifli  corredlion  ;  more  excuf- 
able,  however,  than  the  iair  Editor's,  who,  when  this  emendatioa 
was  pointed  out  to  him,  would  make  one  ot  his  own  j  and  fo  in  his 
Oxford  edition,  reads,  ivith  learning  ;  without  troubling  him- 
felt"  to  fatisfy  the  reader  how  the  firft  editors  (h  juld  blunder  jn  a 
word  fo  eafy  to  be  underftood  as  learnirg,  though  they  well  might 
in  the  word  f leafing,  as  it  is  ufed  in  this  place. 

I  '-/'is  a  gentleman.  Here,  — ]  He  had  before  faid  it  was  a  gen- 

tleman» 
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Clo.  Good  Sir  To^y, 

on.  Uncle,  Uncle,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by 
this  lethargy  ? 

Sir  To.  Letchery  f  I  defy  letchcry  :  there's  ohc  at 
the  gaie. 

O//.  ky,  marry,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil  and  he  will,  1  care  not : 
give  me  faith,  fay  I,     Well,  it's  all  one.  [Exit. 

OIL  What's  a  drunken  man  hke,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman :. 
one  draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool  ;  the  fecond. 
mads  him ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

Oil.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  Coroner,  and  let  him  ilt 
o'  my  Uncle  ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink  j 
he's  drown'd  :  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madotia,  and  the  fool  fhall 
look  to  the  madman.   '  [£;«•// Clown. 

Enter  Pvlalvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  fwears  he  will 
fpeak  with  you.  I  told  him,  you  were  fick ;  he  takes 
on  him  to  underftand  fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to 
fpeak  v/ith  you.  I  told  him  you  were  aOeep  j  he  feems 
to  have  a  fore -knowledge  of  that  too,  and  therefore 
comes  to  fpeak  with  you.  What  is  to  be  faid  to  him. 
Lady  ?  he's  fortified  againft  any  denial. 

OH.  Tell  him,  he  Ihall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

Mai.  He  has  been  told  fo ;  and  he  fays,  he'll  ^Hand 

tleman.     He  was  aiked  what  gentl^maa  ?  and  he  makes  this  reply  §. 
which,  it  is  plain,  is  corrupt,  and  fiiould  be  jecd  thus, 

'  Tis  a  Ger.tleinan-  heir, 
i.e.  fome  lady's  eldeft   fon  juft  come  out  cf  the  nurfery ;  for  this 
was  the  appearance  Viola  made  in  men's  clothes.     See  the  charac- 
ter Mal'uolio  Arzvi&  of  him  prefently  after. 

a  ft  and  at  ycur  daor  like  a  Sheriff''s  poji.'^  It  was  the  cuftont 
for  thatrfficer  to  have  U\%^  pofts  fet  up  at  his  door,  as  an  indication 
of  his  office.  The  original  of  which  was,  that  the  King's  procla- 
mations, and  other  publick  adls,  might  be  affixed  thereon  by  way 
of  publication.     So  Johnfori's  E-ve^y  Man  out  of  bis  humour, 

put  cf 

Tt  the  Lord  Cbaneellor's  tomb,    or  the  Shrives  ports. 
So  again  in  the  old  play  calicd  Lirgua, 

Kmivt  he  hew  to  btscme  a  fcarlet  ^o-ivn,  bath  be  a  pair  of  frejh 
foils  at  tis  door  f 
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at  your  door  like  a  Sheriff's  poft,  and  be  the  fupporter 
to  a  bench,  but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

Oli.  V/hat  kind  o'  man  is  he  I. 

Mai.  Why,  of  mankind. 

OH  What  manner  of  man? 

Mai  Of  very  ill  manners ;  he'll  fpeak  with  you^  will 
you  or  no, 

Oli.  Of  what  perfonage  and  years  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy ;  as  a  fquafh  is  before  'tis  a  peafcod; 
or  a  codling  when  'tis  almoft  an  apple  :  'tis  with  him  in 
Handing  water,,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is  verj 
well-favour'd,  and  he  fpeaks  very  Ihrewifhly  ;  one 
would  think,  his  mother's  milk  were  fcarce  out  of 
him. 

Oli.  Let  him  approach  :  call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 

Mai  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [^Exit, 

SCENE     IX. 
E7iter  Maria.. 

Oli.  Give  me  my  veil :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my  face  y 
We'll  o»C€  more  hear  Orjino's  embail'y. 
Enter  Viola. 

Vio.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is 
fhe  ? 

Oli.  Speak  to  me,  I  fhall  anfwer  for  her :  your  will  ? 

Fio,  M  oft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unmatchable  beau-- 

ty I  pray  you,  tell  me,  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the 

houfe,  for  I  never  faw  her.  I  would  be  loth  to  caft 
away  my  fpeeckj  for,  befides  that  it  is  excdlently  well 
penn'd,  I  have  taken  great  pains  to  con  it.  Good 
Beauties,  let  me  fuftain  no  fcorn  ;  ?  I  am  very  comp- 
tible,  even  to  the  leaft  finiller  ufage. 

Oli.  Whence  came  you.  Sir  ? 

Vio.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  T  have  ftudied,  and 
that  Queftion's  out  of  my  Part.  Good  gentle  One, 
give  me  modeft  aiTurance,  if  you  be  the  Lady  of  the 
houfe,  that  I  may  proceed  in  my  fpeech. 

3.  I  am  v4ry  comptiblej]  Comptible  for  ready  to  call  to  account. 

Oli. 
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Oli.  Are  you  a  Comedian  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  profound  heart ;  and  yet,  by  the  very 
fangs  of  malice,  I  fvvear,  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are 
you  the  lady  of  the  houfe  ? 

Oli.  If  1  do  not  ufurp  myfelf,  I  am. 

Fio.  Moll:  certain,  if  you  are  fhe,  you  do  ufurp  your- 
felf ;  for  what  is  yours  to  befcow,  is  not  yours  to  re- 
ferve ;  but  this  is  from  my  Commiffion.  I  will  on  with 
my  fpeech  in  your  praife,  and  then  Ihew  you  the  heart 
of  my  meffage. 

OH.  Come  to  what  is  important  ni't ;  I  forgive  you 
the  praife. 

Vio,  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

Oli.  It  is  more  like  to  be  feign'd.  I  pray  you, 
keep  it  in.  I  heard  you  were  fawcy  at  my  gates ;  and 
I  allow'd  your  approach,  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than 
to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone  ;  if  you 
have  reafon,  be  brief :  'tis  not  that  time  of  the  moon 
with  me,  to  make  one  in  fo  fkipping  a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoiil  fail.  Sir,  here  lies  your  way. 

Vio^  No,  good  fwabber,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little 
longer.  Some  mollification  for  your  Giant,  fweet 
Lady. 

'^  Oli.  Tell  me  your  mind. 

Vio.  I  am  a  meffenger. 

Oli.  Sure,  you  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver, 
when  the  courtefie  of  it  is  fo  fearful.  Speak  your 
office. 

Vio.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no  over- 
ture of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage ;  I  hold  the 
olive  in  my  hand  :  my  words  are  as  full  of  peace  aa. 
matter. 

4  Vio. — tell  tne your  mind y  I atn  a  meffenger, "^  Thefe  words  muft 
be  divided  between  the  two  fpeakers  thus. 

OJi.   Tell  mi  ycur  mi  •id. 

Vio.  I  am  a  meffenger. 
Viola  growing  troubkforre,  Olivia  would  dlfmlfs  her,  and  therefore 
cuts  her  fhort  with  this  commsnd,  Tell  ir.e your  mir.d.  The  other 
taking  advanrase  of  the  ambiguity  of  the  word  mird,  vvh:ch  figni- 
fies  either  ^w/;nf/i  cr  inc/i nations,  replies  as  if  flie  had  ufed  it  in  the 
latter  fenfe^  I  am  a  meffenger. 

OIu 


What  you  will.  117 

on.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  r  what 
would  you  ? 

Fio,  The  rudenefs,  that  hath  appeared  in  me,  have  I 
learn'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what 
I  would,  are  as  fecret  as  maiden-head  ;  to  your  ears, 
divinity  ;  to  any  other's,  prophanation. 

O/V.  Give  us  the  place  alone,  [f.v//. Maria.]  We 
will  hear  this  divinity.  Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  text  ? 

Fh.  Moft  fweet  Lady,— — 

Oli.  A  comfortable  doiftrine,  and  much  may  be  faid 
of  it.    Where  lies  your  text  ? 

Fio,  In  Orfino's  bofom. 

on.  In  his  bofom  ?  in  what  chapter  of  his  bofom  ? 

Vio.  To  anfwer  by  the  method,  in  the  firll  of  his 
heart. 

Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it  j  it  is  herefie.  Have  you  no 
more  to  fay } 

Vio.  Good  Madam,  let  me  fee  your  face. 

Oli.  Have  you  any  commiiTion  from  your  Lord  to 
negotiate^ith  my  face  t  you  are  now  out  of  your  text ; 
but  we  will  draw  the  curtain,  and  {hew  you  the  pifture, 
5  Look  you.  Sir,  fuch  a  one  I  wear  this  prefent :  is't 
not  well  done  ?  [Un'veiling, 

Via.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  'Tis  in  grain.  Sir ;  'twill  endure  wind  and 
weather. 

Vio.  'Tis  Beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on  : 
Lady,  you  are  the  crueH'Il  She  alive. 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

5  Look  you  J  Sir,  fucb  a  cm  1  was  this  prejent :  is't  not  'well  done  ?J 
This  isnonfenfe  J  we /hould  read,  Iivsar  :  The  correfllon,  I  think, 
dears  all  up,  and  gives  die  expreflion  an  Air  cf  GaiJantry.  Viola 
preffesto  fee  Oli'via\  face  j  the  other  at  length  pulls  off  her  veil, 
and  fays,  lue  iviU  draw  the  curtain  and  fbeiu  you  the  pidure.  I 
wear  this  complexion  to-day,  I  may  wear  another  to-nr.orrow  j  io- 
cuiarly  intimating,  \.V^\.  ^^  painted.  The  other,  vexc  at  the  jefl-, 
fays.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  ail.  Perhaps  it  may  (le  true  what 
you  fjy  in  jeft,  otherwife  'tis  an  excellent  face.  'T/i  in  grain.  Sec, 
replies  Olivia, 

Oll^ 
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on.  O,  Sir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted  :  1 
AV'ill  give  you  diverfe  fchedules  of  my  beauty.  It  fhafl 
ht  inventoried,  and  every  particle  and  utenfil  labell'd 
to  my  will.  As,  Itemy  two  lips  rndifFerent  red .  Item, 
two  gray  eyes,  with  lids  to  them.  Item,  one  neck, 
one  chin,  and  fo  forth.  Were  you  fent  hither  to  praife 
me  ? 

fio.   I  fee  you,  what  you  are ;  you  are  too  proud  •; 
But  if  you  were  the  Devil,  you  are  fair. 
My  Lord  and  Mafter  loves  you  :  O,  fuch  love 
Could  be  but  recompens'd,  tho'  you  were  crown'd 
The  Non-pareil  of  Beauty  ! 

OH.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

Vic.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears, 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  fighs  of  fire. 

OH.  Your  Lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot  love 
him  ; 
"Yet  I  fuppofe  him  virtuous,  l^now  him  noble. 
Of  great  eftate,  of  frefh  and  ftainlefs  youth ; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd  ;  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant; 
And  in  dimenfion,  and  the  Ihape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  perfon  ;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him  : 
He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago. 

Via.  if  I  did  love  you  in  my  mailer's  flame. 
With  fuch  a  fufFVing,  fuch  a  deadly  life. 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fenfe  : 
I  would  not  underfland  it, 

0/V.  Why,  what  would  you  do  ? 

Vio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate. 
And  call  upon  my  foul  within  the  houfe  ; 
Write  loyal  canto's  of  contemned  love. 
And  fmg  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night  : 
•Hollow  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills. 
And  make  the  babling  goffip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  OH'via!  O,  you  ihould  not  reft 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  fhould  pity  me. 

OH.  You  might  do  much : 
What  is  your  parentage  ? 

Via,  Above  my  forCunes,  yet  my  ilate  is  weH ; 
J  am  a  genUeman. 

0^ 
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OH.  <jet  you  to  your  Lord  ; 
I  cannot  love  him  :  let  him  fend  no  more  ; 
Unlefs,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  nie  how  he  takes  it  i  fare  you  well : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains ;  fpend  this  for  me. 

Fio.  I  am  no  fee'd  pofl,  lady  ;  keep  your  purfe  : 
My  mafter,  not  myfelf,  lacks  recom pence. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  Ihall  love 
And  let  your  fervoiir,  like  my  mailer's,  be 
Plac'd  in  contempt !  farewel,  fair  cruelty.  [Exit, 

Oli.  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Aho've  my  fortunes^  yet  my  jlate  is  nJueU :  j 

1  am  a  gentleman I'll  be  fworn  thou  art. 

Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  adions,  and  fpirit. 

Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon not  too  faft foft  ? 

foft ! 

Unlefs  the  mailer  were  the  man How  now  ? 

Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 
Methinks,  I  feel  this  youth's  perfeftions. 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtile  Health, 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.     Well,  let  it  ^^ 

What  ho,  Maholio,' ' 

Enter  Malvolio. 

^al.  Here,  Madam,  at  your  fervice. 

OH.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  meffenger. 
The  Duke's  man ;  he  left  his  ring  behind  him. 
Would  I,  or  not :  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  I  am  not  for  him  : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
ril  give  him  reafons  for't.     Hye  thee,  MahoUo. 

Mai.  Madam,  I  will.  '{Exit, 

I      on.  I  do,  I  know  not  what  ;  and  fear  to  find 
i  Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind  : 
Fate,  fliew  thy  force  ;  ourfelves  we  do  not  owe  5 
What  is  decreed,  muft  be  i  and  be  this  fo  /        \Exit, 
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A  C  T    II.     SCENE    L 

The  Street. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebaftlan. 
/„/.  TT/ILL  yoa  ftay  no  longer  ?  nor  will  you  n( 

Seb.  By  your  patience,  no  :    my  flars  fhine  dar 
1y  over  me ;  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might,  per 
haps,  diftemper  yours  ;  therefore  I  fhall  crave  of  you 
your  leave,  that  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone.     It  were  a 
bad  recompence  for  your  love,  to  lay  any  of  them  en 

you.  , . , 

Ant,  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,    whither  you  are 

bound. 

Seb.  No,  footh.  Sir  ;  my  determmate  voyage  is 
meer  extravagancy  :  but  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excel- 
lent a  touch  of  modelly,  that  you  will  not  extort  from 
me  what  I  am  willing  to  keep  in  ;  therefore  it  charges 
me  in  manners  the  rather  to  expiefs  myfelf :  you  muft 
know  of  me  then,  Antonio,  my  name  is  hebajhan  j 
which  I  call'd  Rodorigo;  my  father  was  th'dtSebafuan 
of  MefTaUm.  whom,  I  know,  you  have  heard  oh  Jne 
left  behind  him,  myfelf,  and  a  filler,  both  born  m  one 
hour ;  if  the  heav'ns  had  been  pleas'd,  would  we  had 
fo  ended!  but  you.  Sir,  alter'd  that;  for,  fome  hour 
before  you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the  fea,  was 
my  fifter  drown'd. 

Ant,  Alas,  the  day  ! 

Seb.  A  Lady,  Sir,  tho'  it  was  faid  (he  much  rCiem- 
bled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful ;  but 
tho'  I  could  not  ^  [with  fuch  ellimable  wonder]  over-far 
believe  that,  yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly  publilh  her  (he 
bore  a  mind  that  envy  could  not  but  call  fair  :  fhe  is 
drown'd  already,  Sir,  with  fait  water,  tho'  I  feem  to 
drown  her  remembrance  again  with  more. 

Ant.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  your  bad  entertainment. 

Seb.  O  good  Antonioy  forgive  me  your  trouble. 

1  l<v)ltbjucb  eJiimable'WQnderl  An  interpolation  of  the  players. 
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j^nt.  If  you  will  not  murther  me  for  my  love,  let 
me  be  your  fervant. 

Seb.'  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that 
is,  kill  him  whom  you  have  recover'd,  defire  it  not. 
Fare  ye  well  at  once  ;  my  bofom  is  full  of  kindnefs, 
and  I  am  yet  io  near  the  manners  of  my  mother, 
that  upon  the  leaft  occafion  more,  mine  eyes  will  tell 
tales  of  me  :  I  am  bound  to  the  Duke  Orjino'%  court ; 
farewel.  \Exiti 

Ant,  The  gentlenefs  of  all   the  Gods  go  with  thee ! 
I  have  made  enemies  in  Orjino's  court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  ihortly  fee  thee  there  : 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo. 
The  danger  fhall  feem  fport,  and  I  will  go.         {Exiu 

SCENE    II. 

Bnrer  Viola  and  Malvolio,  at  feveral doom 

Mai.  Were  not  you  e'en  now  with  the  Countefs 
Oliqjia  ? 

Vio.  Even  now,  Sir  ;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have  fines 
arrived  but  hither. 

MaL  She  returns  this  ring  to  you.  Sir ;  you  might 
have  faved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  your 
felf.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fhould  put  your 
Lord  into  a  defperate  AiTurance,  fhe  will  none  of  him. 
And  one  thing  more,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to 
come  again  in  his  affairs,  unlefs  it  be  to  report  your 
Lord's  taking  of  this :  receive  it  fo. 

Via.  She  took  the  ring  of  me,  I'll  none  of  it. 

Mai.  Come,  Sir,  you  peeviflily  threw  it  to  her, 
and  her  will  is,  it  ihould  be  fo  return'd  :  if  it  be 
worth  {looping  for,  there  it  hes  in  your  eye  ;  if  not, 
be  it  his  that  finds  it.  [Exit. 

Vio.  I  left  no  ring  with  her  ;  what  means  this  Lady  \ 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outfide  have  rot  charm'd  her  ! 
She  made  good  view  of  me  ;  indeed,  fo  much, 
That,  fure,  methought  -  her  eyes  had  croU  her  tongue ; 

For 

a  Her  eyes  bad  LO%T  ber  fonguf  Q  This  is  nonfenfe  :  we 

Ihould  read. 

Vol.  Ill,  C  «— i^.T 
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For  file  did  fpeak  in  rtarts  diftraftedly  : 

She  loves  me,  fure  ;  the  cunning  of  her  pafllon 

Invites  me  in  this  chn.rlifh  mefienger. 

Wone  of  my  Lord's  ring  ;  why,  he  fent  her  none. 

I  am  the  man If  it  be  fo,  (as,  'tis;) 

Poor  Lady,  (he  were  better  love  a  dream. 

Difguife,  I  fee,  thou  art  a  wickednefs, 

V/herein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 

How  eafie  is  it,   for  the  proper  falfe 

Jn  women's  waxen  hearts  to  fet  their  forms  ? 

Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we, 

For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 

How  will  this  fadge  ?    my  mafter  loves  her  dearly, 

And  I,  poor  monfter,  fsnd  as  much  on  him ; 

And  flie,  miftaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me. 

What  will  become  of  this  r  as  I  am  man. 

My  Hate  is  defperate  for  my  mafter's  love  ; 

As  I  am  woman,  (now,  alas  the  day  !) 

What  thriftlefs  fighs  fhall  poor  O/i'vfa  breathe-? 

0  time,  thoa  mult  untangle  this,  not  I ; 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  t'unty.  \_Exih 

SCENE    in.     CI;aftges  to  Olivia'j  Haufe. 

-  Enter  Sir  Toby,    anc^  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  J\  Fproach,  Sir  Andrevj :  not  to  be  a-bed  after 
jfjL  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes ;  and  Dilu- 
cuto  furgsre,  thou  know'll, 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  but  I 
kriow,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To,  A  falfe  conclufion  :  I  hate  it,  as  an  unfill'd 
canj  to  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then, 
is  earty  ;  fo  that  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight,  is  to  go 
to  bed  betimes.  Does  not  our  life  confiil  of  the  four 
elements  ? 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  fo  they  fay  ;  but,  3 1  think,  it  ra- 
ther confifts  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir 

her  eyes  had  c  R  o  s  t  her  tongue  • 

Alluding  to  the  notion  of  the  fafciaation  of  the  eyes  j  the  efFefts  of 
which  were  called  crcjftr.g. 

3  /  tbink,  it  rather  confijli  of  eating  and  drinking.l  A  ridicule  on 

the 
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Sir  To.  Th'art  a  fcholar,   let  us  therefore  eat  and 
drink.     Maria  !  I  fay  ! — a  ftoop  of  wine. 
Enter  Clown. 
Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,   i'faith. 

Clo,  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  did  you  never  fee  the 
pidlure  of  we  three  ? 

Sir  To.  Welcome,  afs,  now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breaft.  I  -had  rather  than  forty  Ihillings  I  had  fuch  a 
leg,  and  fo  fweet  a  br-eath  to  fmg,  as  the  fool  has. 
In  footh,  thou  waft  in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  night, 
when  thou  fpok'ft  of  Pigrogromitus,  of  the  Vapians 
paffing  the  Equinodial  of  ^eubus :  'twas  very  good,' 
i'faith  :    I  fent  thee  fix-pence  for  thy  Lemon,  had'ft  itr 

Cio.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity ;  for  Maholio'^s 
nofe  is  no  whip-ftock.  My  Lady  has  a  white  hand, 
and  the  Myrmidons  are  no  bottle-ak  houfes. 

Sir  And.  Excellent :  why,  this  is  the  beft  fooling, 
when  all  is  done.     Now,  a  Song. 

Sir.  To.  Come  on,  there's  Six-pence  for  yoa.  Let's 
have  a  Song. 

Sir  And,  There's  a  teftril  of  me  too  ;  if  one  Knight 
give  a 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  Love-fong,  or  a  Song  of 
good  life  ? 

Sir  To.  A  Love-fong,  a  Love-fong. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  ay,  1  care  not  for  good  life. 
Clown  Jlngs. 

O  mijirefs  mine,  ivhere  are  you  roaminv  ? 

O  jlay  and  hear,  your  true  lonje^s  comings 
That  can  Jlng  both  high  and  lovj. 

Trip  no  furthers  pretty  jkoceting  ; 

J  ournsys  end  in  louvers''  meeting, 
E'very  n-vife  'van's  fon  doth  knonv. 

Sir.  And.  Excellent  good,  i'faith? 

Sir  To.  Good,  good, 
do.  What  is  lonje  F  "'tis  not  hereafter  : 
Prefent  mirth  hath  prefent  laughter  : 

the  medical  theory  of  that  time,  whJch  fuppofcd  health  to  confin: 
in  the  jull  temperament  and  balance  cf  thefe  elements  in  thehurnan 
frame. 

G  2  What's 
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What's  to  comey  is  ft  ill  unfure  ; 
4-  hi  decay  there  lies  no  plenty  : 

^hen  come  kifs  me^    fvceety   and  tiventy : 
Touth's  aftuj'nvillnot  endurt. 

Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight 

Sir  To.  A  contagious  breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  Ivveet  and  contagious,  i'faith. 

Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  nofe,    it  is  dulcet  in  conta 
glon.     But  fhall  we  make  the  welkin  dance,    indeed 
Shall  we  rouze  the  night-owl  in  a  catch,    that  will 
5  draw  three  fouls  out  of  one  weaver  ?  ihall  we  do  that  ? 

Sir.  And.  An  you  love  me,  let's  do't :  I  am  a  dog 
at  a  catch. 

Clo.  By'r  Lady,  Sir,  and  fome  dogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Moft  certain ;  let  our  catch  be,  Ihou  knwve. 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peace,  thou  knanjCy  Knight.  I  fhall  be 
conftrain'd- in't,  to  call  thee  knave,  Knighti 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain^d 
One  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  fool ;  it  begins.  Hold 
thy  peace. 

4  In  delay  there  lies  no  pkmy :]  This  is  a  proverbial  faying 
corrupted  ;    and  fhould  be  read  thus, 

Jn  DECAY  there  lies  no  plenty. 
A  reproof  of  avarice,  which  (lores  up  perifliable  fruits  till  they  de- 
cay.    To  thefe  fruits  the   Poet  humoroufly,   compares  youth  or 
virginity  ;  v/hich,  he  fays,    is  a  JiuffKvill  not  endure. 

5  draio  three  fouls  out  of  one  iveaver  f  j  Our  Author  reprefents 
weavers  as  much  given  to  harmony  in  his  time.  I  have  fhewn  the 
caofe  of  it  eUewhere.  This  expreffion  of  the  power  of  mufick,  is 
lamlliar  with  our  Author.  Much  ado  about  nothirg.  Notv  is  bis 
foul  ravijhsd.  Is  it  not  Jirange  that  Sheep's  guts  Jhould  hale  Jculs 
4>ut  of  men'' s  bodies  f — Why,  he  fays,  three  j'oulsy  is,  becaufe  he  is 
fpeaicing  of  a  catch  in  three  parts.  And  the  peripatetic  philofophy, 
then  in  vogue,  very  liberally  gave  every  man  three  fouls  i  The 
Hiegetati've  ox  plaftic,  the  animal,  Tind  tht  rational.  To  this,  tooj 
^t-in/ow  alludes,  in  his  PofM^^^r  j  TVhat,  ivill  I  turn  Jharke  uponmj^ 
friends  ?  or  my  friends  friends  ?  IJcorn  it  Kvirb  my  three  fouls.  By 
the  mention  of  thefe  three,  therefore,  we  may  fuppofe  it  was  Shake, 
(pearls  purpofe,  to  hint  to  us  thofe  furprifing  etfefls  of  mufick, 
which  the  antients  fpeak  of,  when  they  tell  us  of  Amphion,  who 
rooved  fiones  and  trees  j  Orpheus  and  Arion,  who  tamed  favage 
heafis,  and  'timothcus,  who  governed,  as  he  pleafed,  the  pajjions  of 
bis  human  auditors.  So  noble  an  observation  has  our  Author  con- 
veyed ia  the  ribaldry  of  this  buSbon  character. 


What   you   v/ill.  125 

Clo\  I  fliall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 
Sir  And,  Good,  i'faith  :  come,  bcgm. 

\They  fing  a  catch* 

SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Maria. 
Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  do  you  keep  here  ?    if 
my  Lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  fteward,    Mai-voiioy 
and  bid  him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  trull  me. 

Sir  To,  My  Lady's  a  Catayan,  we  are  pohticians, 
Maholio'i  a  Peg-a-Ramfey,  and  Three  merry  men  be  nve. 
Am  not  I  confanguinious  ?  am  I  not  of  her  blood  ? 
Tilly  'valley.  Lady  !  there  dwelt ^A^an  in  Babylon, 
Lady,  Ladv.  _    .       ^     .    ,  ^  [J^V^.-- 

Clo.  Belhrew  me,  the  Knight's  m  admirable  foolmg. 
Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd, 
and  fo  do  I  too  :  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I 
do  it  more  natural. 

Sir  To.  O,  thetnvelfthdayofD^CtXtibtT.'^iSifiging. 
Mar.  For  the  love  o'God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 
Mai  My  matters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  > 
have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honefly,  but  to  gabble 
like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  do  ye  make  an 
ale-houfe  of  my  Lady's  houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out 
your  6  cottiers  catches  without  any  mitigation  or  re- 
morfe  of  voice  ?  is  there  no  refpedl  of  place,  perfons, 
nor  time  in  you  ? 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time.  Sir,  in  our  catches.  Sneck 

up  I [Hiccoughs, 

Mai.  Sir  Tohy,  I  mufl  be  round  with  you.  My  La- 
dy bade  me  tell  you,  that  tho'  fhe  harbours  you  as  her 
Uncle,  fhe's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  diforders.  If  you 
can  feparate  your  felf  and  your  mifdemeanors,  you  are 
welcome  to  the  Houfe  :  if  not,  an  it  would  pleafe  you 
to  take  leave  of  her,  flie  h  very  willing  to  bid  you 
farewel. 

Sir  To.  Farewel,  dear  heart,  ftnce  1  muft  needs  he 
gone. 

6  coziets  catchci\  Cottiers.     Ruftick,  cJowniih. 

G   3  MaL 
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Mai  Nay,  good  Sir  ^ohy. 

Clo.   Bis  eyes  do  Jhe^,  his  days  are  almojl  done. 

Mai.  Is't  even  fo  ? 

5;>  To.  But  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.  Sir  Toky^  there  you  lie. 

Mai.  I'liis  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.   Shall  I  bid  him  go?  \.^i^gi^g' 

Clo.   What^  an  if  you  do? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  hid  him  gOy  and  /pare  not? 

Clo.   O  KG,   720^  no,  you  dare  not. 

Sir  7q.  Out  o'time.  Sir,  ye  lie  :  art  thou  any  more 
than  a  fleward  ?  doli  thou  think,  becaufe  thou  art  vir- 
tuous, there  fnall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  Jnne ;  and  ginger  fhall  be  hot 
i'th'  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'tV  right.  Go,  Sir,  rub  your 
chain  with  crums.     A  Hoop  of  wine,  Maria. 

Mai.  Miflrefs  Maty^  if  you  priz'd  my  Lady's  fa- 
vour at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would  not 
give  means  for  this  uncivil  rule  ;  flie  fhall  know  of  it, 
by  this  hand.  [Exit, 

Mar.  Go  fnake  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when 
a  man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field,  and 
tiien  to  break  promife  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of 
him. 

Sir  To.  Do't,  Knight,  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge:  or 
111  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  mouth 

Mar.  Sweet  Sir  Tohy,  be  patient  for  to  night ;  fmc 
the  youth  of  the  Duke's  was  to  day  v^ith  my  Lady, 
Ihe  is  much  out  of  quiet.  For  Monfieur  Maholio,  lei 
me  alone  with  him  :  if  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nay 
word,  and  make  him  a  common  recreation,  do  not 
think,  I  have  wit  enough  to  lie  Hraight  in  my  bed  :  I 
know,  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  Poffefs  us,  poiiefs  us,  tell  us  fomething  of 
him. 

Mar.  Marry,*  Sir,  fometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  a  Pu- 
ritan. 

Sir  And.  O,  if  I  thought  that,   I'd  beat  him  like  a 
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Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan  ?  thy  exqnifite 
reafon,  dear  Knight. 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquifite  reafon  for't,  but  I  have 
reafon  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing 
conftantly  but  a  time-pleafer  ;  7  an  aiTei^iionM  afs,  that 
cons  ftate  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwaths: 
the  beft  perfuaded  of  himfelf:  fo  cram'd,  as  he  think'^, 
with  excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  faith,  that  nil 
that  look  on  him,  love  him  ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him 
will  my  revenge  find  notable  caufe  to  v.ovk. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  oblcure  epillies 
of  love,  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the  lliape 
of  his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gate,  the  exprefiure  of 
hi*  eye,  forehead,  and  complexion,,  he  {hnlt  fuid  Jilm- 
felf  moft  feelingly  perfonated  I  can  v/rite  very  likt; 
my  Lady  your  Niece  ;  on  a  forgotten  matter  wu  can 
liardly  make  diftindlion  of  our  hands. 

Sir  To.  Excellent,  I  fmell  a  device. 

5/r  And.  I  have't  in  my  nofe  too. 

Sir  To.  He  fhall  think  by  the  letters,  that  thou  wilt 
drop,  that  they  come  from  my  Niece,  and  that  ihe  is 
iiLlQve  with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpofe  is,  indeed,  a  horfe  of  that  colour. 

Sir  And.  And  your  horfe  now-  would  make  him  an 
afs. 

Mar.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O,  'twill  be  admirable. 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you  :  I  know,  my 
piyfick  will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two, 
and  let  the  fool  make  a  third,  wh^e  he  fliall  find  the 
letter:  obferve  his  conllrudlion  of  it  :  for  this  night  to 
bed,    and  dream  on  the  event.     Farewel.  {Exit. 

air  To.  Good  night  J  Pe-nlhifJea. 

Sir  And.  Before  me,  fhe's  a  good  wench. 

5zV  *ra.  She's  a  beagle,  true-bred,  and  one  that  a- 
dores  me  ;   what  o'that  ? 

Sir  And,  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 

7   tf«  affeftion'd  d/ij   ^ffcaicr.ed,  for  full  of  atHftation. 

G    4  Sir 
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Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  Knight :  thou  hadft  need  fend 
for  more  money. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  Niece,  I  am  a 
foul  way  out. 

Sir  7o.  Send  for  money.  Knight  ;  if  thou  haft  her 
not  i'th'end,  call  me  cut. 

Sir  And.  \i  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how 
you  will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come,  I'll  go  burn  fome  fack,  'tis 
too  late  to  go  to  bed  now :    come.    Knight  j    come, 

SCENE    V.     Changes  io  the  Palace. 

Enter  Duke,  Vida,  Curio,  and  others, 

Duke,  f^  I  V  E  me  fome  mufick  ;    now,   good  mor- 

VJr  row,  friends : 
Now,  good  Cefario,  but  that  piece  of  fong. 
That  old  and  antique  fong,  we  heard  laft  night ; 
Methought,  it  did  relieve  my  pafTion  m-uch ; 
More  than  light  airs,  and  '^  recolleded  terms 
Of  there  moft  brifK  and  giddy-paced  times. 
Come,  but  one  verfe. 

Ciir.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  Lordlhip,  that 
ihould  fnig  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur.  FeJIe,  the  jefter,  my  Lord,  a  fool  that  the  la- 
dy Olinjias  father  took  much  delight  in,  He  is  about 
the  houfe. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out  and  play  the  tune  the  while. 

[Ex.  Curio.     [Mujick» 
Come  hither,  boy  ;  if  ever  thou  (halt  love, 
Ja  the  fvveet  pangs  of  it^  remember  me; 
For  Tuch  as  J  am,    all  true  lovers  are  j 
Uiiflaid  and  fciuifh  9  in  all  notions  elfe. 
Save  in  the  conftant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  beiov'd.     How  doft  thou  like  this  tune  ? 

8  recoMecle.l  termil  RecoIhBrJ^  for  ftudied, 

9  in  all  niotkns  .♦Z,*',]  The  Foiio  reads  mticm,  which  is  right. 

rto. 


What  you  wilu  I329 

Vio.  "  '  It  gives  a  very  echo  from  the  feat 
**  Where  love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  maflerly. 
My  life  upon't,  young  tho'  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves ; 
Hath  it  not,  boy? 

Fio-  A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Duke.  What  kind  of  woman  is't  ? 

Fio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.  What  years,  iTaith!- 

Fio.  About  your  years,  my  Lord. 

Duke,  "  Too  old,  by  heav'n ;  let  ftill  the  woman  take 
"  An  elder  than  her  felf,  fo  wears  fhe  to  him  ; 
**  So  fways  ihe  level  in  her  hufband's  heart. 
For,  boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  felves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loll:  and  worn^ 
Than  women's  are. 

Fio.  I  think  it  well,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thy  felf. 
Or  thy  afFedion  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  women  are  as  Tofes,  whofe  fair  flower. 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doch  fall  that  very  hour. 

Fio.  And  fo  they  are  :  alas,  that  they  are  io. 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  perfedion  grow ! 
Enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

Duke.  O  fellow,  come;  the  fong  we  had  lafl:  night,— ^ 
Mark  it,  Cefario,  it  is  old  and  plain  ; 
•*  The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun, 
**  And  the  free  maids  that  we:ave  their  thread  witli 

bones, 
**  Do  ufe  to  chant  it :   it  is  filly  footh, 
"  ^And  tallies  uith  the  innocence  of  love, 
"  Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready.  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Ay  y  pr'ythee,  fing,  {Mufuk,, 

1  It  give  t  a  very  ech^  to  the  pat 

Wheic  love  is  fivon'ci.']    We  fhoulcl  read,  fr  CM  the  f'at :  i.  e, 
\i  reaches  the  throne  of  ]eve,  and  reverberates  thence. 

2  And  dallies  toitb  the  innocence  of  love,"]     Dallies  has  no  /enfej 
Wefhouid  ;?ad,  tallies,  /.  e.  asrees  wkb  j  is  of  apiece  with. 

G  5,  $  O  N  Q^,. 


130        Twelfth-Night:  or,  ' 

SONG.  i. 

''  Come  anuay,  come  a^way  deaths 

"  And  in  fad  cyprefs  let  me  he  laid ;  ^ 

**  Fly  a<wayt  fiy  anxjay^  breath, 

"  1  am  Jlain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
"  Myjhrouud  of<whitey  (luck  all  ivith  yeiO, 

"   O,  prepare  it. 
"  My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  true 

"•  Didjhare  it. 
"  Not  afo'zi'er,  not  afo'wer  fmoeet, 

**  On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  Jironjun  : 
**  Not  a  friendy  not  a  friend  greet 

"  My  poor  corps,  <where  my  bones  Jhall be  tbrovjff^, 
"  A  thoiifand  thoufand  fighs  to  fa've, 

*'  Lay  me,   O  !  ivhere 
'*  True  lo<ver  ne'ver  find  my  grave,. 

"To  iveep  there. 

Duke.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Clo.  No  pains,  Sir ;  I  take  pleafure  in  finging,  Sir. 

I>uke.  ril  pay  thy  pleafure  then. 

do.  Truly,  Sir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time 
or  other. 

Duke.  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo.  Now  the  melancholy  God  proteft  thee,  and 
rfie  taylor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  taffata,  for 
thy  mind  is  a  very  '  opal !  I  would  have  men  of  fuch 
conilancy  put  to  fea,  4-  that  their  bufmefs  might  be- 
cvery  thing,  and  their  intent  no  where  j  for  that's  it; 
that  always  makes  a  good  voyage  of  nothing.  Fare- 
wel.  {Exiti 

3  a  a'?/^' opai !  ]  A  precious  ftone  of  almoft  all  colours. 

Mr.  Pope. 

4  that,  their  bufnefs  might  be  every  thing ,  and  their  intert  every 
rohere]  ]  Both  the  prefervation  of  the  amithefis,  and  the  recovery 

oi  the  fenfe,  require  we  fhould  read, and  their  intent  no  ivhere; 

B-caufe  a  man  who  fuft'eii  himfelf  to  run  with  every  wind,  and  io 
makes  his  bufmefs  every  where,  cannot  be  faid  to  have  any  intent  ; 
for  that  word  fignifies  a  determination  of  the  mind  to  fomething,. 
Bsfides,  the  condufion  of  making  a  good  voyage  out  of  nothing, 
«iiieds  to  Uiis  ctncndaticn* 

SCENE 
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SCENE.    VI. 

Duke.  Let  all  the  rell  give  place.     Once  more,  Ce-^ 
fari&y 
Get  thee  to  yond  fame  fovereign  cruelty  : 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world^ 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands  ; 
The  parts,  that  fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her^ 
Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune : 
5  But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  Queen  of  Gems, 
That  nature  pranks,  her  Mind,  attrads  my  fouL 
Via.  But  if  fhe  cannot  love  you.  Sir — — 
Duke.  ^  I  cannot  be  fo  anfvver'd. 
Vio.  Sooth,  but  you  mull. 
Say,  that  fome  Lady,  as,  perhaps,  there  is^ 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  OU--via  :  you  cannot  love  her ; 
Yoa  tell  her  fo  ;  muft  ihe  not  then  be  anfwer'd  ? 

DuKe.  Th^re  is  ho  woman's  lides 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  flrong  a  paflion, 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :   no  woman's  heart 
So  big  to  hold  fo  much  ;  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite  : 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate. 
That  fufFers  furfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt^ 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  fea. 
And  can  digeft  as  much  ;  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me. 
And  that  I  ov/e  O/i-via. 

Vio    Ay,  but  I  knov/ 

Duke.  What  doll  thoa  know? 

5  But^tis  that  ntiracUy  and  S^e;n  cf  GemSf 

That  nature  pranks  her  ix, ]  What  is  that  fnirjcle,  and 

^eenof  Gems  ?  we  are  not  told  in  this  reading.  Beildes,  what  is 
mcafitby  nature pranki Tig  her  in  a  miracle? — We  fhould  read. 

But  "'tis  that  miracle^  and  ^een  of  Gems, 

That  nature pranh,   hzr  mind^ 

r.  e.  what  attraSis  my  foul,  is  not  her  Fortune,  but  her  Mi.iJ,  that 
tfiiracle,  and  Slueen  of  Gems ,  that  nature  pranks,  i.e.  iets  out,  ani 
adorns. 

6  It   cannot  be  fo   anfiver'd,']  ^Wc  fhould  read  Ij  the  reply 
flisws  it> 
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Vio.  Too  well  what  love  women  to  men  may  owe  ; 
In  faith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart,  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man. 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  1  a  woman, 
I  fhould  your  Lordihip. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  hiflory  ? 

Vio.  '  A  blank,  my  Lord  :  Ihe  never  told  her  love, 

*  But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'th'  bud, 

*■  Feed  on  her  damafk  cheek  :  fhe  pinM  in  thought  ; 

*  And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 

*  7  She  fat  like  Patience  on  a  monument, 

*  Smiling  at  grief.     Was  not  this  love,  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more,  but,  indeed,. 

7  She  fat  like  patience  on  a  monument ^. 

Smiling  at  grief.']   Mr,  Theobald  fuppofcs  this  might  poffi* 
tly  be  borrowed  from  Chaucer. 

And  her  btfidii  'wonder  difcretlie, 
Dame  Patience  yfittinge  there.  If onde 
IVithface  pale,   upon  an  bill  of  f onde. 
And  adds,  If  he  ivas  indebted,  hcTue-ver ,  for  the  firfl  rude dr aught ^ 
hciv  amply  has  he  repaid  that  debt,  in  heightening  the  pi  Bur  e  !  Hotv 
inuch  does  the  green  and  yeJlow  melancholy  tranfcend  the  old  bard""! 

pale  fjce  ,  f£»f  monument  his  hiiloffand. I  hope  this  Critick 

does  not  imagine  Shakefpear  meant  to  give  us  a  pidlure  of  x\isfater 
of  Patience^  by  his  green  and  yelkiv  melancholy  ;  becaufe,  he  fays, 
it  tranfcends  the  P-ale  face  of  Patience  given  us  by  Chaucer.  To 
throw  Patience  into  a  fit  of  melancholy,  would  be  indeed  very  extra- 
ordinary. The  green  and  yello'w  then  belonged  not  to  Patiencr, 
but  to  her  who  fat  like  Patience.  To  i;ive  Patience  a  pale  fcce^ 
was  proper  :  and  had  Shakefpear  defcribed  her,  he  had  done  it  as 
Chaucer  did.  But  Shakefpear  is  fpeaking  of  a  marble  ftatue  of 
Patience:  Chaucer,  of  Patience  herfelf.  And  the  two  reprefenta- 
tions  of  her  are  in  quite  different  view?.  Our  poet,  fpeaking  of  a 
defpairing  lover,  judicioufly  compares  her  to  P^r/Vnce  exercifed  on. 
the  death  or  friends  and  relations  ;  which  affords  him  the  beautiful 
p'Clure  vf  Patitnce  on  a  monument.  The  old  Bard  fpeaking  of  Pa- 
tience \\txft\f,  diredly,  and  not  by  comparifon,  as  judicioufly  draws 
her  in  that  eJrcumfiance  where  fhe  is  moft  exercifed,  and  hasoccafion 
for  all  hti;  virtue  ;  that  is  to  fay,  under  the  lo£ei  of  jhipiureck.  And 
now  we  fee  why  ihe  is  reprefented  as  fitting  on  an  hill  of  fund,  to 
&fign  the  fcene  to  be  the  fea-fhore.  It  is  finely  imagined  j  and  one- 
of.  the  noble  fimplicities  of  that  admirable  Poet.  But  the  Criticic 
thought,  in  gocd  e^rneft,  that  Chaucer''^  invention  was  fo  barren^ 
and  his  imagination  fo  beggarly,  that  he  was  not  able  to  be  at  the 
charge  of  a  mcnument  for  his  Goddeis,  but  l«ft  hcr^  like  a  flroUer-,. 
^tAolng  herfelf  upim  ^  heap  of  h.vA^- 
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Our  Ihews  are  more  than  will ;  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Duke.  But  dy'd  thy  filler  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 

Vio.  ^  I'm  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  houfe. 
And  all  the  brothers  too  —  and  yet  I  know  not  — 
Sir,  Ihali  I  to  this  Lady  T 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theam. 
To  her  in  halle;  give  her  this  jewel :  fay. 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.   [Epteuntl 

SCENE    VII.     Changes  to  OXvwlx's  Garden, 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  avd  Fabian. 

Sir  To.f^OViE  thy  ways,  Signior  Fal^ian. 

V^  F'^^'  Nay,  I'll  come  ;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple 
of  this  fport,  let  me  be  boil'd  to  death  with  melan- 
choly. 

Sir  To.  Wouid'ft  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  nig- 
gardly rafcally  Iheep-biter  come  by  fome  notable 
fliame  ? 

Fal>.  I  would  exult,  man;  you  know,  he  brought 
me  out  of  favour  with  my  Lady,  about  a  bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir  To,  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  the  bear  again, 
and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue,  fhall  vve  not.  Sir 
AndreiM  ? 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it's  pity  of  our  lives. 
Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain  :  how  now,  ray- 
nettle  of  India  ? 

8   Vm  all  the  daughter i  of  my  father"" s  houje^ 

And  all  the  brotUn  too  —  ]  This  was  the  moft  artful  an- 
f\ver  that  could  be  given.  The  queftion  was  of  fuch  a  nature,  that 
to  have  declined  the  appearance  of  a  dfreft  aniV/er,  muft  have  raifc(i 
fufpicion.  This  his  the  appearance  of  a  dircci  anfwcr  ;  that  the  Jifier 
died  of  her  h-vs  ;  flie  (who  palTedfora  nran)  faying,  fhe  was  all  the 
daughters  of  her  father's  houfe.  Bat  the  Oxford  Editor,  a  great 
enemy,  as  Qiould  feera,  to  all  equivocation,  obliges  hsr  to  anfwer 
tbuE, 

She'i  all  the  daughters  of  my  father" i  kcufe^ 

And  I  am  all  the  Jem  

But  if  it  fliQuld  be  afked  now,  kow  the  Duke  came  to  take  this  fofi 
aa.  anfwsr  to  his  queilion^  to  be  fuie  the  Editor  caq  t«ll  us. 


r^4  Twelfth-Night:  or, 

Mar,  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree  j  Maholio^i' 
coming  down  this  walk,  he  has  been  yonder  i'th'  fun 
pradlifing  behaviour  to  his  own  fhadow  this  half  hour. 
Obferve  him,  for  the  love  of  mockery  ;  for,  I  know, 
this  letter  will  make  a  contemplative  id eot  of  him. 
Clofe,  in  the  name  of  jefting  !  lie  thou  there  -,  for  here- 
comes  the  trout  that  muft  be  caught  with  tickling. 

[Thronxjs  do^wn  a  letter^  and  Exit, 

SCENE    VIII. 
Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  'Tis  but  fortune,  all  is  fortune.  Maria  once 
told  me,  fhe  did  afFeft  me :  and  I  have  heard  herfelf" 
come  thus  near,  that  fhould  fhe  fancy,  it  fhoald  be  one 
of  my  complexion.  Befides,  flie  ufes  me  with  a  more 
exalted  refpeft,  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her. 
What  fhould  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  To,  Here's  an  over- weaning  rogue. 

Fab.  O,  peace  :  contemplation  makes  a  rare  Turkey- 
cock  of  him;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanc'd  plumes^ 

Sir  And.  'Slife,  I  could  fo  beat  the  rogue. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  fay. 

MaL  To  be  Count  Maholio, 

Sir  To.  Ah,,  rogue  ! 

Sir  And.  Piftol  him,  piflol  him. 

Sir  Ta:  Peace,  peace. 

Mar.  There  is  example  for't :  9  the  Lady  of  the  Tra- 
chy  married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel  ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in  ;  look,  how 
imagination  blows  him. 

MaL  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her,  fit- 
ting in  my  ftate  — 

Sir  To.  O  for  a  flone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the  eye !  — 

Mai.  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my  branched 

9  the  Lady  of  the  Strachy]  We  Ihculd  read  Trachy,  i.  e.  I'brace  j 
for  fo  the  old  Englijb  writers  called  ir.  Mavdevtlle  sys,..^s  Tra- 
chye  and  Macedoigne  of  the  'zvbicb  AlidndK  ivas  Kyfg-  It  was 
cotnmon  to  ufe  the  article  the  before  names  of  places  :  And  this  was 
no'  improper  iniUnce,  where  the  fcene  Wds  in  IHjria, 

velvet 
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velvet  gown ;    having  come  down  from  a  day-bed, 
where  1  have  left  0!in}ia  fleeping. 
Sir  To.   Fire  and  brirnftone  ! 
Fab.  O,  peace,  peace. 

MaL  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  Hate  ;  and 
after  a  demure  travel  of  regard,  telling  them,  I  know 
my  place,  as  I  would  they  fhould  do  theirs  —  to  afk 

for  my  uncle  Toby 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  fhackles ! 
Fab.  O,  peace,  peace,  peace  ;  now,  now. 
MaL  Seven  of  my  people  with  an  obedient  ftart  make 
out  for  him  :   I  frown  the  while,  and,  perchance,  wind 
up  my  v^atch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  jewel*     loby  ap- 
proaches, curtfies  there  to  me. 
Sir  'lo.  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 
Fab.  ^  Tho'  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  cares, 
yet,   peace. 

lAaL  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus ;  quenching  my 
familiar  fmile  with  an  auftere  regard  of  controul. 

Sir  To.  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'th'  lips 
then  \ 

Mal.  Saying,  uncle   Toby.,  my  fortunes   having  call 
me  on  your  Niece,  give  me  this  prerogative  of  fpeech— 
Sir  To.  What,  what  ? 
h'laL  You  muft  amend  your  drunkennefs. 
Sir  To.  Out,  fcab  ! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  iinews  of  our 
plot. 

Mai.  Befides,  you  wafte  the  treafure  of  your  time 

with  a  foolilhi  Knight 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

MaL   One  Sir  Andrenv,  

Sir  And.  I  knew,  'twas  I  j  for  many  do  call  me 
Fool. 

I  Hho'  our  filence  be  draionfrom  us  luitb  carei,'^  i,  e.  Though 
it  is  the  greateft  pain  to  us  to  keep  filence.  Yet  ths  Oxford  Editor 
has  altered   it  to, 

^Tho'  our  filence  he  dratvnfrom  us  by  tV  ears. 
There  is  fome  conceit,  I  fuppofe,  in  this,  as  in  many  other  of  his  al- 
terations, yet  it  oft  lies  fo  deep  that  the  reader  has  reafoji  to  wiffi  he 
could  have  explained  his  own  meaning. 

MaL 
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Mai.  *  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

[Taking  up  the  Letter, 

Fab.  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

SirTo.  Oh  peace  !  now  the  fpirit  of  humours  intimate 
reading  aloud  to  him  ! 

MaL  By  my  life,  this  is  my  Lady's  hand  :  thefe  be 
her  very  C's,  her  t/'s,  and  her  jT's,  and  thus  makes 
flie  her  great  P's.  It  is,  in  contempt  of  q_ueftion,  her 
hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  Csy  her  Vs,  and  her  Vs  :  why  that  ? 

Ma/.  To  the  unknonjon  beh^^d,  thisy  and  my  ^ood 
twijhes ;  her  very  phrafes :  by  your  leave,  wax.  Soft ! 
and  the  imprellure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  flie  ufes  to 
feal ;  'tis  my  Lady  :  to  whom  ftiould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 

MaL  Jove  kno^ixs  I  lo've^  hut  tvho^  lips  do  not  mofve^ 
no  man  mujl  knoiv.  No  man  muft  know  —  what  fol- 
lows ?  the  number*s  altered  —  no  man  muH  know  — 
if  this  {hould  be  thee,  Maholio  ? 

Sir  To.  Marry,  hang  thee.  Brock  ! 

Maf,   I  may  command  njjhere  I  adore r  but  Jthnce,  like 
a  Lucrece  knifey 
With  hloodlefs  Jiroke  my  heart  doth  gore,  M.  O.  A.  I, 
doth  fnjcay  my  life. 

Fab.  A  Fuftian  riddle. 

Sir  To.  Excellent  wench,  fay  I. 

MaL  M.  O.  J.  I.  doth  fway  my  life  —  nay,  but. 
^rft,  let  me  fee let  me  fee 

fab.  What  a  difh  of  poifon  has  fhadrefs'd  him  ? 

Sir  To.  And  with  what  wing  the  ftanyel  checks  at  It  ? 

Mai.  I  may  command  nvhere  f  adore.  Why,  (he  may- 
coramand  me  :  I  ferve  her,  fhe  is  my  Lady.  Why^ 
this  is  evident  to  any   3  formal  capacity.     There  is  nO' 

2.  JVbat  employment  barjetve  here?  ]  A  phrafe  of  that  tirr.e,  ecu'- 
valait  to  our  common  fpecch  of —  PFhat''s  to  do  here.  The  Oxford 
Editor,  not  attending  to  this,  alters  it  to 

What  implement  kwve  tve  here  f 
By  which  happy  emendation,  he  makes  Malvdis  to  bs   in  the  plot 
againft  himfelf ;  or  how  could  he  know  that  this  letter  was  an  r*«- 
^ement  made  ufe  of  to  catch  him  ? 

3  formal  capficit^.\  FarmaL  for.commaa* 

©bftru£li(XB.. 
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obftruaion  in  this  —  and  the  end  —  what  fhould  that 
alphabetical  pofition  portend?    If  I  could  njake  that 
refemble  fomething  in  me  ?  foftly  —  M.  O.  y^.  i.  — 
Sir  To.  O,  ay  !  make  up  that ;  he  is  now  at  a  cold 

Fai.  Sowter  will  cry  upon't  for  all  this,  the'  it  be  as 

rank  as  a  fox.  . 

Ma/.  M.  —  Maho/io  —  M.^why,  that  begins  ray 

name.  .,        ,   .         .    , 

Fa6.  Did  not  I  fay,  he  would  work  it  out  ?  the  cur 

is  excellent  at  faults.  •      u    r 

MaL  M.  But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  le- 
quel ;  That  fufFers  under  probation  :  A  ihould  follow, 
but  O  does. 

Fah.  And  O  fhail  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  I'll  cudgel  him,  and  make  him 
cry,  O 

Mai.  And  then  /  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  an  you  had  any  eye  behind  you,  you 
might  fee  more  detradion  at  your  heels  than  fortunes 
before  you. 

Mai  M.  O.  A.  /.—  +  this  fimulation  is  not  as  the 

former and  yet  to  crulh  this  a  litcle,  it  would  bow 

to  me,    for  every  one  of  thele  letters  is  in  my  ra.ne. 

Soft,  here  follows  profe Iftbisjali  int:>  thy  hand, 

re^ol've.  In  my  ftars  I  am  aionjt  thee,  hut  he  not  rfratd 
of  greainefs  j  '/ome  are  bom  g>eat.  fame  otchie've  g  eat- 
nel),  and  lome  bwve  greatnefs  tht  ufi  up-n  them.  Thy. 
fates  open  'their  hands,  let  thy  blood  and  Jpirit  embrace 
them  ;  and  to  inure  thjfelf  to  ^^hat  thou  art  We  to  be^ 
caj}  thy  humble  Jlough,  and  appear  frejh  Be  cppoftte 
nuith  a  kin/man,  furly  'with  fernjants  :  let  thy  tongue 
tang  arguments  of  fiate:  put  thyf elf  into  the  trick  of  fin- 
gularitv.  She  thus,  ad'vifes  thee,  that  (ighs  for  thee. 
Remember  ivho  commended  thy  yellonv  Jiockings,  and 
lAjifo'd  to  fee  thee  e'ver  crofs-garterd.  1  fay,  remember  ; 
^0  to,  thou  art  made,  if  thou  dejtreji  to  be  fo  :  if  not, 
let  me  fee  thee  a  ftenvard  fill,  the  felloe  of  fern;ants, 
and  not  njjor  thy  to  touch  fortune's  fingers.  Farevjel.  She, 

4  (bis  emulation]  SimuUticn^  for  refcmblance. 
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that  iKQuld  alter  fewices  5  ivith  thee^  the  fortunate  a  fid 
happy.  Day  light  and  champian  difcover  no  more  :  this 
is  open,  i  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politick  authors, 
I  wiil  baffle  Sir  Tohy,  I  will  vvafh  ofFgrofs  acquaintance, 
I  will  be  point  deviie,  the  very  ir.an.  I  do  not  now 
fool  myfelf,  to  let  imagination  jade  me ;  for  every 
reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my  lady  loves  me.  She  did 
commend  my  yellow  (lockings  of  late,  fhe  did  praile 
my  leg,  being  crofs  garter'd,  and  in  this  fi.e  manifeik 
herfelf  to  my  love,  and  with  a  kiad  of  injundion  drives 
me  to  thefe  habits  of  her  liking.  I  thank  my  rtars,  I 
am  happy  :  I  \vill  be  flrange,  flout,  in  yellow  {lock- 
ings, and  crofs-garter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of 
putting  on.  J  eve,  and  my  flars  be  praifed  !  —Here- 
is  yet  a  pollfcript.  Thou  canjl  not  chufe  but  knoiv  ivho 
I  am'.  If  thou  entertaineji  my  lonje^  let  it  appear  in  thy 
fmiling  ;  thy  /miles  become  thee  nvell.  Therefore  in  my- 
prefence  Jiill /mile,  d&ar  my  fnveet,  2  prithee.  —  Jo^e, 
I  thank  thee  I  I  will  fmile,  I  will  do  ^<^vt:y  thing  that 
thou  wilt  have  me.  [Exit. 

Fab,  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  a  pen- 
lion  of  thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  thi£  device. 

Sir  And.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  alk  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but  fuch' 
another  jeft. 

SCENE    IX, 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 
Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull  catcher. 
^/>  To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'  my  neck  } 
Sir  And.  Or  a'  mine  either  ? 

Sir  To,  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip,  and 
become  thy  bond-llave? 

5  luitb  thee.  'Tbs  fortunate  and  happy  day-light  and  cham- 
pian difcc-ver  no  more  ;]    Wrong   pointed  :    We  fliou'd  read, , 

'With  thee,  the  fortunate  and  happy,  Day-Hght  and  champian  dif-' 
co-ver  7.0  more  ;  /•.  e.  Uroad  day  and  an  open  couony  cannot  make 
things  plainer. 

Sir  And.. 


What  you  will.  13P 

Sir  And.  rfaith,  or  I  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  thou  haft  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream, 
that  when  the  image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  muft  run 
mad. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him  ? 

Sir  To.  Like  Jqua  njitee  with  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  fport, 
mark  his  firft  approach  before  my  Lady  :  he  will 
come  to  her  in  yellow  ftockings,  and  'tis  a  colour  fhe 
abhors  ;  and  crofs-garter'd,  a  faihion  fhe  detefts  ;  and 
he  will  fmile  upon  her,  which  will  now  be  fo  unfuita- 
ble  to  her  difpofition,  being  addidted  to  a  melancholy, 
as  fhe  is,  that  it  cannot  but  turn  him  into  a  notable- 
contempt  :  if  you  will  fee  it,  follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar  ;  thou  moft  excellent- 
devil  of  wit. 

^/>  JrJ.  I'll  make  one  too. 


ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Olivia' J  Garden. 

Enter  Viola,   and  Clonun. 

Viola.  Q  A  V  E  thee,    friend,   and  thy  mufick ;  dofi 
i3  thou  live  by  thy  Tabor  ? 

Clo.  No,  Sir,  I  live  by  the  Church. 

Via.  Art  thou  a  Churchman  ? 
.  Clo.  No  fuch  matter.  Sir;  I  do  live  by  the  Church : 
for  I  do  live  at  my  Houfe,  and  my  Houfe  doth  ftand 
by  the  Church. 

P'io.  So  thou  may' ft  fay,  the  King  lyes  by  a  beggar^, 
if  a  beggar  dwell  near  him  :  or  the  Church  ftands  by 
thy  Tabor,  if  thy  Tabor  ftand  by  the  Church, 

Clo.  You  have  faid,  Sir  :  to  fee  this  age  !  —A  fen- 
tence  is  but  a  '  chev'ril  glove  to  a  good  wit ;  how 
quickly  the  wrong  fide  may  be  turned  outward  ! 

Vio.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  they,  that  dally  nicely 
with  words,  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

I  a  che-v^nl  glove]  A  glove  made  of  a  kid's  fkin,  from  Chewreuh 
French.     Chii-vcrelh,  Ital.     CaPrillusy  Lat.  Mr.  Pope* 

Clo, 
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Cto.  I  would  therefore,  my  Siller  had  no  Name, 
Sir. 

Vh.  Why,  Man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  her  Name's  a  word  ;  and  to  dally 
Vvith  that  word,  might  make  my  Sifter  wanton  ;  bat, 
indeed,  words  are  \QTy  rafcals,  fmce  bonds  difgrac'd 
them. 

Vio.  Thy  reafon,  Man  ? 

Clo.  Troth,  Sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without 
words  J  and  words  are  grown  fo  falfe,  I  am  loth  to 
prove  reafon  with  them. 

Via.  I  warrant,  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  careft 
for  nothing. 

Clo.  Not  fo,  Sir,  I  do  care  for  fomething  ;  but,  in 
my  confcience.  Sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  :  if  that  be 
to  care  for  nothing.  Sir,  1  would,  it  would  make  yoa 
invifible. 

Vio.  Art  not  thou  the  Lady  OH^vias  fool  ? 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  Sir;  the  Lady  Olivia  has  no  folly; 
flie  will  keep  no  fool,  Sir,  'till  fhe  be  married  ;  and 
Fools  are  as  like  Huibands,  as  Pilchers  are  to  Herrings, 
the  Hafband's  the  bigger  :  I  am,  indeed,  not  her  Fool", 
but  her  Corrupter  of  Words. 

Fio.  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  Duke  Orjino'^s. 

Clo.  Foolery,  Sir,  does  walk  about  the  Orb  like  the 
Sun ;  it  fhines  every  where,  I  v/ould  be  forry.  Sir, 
but  the  fool  Ihould  be  as  oft  with  your  mailer,  as  with 
my  miftrefs  :  1  think,  I  faw  your  wifdom  there. 

Vio.  Nay,  an  thou  pafs  upon  me.  Til  no  more  with 
thee.     Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair, 
fend  thee  a  beard  / 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee,  I  am  almoft  fick 
for  one,  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin. 
Is  thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  Sir  ? 

Vio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 

Clo.  I  would  play  lord  Fandarus  of  Phrygia,  Sir, 
to  bring  a  Crejjida  to  this  Troylus. 

Vio.  I  underftand  you.  Sir,  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo.,  The  matter,,  I  hope,  is  not  great.  Sir ;  begging 

but 
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but  a  beggar  :  Crejfida  was  a  beggar.  My  lady  is 
within,  Sir,  I  will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come  ; 
who  you  are,  and  what  you  would,  is  out  of  my  wel- 
kin ;  I  might  fay,  element ;  but  the  word  is  over-worn. 

Vio,  This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool, 
"And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
He  muft  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jefts. 
The  quality  of  the  perfons,  and  the  time ; 
And,  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 
That  comes  before  his  eye.     This  is  a  praflice. 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife-man's  art : 
For  folly,  that  he  wifely  ftiews,  is  ht ; 
But  wife  men's  folly-fall'n,  quite  taints  their  wit. 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  afid  Sir  Andrew- 

*  Sir  And.  Save  you,   gentleman. 

Vio.  And  you.  Sir. 

Sir  To.   Dieu  'vous  guards,  Monjieur. 

Vio.  Et  n}ous  auj/i  ;  'vojire  fer'viteur. 

Sir  To.  I  hope.  Sir,  you  are  j  and  I  am  yours.— 
Will  you  encounter  the  Houfe  ?    my  Niece  is  defirous 
you  fliould  enter,  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 
^    Vio.  I  am  bound  to  your  Niece,  Sir;    I  mean,  fhe 
IS  the  lill  of  my  voyage. 

Sir  To.  Tafte  your  legs,  Sir,  put  them  to  motion. 
J '  i^^'  ^^^^  ^°  ^^"^^  underftand  me.    Sir,    than 
I  underftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my 

Sir  To.  I  mean,  to  go.  Sir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gate  and  entrance;  but 
we  are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 
Moft  excellent  accomplilh'd  lady,     the  heav'ns  rain 
odours  on  you  ? 

^tr  And.  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier  .'  rain  odours  ? 
well. 

a  Here  the  fpeeches  rc€tiiied  by  Mr,  Tbeolali, 
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yio.  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your 
own  5  moll  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

Sir  Atid.  Odours,  pregnant,  and  vouchfafed  :  — I'll 
get  'em  all  three  ready. 

Oil.  Let  the  garden  door  be  fhut,  and  leave  me  to 
my  hearmg.  [Exeunt  5;VToby,  5/r  Andrew,  a»rf  Maria. 

SCENE    III. 

Give  me  your  hand,  Sir. 

Fio.  My  duty.  Madam,  and  moft  humble  fervice. 

O//.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Fio.  Cefario  is  your  fervant's  name,  fair  Princefs. 

O//.  My  fervant.  Sir  .?  'Twas  never  merry  world. 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment : 
Y'are  fervant  to  the  Duke  Orjino^  youth. 

Via.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muit  needs  be  yours: 
Your  fervant's  fervant  is  your  fervant.  Madam. 

Oil.  For  him,  I  think  net  on  him  :  for  his  thoughts 
'Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  filTd  with  me  ! 

Vio.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf. 

Oil,  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you  ; 

I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him. 
BiJt  would  you  undertake  another  fuit, 
I'd  rather  hear  you  to  foUicit  That, 
Than  m.ufick  from  the  fpheres. 

Vio.  Dear  Lady,  — 

Oil.  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  yon  :  I  did  fend, 
4-AfteT  the  lall  enchantment  you  did  here, 
A  ring  in  chafe  of  you.     So  did  I  abufe 
Myfelf,  ray  fervant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you  ; 
Under  your  hard  conftruftion  muft  I  fit. 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  fhameful  cunning, 
Which  vou  knev/  none  of  yours.     What  might  yoa 

think? 
Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  flake, 

3  mcft  pTSgmnt  and 'vcuchfa fed  ear. "j   Pr^gvant,  for  ready. 

4  ./Ifter  the  1-ifi  eKcbantincKt ,  you  did  hear,]  Nonfcnfe.  Read 
an;i  point  it  thus, 

After  the  hfl  enchantment  you  did  here, 
f.  e,  after  the  erithantment,  j'our  prefcnce  v.orked  in  my  aftfeft'ors. 
^  Ana 
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And  baited  it  with  all  th' unmuzzled  thoiights 

That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?-5to  one  of  your  re- 

ceivin^g 
Enough  is  Hievvn  ;  a  Cyprus,  not  a  bofom. 
Hides  my  poor  heart.     So  let  us  hear  you  i'peak, 

Vio.  1  pity  you. 

Oil.  That's  a  degree  to  love. 

Vio.  No,  not  a  grice  :  for  'tis  -a  vulgar  proofj 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

Oli.  Why  then,  methinks,  'tis  time  to  fmile  again  5 

0  world,  liow  apt  the  poor  are  to  te  proud  ! 
If  one  Ihould  be  a  prey,  how  much  the  better 

To  fall  before  the  lien,  "than  the  wolf!     [Cloch  Jirikes. 
The  clock  upbraids  me  with  .he  wafte  of  time. 
Be  not  afraid,  good  ycuih,  I  v/iii  not  have  you  ; 
And  yet  when  wit  and  youth  are  come  to  harveft. 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man  : 
There  lies  your  way,  due  well. 

Vio.  Then  wellward  hoe  :  ■ 
Grace  and  good  difpofition  attend  your  ladyfliip  ? 
You'll  nothing,   Madam,  to  my  Lord  by  me? 

Oli.  Stay  ;  pr'ythee  tell  me,   .what  thou  think'ft  of 
me  ? 

Vio.  That  you^do  think,  you  are  not  what  you  are. 

Oli.  If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 

Vio.  Then  think  you  right,  I  am  not  what  I  am. 

Oli.   r  would  you  were,  as  I  would  have  you  be  ! 

Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  Madam,  than  I  am  ? 

1  wifli  it  might,  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

Oli.  O,  what  a  deal  of  fcorn  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  ! 
A  murd'rous  guilt  fhews  not  itfelf  more  foon, 
Than  love  that  wouid  feem  hid;  love's  night  is  noon,' 
Cefayio,  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring. 
By  maid-hood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  fo,  that,  maugre  all  thy  pride. 
Nor  wit,  nor  reafon,  can  my  paffion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe. 
For  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  haft  no  caufe  ; 

5  to  ore  of  your  receiving]  /.  e.  to  one  of  J' our  ready  apprebenfion, . 
She  confiders  him  as  an  arch  page, 

But 
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But  rather  rcafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter  ; 

Love  fought  is  good ';  but  giv'n,  unfought,  is  better. 

Fio.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bofom,  and  one  truth. 
And  that  no  woman  has ;  nor  never  none 
Shall  raiftrefs  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  madam  ;  never  more 
Will  I  my  mailer's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

Oli,  Yet  come  again  j  for  thou,  perhaps,   may'H 
move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors,  to  like  his  love. 

\_Exeunt» 

SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  an  Apartment  in  Olivia'^  Houfe, 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew  and  Fabian. 

S?V  ^W.TW  T  O,  faith,  I'll  not  flay  a  jot  longer. 

JJ^      Sir  fo.  Thy  reafon,  dear  venom,  give 

thy  reafon.  o-     .,   , 

fab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  reafon.  Sir  A;fdrez>j, 

Sir  And.  Marrjs  I  faw  your  niece  do  more  favours 
to  the  Duke's  ferving-man,  than  ever  Ihe  beftow'd  on 
me.     I  faw't,  i'th'  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  Hie  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy,  tell  me 
that  ? 

Sir  And.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 

Fab.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  to- 
wards you.  r      »        •. 

Sir  And.  'Slight  !  will  you  make  an  afs  o  me  ? 

Fab.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate.  Sir,  upon  the  oaths 
of  judgment  and  reafon. 

Sir  1o.  And  they  have  been  Grand  Jury-men  fmce 
before  Isloah  was  a  failor. 

Fab.  She  did  Ihew  favour  to  the  yduth  in  your  fight, 
only  to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  valour, 
to  put  fire  in  your  heart,  and  brimftone  in  your  h- 
rer.  You  ihould  then  have  accoiled  her,  with  feme  ex- 
cellent jefls,  fire-new  from  the  mint ;  you  fhould  have 
bang'd  the  youth  into  dumbnefs.    This  was  look'd  for 

at 
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St  your  hand,  and  this  was  baulkt.  The  double  gilt  of 
this  opportunity  you  let  time  wafh  ofF,  **  and  you  are 
'•  now  fail'd  into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion  ; 
**  where  you  will  hang  like  an  ificle  on  a  Dutchman^ 
"  beard,"  unlefs  you  3o  redeem  it  by  feme  laudable 
attempt,  either  of  valour  or  policy. 

Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it muft  be  with  valour; 
for  policy  I  hate  :  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Bronvniji,  as  a 
politician. 

Sir  To. , Why  then,  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon  the 
bafis  of  valour;  challenge  me  the  Duke's  youth  to  fight 
Avith  him  ;  hurt  him  in  eleven  places ;  my  niece  fhall  take 
rote  of  it ,  and  aflure  thyfelf,  there  is  no  love-broker 
in  the  world  can  more  prevail  in  man's  commendation 
"ivith  \\  Oman  than  report  of  valour. 

Fab,  There  is  no  way  but  this,  Sir  Andrew, 

Sir  Artd.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to 
him  ? 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  in  a  martial  hand;  becurft  and 
brief:  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and 
full  of  invention  ;  taunt  him  with  the  licence  of  ink  ; 
if  thou  ihou'Ji  him  feme  ±rice,  it  fhall  not  be  amifs  ; 
and  as  many  1-ies  as  will  lye  in  thy  iheet  of  paper,  al- 
though the  fheet  were  big  enough  for  the  bed  of  IFare 
in  Etigiand ;  fet  'em  down,  go  about  it.  Let  there 
be  gall  enough  in  thy  ink,  tho'  thou  write  with  a  goofe- 
pen,  no  matter  :  about  it. 

Sir  And.  Where  (hall  I  fmd  you  ? 

Sir  To,  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubicuh :  go. 

{Exit  Sir  Andrew. 
SCENE    V. 

Fab,  This  is  a  dear  manikin  to  you.  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  1  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad,  fome  two'thou: 
land  Itrong  or  fo. 

Fab.  We  fhall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him;  but 
you'll  not  dehver't. 

Sir  To.  Never  trufl  me  then  ;  and  by  all  means  ftir 
on  the  youtn  to  an  anfwer.  I  think,  oxen  and  wain- 
ropes  cannot  hale  them  together.  For  A^dre^u;,  if  he 
>vere  open  d,  and  you  find  fo  much  blood  in  his  liver 

VQL.IJI.  H  _ 
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as  will  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  Til  eat  the  reft  of  th'ana- 

i^^^.  And  his  oppofite,  the  youth,  bears  m  his  vj- 
fege  no  great  prefage  of  cruelty. 
Enter  Maria. 
Sir  To.  ^Look,  where  the  youngeft  wren  of  nine 

comes.  ^  ,  ,.,,11 

Mar.  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  will  laugh  your- 
lelves  into  ftitches,  follow  me;  yond  gull  Malyolh 
is  turned  Heathen,  a  very  Renegado  ;  for  there  is  no 
Chriftian,  that  means  to  be  favM  by  believing  rightly, 
can  ever  believe  fuch  impoffible  paffages  of  groflnefs. 
He's  in  yellow  ftockings. 

Sir  To.  And  crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mar.  Moft  villainoufiy  ;  like  a  pedant  that  keeps  a 
fchool  i'th'  church  :  I  have  dogg  d  him,  like  his  mur- 
thercr.  He  does^obev  every  point  of  the  letter,  that  I 
dropt'to  betray  him  ;'  he  does  fmile  his  face  into  more 
lines  than  is  in  the  new  map,  with  the  augmentation 
of- the  lndies\  you  have  not  feen  fuch  a  thmg,  as  'tis; 
I  can  hardly  forbear  hurling  things  at  him.  I  know 
my  lady  will  ftrike  him ;  if  ftie  doe,  he  11  fmile,  and 
take't  for  a  great  favour.  ,        r    • 

Bir  To.  Come,  brir.g  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE    VI.     Changes  to  the  Street. 
Enter  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio. 
S,h  T  Would  not  by  my  will  have  troubled  you. 

I  Bu?  fmce  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

kt.  I  could  not  ftay  behind  you,  my  defire, 
iMore  (harp  than  filed  fteel,}  did  f?ur  me  forth  , 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you,  (tho'  fo.mucn, 
A   misht  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voj-age.) 
But  j^oS  what  might  befal  your  travel, 

parts  were  then  afted  by  boys,  ^"""J^'^'^'^t.^V.^h  kind  of  oblique 
fhere  was  occaf.on  to  obviate  the  impropriety  by  lucn  Kina        _ 

j,Boiog'K6,  Being 
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Being  fkillefs  in  thefe  parts ;  which  to  a  ftranger, 
Unguided  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough  and  unhofpitable.     My  willing  love. 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear. 
Set  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Anthonio, 
I  can  no  other  anfwer  make,  but  thanks ; 
And  thanks,  and  (a)  ever  thanks ;  and  oft  good  turns 
Are  ihufHed  off  with  fuch  uncurrent  pay  j 
But  were  my  woith,  as  is  my  confci^nce,  firm. 
You  fhould  find  better  dealing  :  what's  to  do  I 
Shall  we  go  7  fee  the  relicks  of  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To-morrow,  Sir ;  beft,  firft,  go  fee  your  lodg- 
ing. 

Zeh    I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night ; 
I  pray  you,  let  us  fatisfy  our  eyes 
With  the  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame. 
That  do  renown  this  city. 

Ant.  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me  : 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  flreets. 
Once,  in  a  fea-fight,  'gainft  the  Duke  his  gallies, 
I  did  fome  fervice,  of  fuch  note,  indeed. 
That  were  I  ta^en  here,  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer'd, 

Seb.  Belike,  you  flew  great  number  of  his  peo:plc. 

Ant.  Th'ofFence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature. 
Albeit  the  qualit}^  of  the  time  and  quarrel 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument  : 
It  might  have  fmce  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which,  for  traffick's  fak^ 
Moft  of  our  city  did.     Onljr  myfelf  flood  out ; 
For  which,  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place, 
I  fhall  pay  dear. 

Seb,  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me  :  hold.  Sir,  here's  my  purfc. 
In  the  fouth  fuburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  beft  to  lodge :   I  will  befpeak  our  diet,     . 
Whiles  you  beguile  your  time,  and  feed  your  knowledge 
With  viewing  of  the  town  ;  there  ftiall  you  have  me. 

7  —  /«  the  relicks  tf  this  toKvn  f  ]    Rellckiy  for  curiofities, 
[/«;  —  tvtf  thanks,  Mr.  Theobald,  —  Vulg,  evtr  oft.']  ' 
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Seb.  Why  I  your  purfe  ? 

Ant.  Haply,  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fome  toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe  ;  and  your  ftore, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  Sir. 

Seb.  I'll  be  your  purfe  bearer,  and  leave  you  iot 
An  hour. 

Ant.  To  th'  Elephant.^ 

S£lu  I  ^do  remember.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  vn. 

Chattgei  io  Olivia'^  Houfe* 

Enter  Olivia,  and  Maria. 

Oli.  T  Have  fent  after  him  ;  ^  he  fays  he'll  come ; 

J.  How  Ihall  I  feaft  him  ?  what  beilow  on  him  ? 
For  youth  is  bought  more  oft,    than  begg'd  or  bor- 
row'd. 

I  fpeak  too  loud. • 

Where  is  Maholio  ?  he  is  fad  and  civil. 
And  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  wit^  my  fortunes. 
Where  is  Maholio  ? 

Mar.  He's  coming,  Madame    but  in  very  ftrange 
manner. 
He  is  fure  poffeft,  Madam. 

O//.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  does  he  rave? 

Mar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  fmile ;  your 
ladylhip  were  beft  to  have  forae  guard  about  you,  if 
lie  come ;  for,  fure,  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

on.  Go  call  him  hither. 

Enter  Malvolio. 
Vm  as  mad  as  he, 
If  fad  and  merry  madnefs  equal  be. 
How  now  Maholio  ? 
•    Mai.  Sweet  lady,  ha,  ha.  [Smiles  fantajlically. 

on.  SmirH  thou  ?  I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 

Mai.  Sad,  lady  ?  I  could  be  fad ;  this  does  make 
Come  obftrudion  in  the  blood  ;    this  crofs -gartering  ; 

8  he  fayt  he'll  come  5]  /.  e.  I  fuppofe  now,  or  admit  now ,  he 
fays  he'll  come;  which  Mx. Theobald,  not  underftanding,  alters 
unneceflarily  to,  Jay  be  will  come  j  in  which  the  Oxford  Editor  has 
followed  him. 

but 
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but  what  of  it  ?  if  it  pleafe  the  eye  of  One,    it  is  with 
me  as  the  very  true  fonnet  is  :  Pleafe  one,  and  pleafe  alL 

Oli.  Why  ?  how  doft  thou,  man  ?  what  is  the  mat- 
ter with  thee  ? 

Mai  Not  black  in  my  mind,  tho'  yellow  in  my 
legs  :  it  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands  fhall 
be  executed.  I  think,  we  do  know  that  fweet  Roman 
hand. 

OH.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Maholio? 

Mai.  To  bed  ?  ay,  fweet-heart ;  and  I'll  come  to 
thee. 

Oil.  God  comfort  thee !  why  doft  thou  fmile  fo, 
and  kifs  thy  hand  fo  oft? 

Mar.  How  do  you,    Maholio  f 

Mai.  At  your  requeft  } 
Yes,  nightingales  anfwer  daws  ! 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  bold- 
nefs  before  my  lady  ? 

Mai.  Be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefs ;— 'twas  well  wri*. 

on.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that,  Maholio  ? 

Mai.  Some  are  born  Great——— 

on.  Pla.? 

Mai.  Some  atchieve  Greatnefs  ■ 

Oli.  What  fay'ft  thou  ? 

Mai.  And  fome  have  Greatnefs  thruft  upon  them-i 

Oil.  Heav'n  reflore  thee  ! 

Mai.  Remember,  who  commended  thy  yellow  llock- 
ings. 

Oli.  Thy  yellow  ftockings  ? 

MaL  And  wifh'd  to  fee  thee  crofs-garter'd  ~- 

On.  Crofs- garter 'd  ? 

Mai.  Go  to,  thou  art  made,  if  thou  defireft  to  be  fa.-: 

on.  Am  I  made  ? 

Mai.  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  fervant  flill. 

on.  Why,  this  is  a  very  midfummer  madnefs. 
Enter  Servant. 

5^r.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  Duke 
Orfmo  s  is  returned  ;  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back; 
he  attends  your  ladyfiiip's  pleafure. 

on    I'll  come  to  him.     Good  Maria,  let  this  fellow 

be  look  d  to.  Where's  my  uncle  Tc^^j  ?  let  fome  of  my 
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people  have  a  fpecial  care  of  him  ;  I  would  not  have 
him  mifcarry  for  half  of  my  dowry.  [Exit* 

SCENE     VIII. 

Mai  Oh,  oh !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no  worfc 
3nan  than  Sir  Tohy  to  look  to  me  !  this  concurs  direftly 
with  the  letter  j  ihe  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may 
appear  ftubborn  to  him  ;  for  fhe  incites  me  to  that  in 
the  letter.  Cafl  thy  humble  ilough,  fays  fhe ; — be  op- 
poiite  with  a  kinfman,- — furly  with  fervants, — let  thy 
tongue  tang  with  arguments  of  ftate, — put  thyfelf  into 
the  trick  of  Angularity  ; — and  confequently  fets  down 
the  manner  how  j  as  a  fad  face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a 
ilow  tongue,  in  the  habit  of  fome  Sir  of  note, .  and  (o 
forth.  I  have  lim'd  her,  but  it  it  Jo've^  doing,  and 
Jo've  make  me  thankful !  and  when  fhe  went  away 
now,  let  this  fellow  be  look'd  to  :  Fellow !  not  Mai- 
'voiio,  nor  after  my  degree,  but  fellow.  Why,  every 
thing  adheres  together,  that  no  dram  of  a  fcruple,  no 
fcruple  of  a  fcruple,  no,  obftacle,  no  incredulous  or  un- 
fafe  cu-cumftancc: — what  can  be  faid  ?  Nothing,  that 
can  be,  can  come  between  me  and  the  full  profped  of 
my  hopes.  Well,  Jovct  not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this, 
and  he  is  to  be  thanked. 

SCENE    IX. 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  Fabian,  and  Maria. 

5/r  Ta.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  fandity  ? 
if  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion 
himfelf  pofTeft  him,  yet  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is ;  how  Wt  with,  yqu. 
Sir  ?  how  is't  with  you,  man  ? 

Mai.  Go  off;  I  difcard  you  i  let  me  enjoy  my  pri-. 
racy  :  go  off. 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeaks  within  him  !j 
did  not  I  tell  you  ?    Sir  Toly,    my  lady  prays  you  t( 
have  a  care  of  him. 

Mai.  Ah,  ha  !  does  fhe  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  tQ  ;  peace,  peace,  we  mud  d&al 
gently  with  him  i  let  me  alone.    How  do  you,  Mahor- 

lioj 
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I'm?  how  is't  with  yoa  ?  what !  man,  deiie  the  devil ; 
copiider,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  I 

Mar.  La,  you  I  if  you  fpeak  ilj-of  the  devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  heart. Pray  God,  he  be  not  bevvitch'd, 

Fah.   Carry  his  water  to  th'  wife  woman. 
^  Mar.  Mairy,  and  it  fhall  be  done  to  morrow  mor- 
ning if  I  live.     My  lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more 
than  I'll  fay. 

MaL  How  now,  millrefs  ? 

Mar.  O  lord  ! 

5/>  To.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace ;  that  is  not  the 
way :  do  you  not  fee,  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone 
with  him. 

Fah,  No  way  but  gentlenefs,  gently,  gently ;  the 
iiend  is  rough,   and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

^ir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  ?  how  doH 
thou,  chuck  ?. 

Mai.  Sir.? 

Sir  To.  Ay,  biddy,  come  with  me.  What!  man, 
'tis  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  chetry-pit  with  Satan. 
Hang  him,  foul  collier. 

Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  prayers,  good  Sir  Tolfj ; 
get  him  to  pray. 

Mai.   My  prayers,   minx  ! 

Mar,  No,  1  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  god- 
lin  efs. 

Mai.  Go  hang  yourfelves  all  :  you  are  idle  fhallow 
things ;  1  am  not  of  your  element,  you  ihall  know 
more  hereafter.  [Exif, 

Sir  To.  Is't  poffible  } 

Fab.  If  this  were  plaid  upon  a  ftage  now,  I  could 
condemn  it  as  an  improbable  fidion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infedion  of 
the  device,    man. 

Mar.  Nay,  purfue  him  now,  left  the  device  take 
air,   and  taint. 

Fab.  Why,    we  fhall  make  him  m.ad,   indeed. 

Mar    The  houfs  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To,  Come,    we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room  and 

bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  that  he's  mad ; 
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we  may  carry  it  thus  for  our  pleafure  and  his  penanw^ 
'till  our  very  pallime,  tired  out  of  breath,  prompt  us  to 
have  mercy  on  him ;  at  which  time  we  wtU  bring  the 
device  to  the  bar,  and  crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  mad- 
men ;   but  fee,  but  fee. 

SCENE    X. 
"Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fah.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

Sir  And.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it  :  I  warranty 
there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is't  fo  fav.cy  ? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is't  ?  I  warrant  him  :  do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  \Sir  Toby  reads. 

Touthf  nvkat/oe'ver  thou  arty  thou  art  but  a /curvy 
fellovj. 

Fab.  Good  and  valiant. 

Sir  To,  Wonder  not,  nor  admire  not  in  thy  mind  nuhy 
J  do  call  thee  fo  ;  for  I  nxillfhenv  thee  no  reafonfort. 

Fab.  A  good  note;  That  keeps  you  from  the  blow 
ef  the  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  corny  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  in  my 
fight  fhe  ufes  thee  kindly  ;  hut  thou  lieji  in  thy  throat ,. 
that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  fenferlefs. 

"S/>  To.  I  ^jill  njuay-lay  thee  going  home,  'vjhere  if  it 
he  thy  chance  to  kill  me 

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.   Thou  kiirft  me  like  a  rogiie  and  a  'villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'th'  windy  fide  of  the  law  i 
good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  nvell,  and  God.  ha^ve  mercy  upon  one 
of  our  fouls :  he  may  have  mercy  upon  mine,  but  my  hope 
is  better,  and  fo  look  to  thyfelf  Thy  friend  as  thou  ufeft 
him,  and  th/fivorn  enetny,  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move,  him  not,  his  legs  cannot : 
ril  giv't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occafion  for't :  he  is 
now  in  fome  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by- 
and-by  depart. 

Sir 
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Sir  To.  Go,  Sir  i^ndretxj,  fcout  me  for  him  at  the 
corner  of  the  orchard  like  a  bum-bailiff  j  fo  foon  as 
ever  thou  feeft  him,  draw  ;  and,  as  thou  draw'ft,  fwear 
horribly  j  for  it  comes  to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  oath, 
with  a  fwaggering  accent  fharply  twang'd  off,  gives 
manhood  more  approbation  than  ever  proof  itfelf  would 
have  earn'd  him.     Away. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing,  \ExUi 
Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter ;  for  the 
behaviour  of  the  yourg  gentleman  gives  him  out  to 
be  of  good  capacity  and  breeding  j  his  employment 
between  his  lord  and  my  niece  confirms  no  lefs ;  there- 
fore this  letter,  being  fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed 
no  terror  in  the  youth  ;  he  will  find,  that  it  comes  from 
a  clodpole.  But,  Sir,  I  will  deliver  his  challenge  by. 
word  of  mouth  j  fet  upon  Jgue-  cheek  a  notable  report 
of  valour  ;  and  drive  the  gentleman,  (as,  I  know,  his 
youth  will  aptly  receive  it,)  into  a  moil  hideous  opinion 
of  his  rage,  Ikill,  fury,  and  impetuofity.  This  will  fo 
fright  them  both,  that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the 
look,  like  cockatrices. 

SCENE    XL 
Enter  Olivia  and  Viola» 

Fah.  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece ;  give  theiii 
way,  'till  he  take  leave,  and  prefently  after  him. 

Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid 
meflage  for  a  challenge.  [Exeunt* 

Oil.  I've  faid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  ilone. 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  out. 
There's  fomething  in  me,    that  reproves  my  fault  j 
But  fuch  a  head-flrong  potent  fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio.  With  the  fame  'haviour  that  your  paffion  bearsj 
Goes  on  my  maker's  grief. 

Oli.  Here,  wear  this  jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  piflure  ; 
Refufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you  : 
And,  I  befeech  you,  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  fliall  you  a(k  of  me  that  I'll  deny. 
That  honour  fav'd  may  upon  alking  give  I 

H  5  ^        r^o: 
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Vio.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  m after. 

OIL  How  with  mine  honour  may  1  give  him  that, 
^Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 

Fio.  I  willacquit  you. 

Oli'  Well,  come  again  to-morrow  :  fare  thee  well. 
A  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.  lExil. 

SCENE    Xli 
Eftfer  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee. 

^io.  And  you.  Sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to^t^j 
©f  what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  j 
know  not ;  but  thy  interpreter,  full  of  defpight,  bloodj 
as  the  hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard-end  ;  dif- 
jnount  thy  tack,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy 
affailant  is  quick,  ikilful,  and  deadly. 

Vio.  You  miftake.  Sir;  I  am  fure,  no  man  hath  any: 
quarrel  to  me  ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free  and  clea« 
from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man; 

Sir  To,  Youll  find  it  otherwife,  T  alTure  you  j  there* 
fore  if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to* 
your  guard  i  for  your  cppofite  hatii  in  him,  what 
youth,  Hrength,  fkill,  and  wrath  can  furnilh  man 
withal. 

yio.  I  pray  yoa.  Sir,  what  is  he  ?' 

Sir  To,  He  is  Knight,  dubb'd  with'  unhack'd  rapier,- 
iand  on  carpet  confideration ;  but  he  is  a  devil  in  pri- 
vate brawl ;  fouls  and  bodies  hadi  he  divorc'd  three ; 
and  his  incenfement  at  this  moment  is  fo  implacable, 
that  fatis&dion  can  be  none  but  by  pangs  of  death 
and  fepulchre  :  hob,  nob,  is  his  word ;  give't  or  take't. 

Vio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  houfe,  and  defire 
ibme  conduit  of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  have 
heard  of  fome  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrels  purpofely 
en  others  to  tafte  their  valour  ;  belike,  this  is  a  maa 
©f  that  quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no :  his  indignation  derives  itfelf  out  of 
a  very  competent  injury;  therefore  get  you  on,  and 
give  him  his  defire.    Back  you  fhall  not  to  the  ho\Jt(t, 

unlefs 
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URlefs  you  undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as 
much  fafety  you  might  anfwer  him  ;  therefore  on,  or 
ftrip  your  fword  flark  naked ;  for  meddle  you  muft, 
that's  certain,  or  forfwear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Fh.  This  is  as  uncivil,  as  ilrange.  I  befeech  you, 
do  me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight 
what  my  offence  to  him  is  :  it  is  fomething  of  my  ne- 
gligence, nothing  of  my  purpofe; 

Sir  To.  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  Fahiajiy  fiay  you  by 
this  gentleman  'till  my  return.  [Exit  Sir  Toby.- 

Fio.  Pray  yoa.  Sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know,  the  Knight  is  incens'd  againft  you, 
even  to  a  mortal  arbitrement  >  but  nothing  of  the  cir- 
cumftance  more. 

Fio.  I  befeech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  be? 

Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promife  to  read 
him  by  his  form,  as  }'ou  are  like  to  find  in  the  proof 
of  his  valour.  He  is,  indeed.  Sir,  the  moft  fkilful, 
bloodv,  and  fatal  oppofite  that  you  could  poflibly  have 
found' in  any  part  of  Il/jria  :  will  you  walk  towards 
him  ?  I  will  make  your  peace  with  him,  if  I  can, 

Fio.  I  Ihall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't  ;  I  am 
one,  that  would  rather  go  with  Sir  Priell  than  Sir 
Knight :  I  care  not  who  knows  fo  much  of  my  mettle. 

SCENE    XIH. 
infer  Sir  Toby  an^  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why,  man,  he^s  a  very  devil ;  I  have  not 
feen  fuch  a  virago  :  I  had  a  pafs  with  him,  rapier, 
fcabbard  and  all ;  and  he  gives  me  the  ftuck  in  with 
fuch  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  inevitable  ;  and  on  the 
anfwer,  he  pays  you  as  furely  as  your  feet  hit  the  ground 
they  ftep  on.  They  fay,  he  has  been  fencer  to  the 
Sophy. 

vV/-  Jfiii.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him: 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified : 
Tahian  can  fcarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on' t,  an  I  thought  he  had  been  va- 
liant, and  fo  cunning  in  fence,  I'd  have  feen  him  damn'd 

ere 
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ere  I'd  have  challenged  him.     Let  him  let  the  matter 
flip,  and  I'll  give  him  my  horfe,  grey  Capilet. 

Sir  To.  ril  make  the  motion  ;  ftand  here,  make  a 
good  Ihew  on't ;  — This  fhall  end  without  the  perdition 
of  fouls ;  marry,  I'll  ride  your  horfe  as  well  as  I  ride 
you.  y/ide,. 

Enter  Fabian  and  Viola. 
I  have  his  horfe  to  take  up  the  quarrel ;    I  have  per- 
fuaded  him,  the  youth's  a  devil.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him  ;  and  pants 
and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  remedy.  Sir,  he  will  iight  with, 
you  for's  oath  fake  :  marry,  he  had  better  bethought 
him  of  his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  That  now  fcarce  to  be 
worth  talking  of ;  therefore  draw  for  the  fupportance 
of  his  vow,  he  protefts  he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me  I  a  little  thing  would  make, 
me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

Fab.  Give  ground,  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  Andreiv,  there's  no  remedy  ;  th& 
gentleman  will  for  his  honour^s  fake  have  one  bout 
with  you ;  he  cannot  by  the  duello  avoid  it  y  but  he- 
has  promis'd  me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a  foldier, 
he  will  not  hurt  you.     Come  on,  to't.       \jhey  dra'w. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God,  he  keep  his  oath. 

SCENE    XIV. 

Enter  Anthonio. 

Vio.  I  do  aflure  you,  'tis  againft  rny  will. 

Ant.  Put  up  your  fword  J  if  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me  i 
Jf  you  ciFend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you.        [Draiving* 

Sir  To.  You,  Sir  ?  Why,  what  are  you  ? 

j^/it.  One,  Sir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you. 

[Draivt* 
Enter  Officers., 

Fab.  O  good  Sir  Toby,  hold  i  here  come  the  ofHceni 

Sir  To,  ril  be  with  you.  anon. 
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Vio.  Pray,  Sir,    put  your  fword  up  if  you  pleafeo. 

\Jo  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  will  J,^  Sir ;  and  for  that  I  pro- 
mis'd  you,  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word.  He  will  bear 
you  eafily,  and  reins  well. 

1  Off.  This  is  the  man  ;   do  thy  office; 

2  Off,   Anthonioy  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  Duke. 

Orfino, 
Am.  You  do  miftake  me,.  Sir. 

1  Off.  No,  Sir,  no  jot :  I  know  your  favour  well ;. 
Tho'  now  you  have  no  fea-cap  on  your  head. 

Take  him  away ;   he  knows,  I  know  hira  well.. 

Ant.  I  muft  obey.    This  comes  with  feeking  you  j; 
But  there's  no  remedy.     I  ihall  anfwer  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  now  my  neceffity 
Makes  me  to  afk  you  for  my  purfe.     It  grieves  me 
Much  more,  for  v»hat  I  cannot  do  for  you. 
Than  what  befals  myfelf :  you  Hand  amaz'd. 
But  be  of  comfort. 

2  Off.  Come,  Sir,   away. 

Ant.  I  muft  intreat  of  you  fome  of  that  money. 

Vio.   What  money.  Sir. 
For  the  fair  kindnefs  you  have  fhew'd  me  here. 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble,. 
Out  of  my  lean   and  low  ability 
I'll  lend  you  fomething  j  my  Having  is  not  much  5. 
I'll  make  divifion  of  my  prefent  with  you ; 
Hold.,  there's  half  my  coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  .^ 
Is't  poffible,   that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuafion  ?    do  not  tempt  my  mifery^ 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofs  kindneifes 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  none. 
Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,    or  any  feature  : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,,  vainnefs,    babling   drunkennefs. 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,   whofe  flrong  corruptio© 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

^t.  Oh,  heav'fls  themf€ly.€s  f  — —— 
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2  Of.  Come,  Sir,  I  pray  you,   ga. 
Jnt.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.    This  youth  that  you 
fee  here,  r  j     -l 

I  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  ;a\vs  of  death ; 
RelievM  him  with  fuch  fandlity  of  love. 
And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  did  proniife 
Moft  venerable  worth,    did  I  devotion. 

1  Of.  What's  that  to  us  ?  the  time  goes  by  ;  away. 
Ant.  But  oh,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  God  ! 
Thou  haft,  Sebajiian,  done  good  feature  Ihamc. 
In  nature  there's  no  blemifii  but  the  mind  : 
None  can  be  call'd  deform'd,  but  the  unkindv 
Virtue  is  beauty  ;  but  the  beauteous  evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourifti'd  by  the  devil. 

1  Off.  The  man  grows  mad,  away  with  him  : 
Come,  coj:ne.  Sir.  ^        .  z-  nyr 

Jnt.  Lead  me  on.       {Exit  Anthonio  ivith  Officers: 
Vio.  Methinks,    his  words  do  from  fuch  paflion  fiy^ 
That  he  believes  himfelf  j  fo  do  not  I : 
Prove  true,  imagination,  oh,  prove  true,. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you  f 

Sir  To.  Come  hither,  Knight;  come  hither,  Fabian^ 
we'll  whifper  o^er  a  couplet  or  two  of  moft  lage  faw«. 

Via.  He  nam'd  Sebajiian  ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glafs ;  even  fuch,  and  fo 
In  favour  was  my  brother  ;  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  faftiion,  colour,  ornament ; 
For  him  I  imitate  :  oh,  if  it  prove,. 
Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  love.  ^Extt. 
Sir  To    A  very  dilhoneft  pakry  boy,    and  more  a 
coward  than  a  hare  ;    his  diihonefty  appears  in  leaving 
his  friend  here  in  neceflity,  and  denymg  him  ;  and  tor 
his  cowardn?ap,  afk  Fabian.  ^ 

Fab.  A  coward,    a  moft  devout  coward,    religious 

^Sir  And.  'Slid,  I'll  after  him  again,    and  Beat  hina. 
Sir  To.  Do,  cuff  him  foundly,    but  never  draw  thy 

^%r  'And.  An  I  do  not, l^^H  Sir  Andrew. 

FaB.  Come,  kt^s  fee  the  event. 

Sir  Tt.  I  dare  by  any  money,  'twiEbe  nothing  yet. 

.      „  _  ^ *  -  • -  [Exeunf* 

ACT 


What  you  wrLt.  i^ 

ACT    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The  Street. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Clown. 

C/own.  TT  7ILL  you  make  me  believe^  that  I  arn- 

W  ^^^  ^^^^  ^°^  y^^  ^' 

Seb.  Go  to>  go  to,  thou  art  a  fbolifh  fellow.  Let 
me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo.  Well  held  out,  iTalth  :  nOj.  I  do  not  know 
you,  nor.  I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid 
you  come  fpeak  with  her  j  nor  your  name  is  not  ma- 
tter Cefario,  nor  this  is  not  my  nofe  neither  j  nothing, 
that  is  fo,  is  fo. 

Seh.  I  pr'ythee  vent  thy  folly  fomewhere  elfe  y  thou 
know 'ft  not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly  f — he  has  heard  that  word  of 
feme  great  man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Yent. 
my  folly  !  I  am  afraid,  this  great  lubber  the  world 
will  prove  a  co.ckney  :  I  pr'ythee  now,  ungird  th^ 
ftrangenefs  and  tell  me  what  I  Iliall  ver.t  to  my  Lady  ; 
fhall  I  vent  to  her,^  that  thou  art  coming  r 

Seh.  ^  I  pry'thee^  foolifh  Greeks  depart  from  me  ; 
there's  money  for  thee.  If  you  tarry  longer,  I  ihalL 
give  worfe  payment. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  thou  haft  an  open  hand.;  thefe 
wife  men,  that  give  fools  money,  *  get  themfelves  a 
good  report  after  fourteen  years'  purchafe.. 

1  Ipr^ytbee,  foolip  Greek,]  Greek,  was  as  much  as  to  Tiy 
Bawd  or  Pander.  He  underflood  the  Clown  to  be  a<5ling  in  that 
office.  A  bawdy-houfe  was  called  Corirth,  and  the  frequenters  cf 
k  Corinthians,  which  words  occur  frequently  in  Sbakefpear,  efpe- 
cially  in  Timon  of  Atbem,  and  Henry  IVth.  See  the  rsafon  in  a 
note  on  the  former  of  thofe  plays :  Yet,  the  Oxford  Editor  altersLic 
to  Geek. 

2  get  themjelvei  a.  good  report  after  fourteen  years'  purchafe."^ 
This  feems  to  carry  a  piece  of  fatire  upon  MonopoHei,  the  cryiaig^ 
grievance  of  that  time.  The  Grants  geneiaily  were  for  fourteen 
years  ;  and  the  petitions  being  referred  to  a  committee,  it  v.'as  Hi-* 
pe^ed  that  oioa:/  gained  favourable  reports  from  theoce. 

Inter- 
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Enfer  Sir  Andrew,  ^/>  Toby,  a»d  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  Now,  Sir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  there** 
for  you.  [^Striking  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  Why,  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there  ; 
are  all  the  people  mad  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  1o.  Hold,  Sir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er 
the  houfe. 

C/o.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  ftraight :  I  would  not 
be  in  fome  of  your  coats  for  two  pence.  [Exit  Clown. 

^/>  fo.  Come  on,  Sir,  hold.         [Holding  Sebaftian, 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  Til  go  another  way 
to  work  with  him  ;  I'll  have  an  adlion  of  battery 
againft  him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  lllyria ;  tho'  I 
ibuck  him  firft,  yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Seh.  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To,  Come,  Sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come, 
my  young  foldier,  put  up  your  iron ;  you  are  well 
flefh'd  :  come  on. 

Seb,  I  will  be  free  from  thee.    What  wouldft  thou 
now  I 
If  thou  dar'il  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  'To.  What,  what  I  nay,  then,  I  mufl  have  an 
ounce  or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

[They  dranu  andjight^ 

SCENE    II, 
Enter  Olivia. 
on.  Hold,  Tohy  ;  on  thy  life,.  I  charge  thee,  hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam  ? 

Oli.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  ungracious  wretch. 
Fit  for  the  mountains  and  the  barbarous  caves, 
Where  manners  ne'er  were  preach'd  :  out  of  my  fight ! 

Be  not  offe  ided,  dear  Cefario  : 

Rudefby,  be  gone  !  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew^ 
Let  thy  fair  wifdom,  not  thy  paflion,.  fway 
]n  till    uncivil  and  unjuft  extent 
Againlt  thy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  houfe. 
And  hear  thou  tliere,,  haw.  many  fruitlds  pranks     _ 

iThii 
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i  This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 
IVtay'lt  fmile  at  this :  thou  fhalt  not  chule  but  go  : 
Do  not  deny  ;  befhrew  his  foul  for  me. 
He  ftarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Sei?.  What  relifh  is  in  this  ?  how  runs  the  Ilream  ?. 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  dream. 
Let  fancy  ftill  my  fenfe  in  Leth  lleep, 
Jf  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  ileep. 

O/i.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  :  'would,  thou'dft  be  rul'd 
by  me. 

Self.  Madam,  I  will. 

O/i.  O,  fay  fo,  and  fo  be !  [Exeunti 

SCENE   III.     Jn  Apartment  in  Olivia^-  Houfe, 
Enter  Maria,  and  Clown. 

il/^r.  "]^T  AY,    I  pr'ythee,   put  on  this  gown,    and 
JJ^    this  beard ;    make  him  believe,    thou  art 
Sir  Topas  the  curate  j   do  it  quickly.     I'll  call  Sir   To- 
by the  whilft.  [Exit  Maria. 

Clo.  Well,  ril  put  it  on,  and  I  will  diffemble  my- 
felf  in't;  and  I  would,  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  dif- 
fembled  in  fuch  a  gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to 
become  the  fundlion  well,  nor  lean  enough  to  be 
thought  a  good  ftudent ;  but  to  be  faid  an  honeft 
man,  and  a  good  houfekeeper,  goes  as  fairly,  +  as  to 
fay,  a  graceful  man  and  a  great  fcholar.  The  com- 
petitors enter. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Maria, 

Sir  To,  Jove  blefs  thee,  Mr.  Parfon. 

Clo.  Bonos  diesy  Sir  Toby ;  "  for  as  the  old  hermit 
**  of  Prague^  that  never  faw  pen  and  ink,  5  very  wit- 

"  tily 

3   Thii  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up J  ;.  e.  fwelled  and  inflamed. 

^  botch  being  a  dwelling  or  abfcefs. 

^  as  to  fay,  a  careful  viati  and  a  great  Jcbo!ar.'\  Th's  re- 
fers to  what  went  before,  I  atn  not  tall  enough  to  hecome  the  funSfiotl 
ivill,  nor  lean  enough  to  be  tkouglt  a  gocd  Jindent  ;  it  is  plain  thea. 
that  Sbakejpear  wrote,  as  to  fay,  a  graceful  matiy  i,  e,  comely.. 
To  this  the  Oxford  Editor  lays,  reB). 

5  -very  -wittily  faid that  that  is,  zi  ;]    This  is  a   very   hu- 

mcurojs  banter  of  th?  rules  eflablilhed  io  the  fchools,  that  all  rea- 

foningj 
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*'  tily  faid  to  a  niece  of  King  GorboJucky  that  that  fs, 
**  is :  fo  I  being  Mr.  Parfon,  am  Mr.  Parlbn ;  for 
*'  what  is  that,  but  that  ?  and  is,  but  is  ? 

Sir  To.  To  him,  Sir  Topas. 

C!o.  What,  hoa,  I  fay, — peace  in  this  prifon  f 

^/>  'To.  The  knave  counterfeits  well ;  a  good  knave, 

[Malvolio  nuithin, 

MaL  Who  calls  there  ? 

Clo.  Sir  Topas  the  curate,  who  comes  to  vifit  Mai- 
'volio  the  lunatick. 

Mai.  Sir  lopas.  Sir  Topas^  good  Sir  Topas,  go  to 
my  lady. 

C/(?.Out,  hyperbolical  fiend,  how  vexeftthou  this  man  ? 
Talkeft  thou  of  nothing  but  ladies  ? 

Sir  To.  Well  faid,  mafter  Parfon. 

Mai  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd ;  good 
Sir  Topas,  do  not  think  I  am  mad  -,  they  have  laid 
me  here  in  hideous  darknefs. 

Clo.  Fie,  thou  diihonell  Sathan  ;  I  call  thee  by  the 
moft  modeft  terms  ;  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones, 
that  will  ufe  the  devil  hirafelf  with  curtefie :  fay 'ft 
thou,   that  houfe  is  dark  ?  . 

Mai.  As  hell,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why,  it  hath  bay-windows  tranfparent  as  barl- 
cadoes,  and  the  clear  Hones  towards  the  fouth-north 
are  as  luftrous  as  ebony  ',  and  yet  complaineft  thou  of 
CjJbflrudlion  ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad.  Sir  Topas ;  I  fay  to  you,  this 
houfe  is  dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  erreft  ',  I  fay  there  is  no  dark- 
nefs but  ignorance  ;  in  which  thou  art  more  puzzled 
than  the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mai.  I  fay,  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  fgnorance, 
though  ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  1  fay, 
there  was  never  man  thus  abus'd  ;  I  am  no  more  mad 
than  you  are,  make  the  tryal  of  it  in  any  confiant 
queftion. 

fonings  are  ex  pracognitis  ^  fraconcejjis,  which  lay  the-foun-.ktton 
fit  every  fcience  in  thefe  maxims,  ivbatjne'vsi  is,  is  •  atrd  it  is  im- 
fojfible  for  the  fame  thing  to  be  and  not  tv  be  j  with  mudi  trifling  ©f 
the  liicc  k.ind. 

CIq. 
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CIo.  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pyi'hagorasy  concern- 
ing wild-fowl  ? 

Mai.  That  the  foul  of  our  grandam  might  happiljr 
inhabit  a  bird. 

Clo.  What  think'il  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 

Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way  approve 
of  his  opinion. 

Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  remain  thou  ftill  in  darknefs ; 
thou  Ihalt  hold  th'opinion  of  Pythagoras,  ere  I  will  al- 
low of  thy  wits  ;  and  fear  to  kill  a  woodcock,  left  thou, 
difpoffefs  the  foul  of  thy  grandam.    Fare  thee  welL 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Top  as  I 

Sir  To.  My  moft  exquifite  Sir  Topas  ! 

Clo.  ^Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  beard 
and  gown ;  he  (qqs  thee  not. 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring  me 
word  how  thou  find'Il  him  :  I  would,  we  were  all  rid 
of  this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently  delivered, 
I  would,  he  were  ;  for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with 
jny  niece,  that  I  cannot  purfue  with  any  fafety  this  fport 
to  the  upfliot.     Come  by  and  by  to  my  chamber. 

lExit  with  Maria; 

SCENE    IV. 

Ch.  Hey,  Robin,  jolly  Robin,  tdl  me  hoiu  my  La<^ 
does.  [Singing. 

Ma/.  Fool, 

Clo.  My  Lady  is  unkind,  perdie, 

Mai.  Fool, 

Clo.   Alas,  wuhy  is Jhe  fo? 

Mai.  Fool,  I  fay  j 

Clo.   She  lo'ves  another who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai.  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at 
my  hand,  help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and  pa- 
per ,•  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful 
to  thee  for't. 

Clo.  Mr.  Mahollo  t 

^  Nay,  I  am  for  all  ivaters.\  A  phrafe  taken  from  the  atflor's 
ability  ot  making  the  audience  cry  either  witii  miith  or  grief. 

MaU 
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Mai  Ay,  good  fool. 

C/o.  Alas,  Sir,  how  fell  you  befides  your  five  wits? 

Ma/.  Fool,  there  was  never  man  fo  notorioufly  ab- 
usM ;  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

C/o.  But  as  well  ?  then  thou  art  mad  indeed,  if  you 
be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

Ma/.  They  have  here  propertied  me ;  keep  me  in 
darknefs,  fend  miniflers  to  me,  affes,  and  do  ail  they 
can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

C/o.  Advife  you  what  you  fay:  the  rainiPcer  is  here. 
Ma/'vo/io.Ma/'voiioy  thy  wits  theheav'ns  reftore  :  endea- 
vour thyfelf  to  lleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibbie  babble. 

Ma/.  Sir  Topas, 

C/o.  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow. 
Who,  I,  Sir  ?   not  I,  Sir.     God  b'w'yoo,  good  Sir 

^opasy  — i 
Marry,  amen. I  will.  Sir,  I  will. 

Mai.  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  fay. 

Clo.  Alas.  Sir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you.  Sir  ?  I 
am  fiient  for  I'peaking  to  you. 

Ma/»  Good  fool,  help  me  to  fome  light,  and  fome 
paper  j  I  tell  thee,  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  as  any 
man  in  lllyria 

C/o.  Well-a  day,  that  you  were,  Sir! 

Mai.  By  tnis  hand,  I  am:  good  fool,  fome  ink,  pa- 
per, and  light ;  and  convey  what  I  fet  down  to  my 
Lady  :  It  ihall  advantage  thee  more  than  ever  the 
bearing  of  letter  did. 

C'o  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  yoa 
not  mad,  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not :   I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  ril  ne'er  believe  a  mad-man,  'till  I  fee 
his  brains.     I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  ink* 

Ma/.  Fool,  rU  requite  it  in  the  high  ell  degree; 
I  pr'ythee  be  gone. 

Clo.  I  am  gonCi.  Sir^  and  anon.  Sir,  [Singing. 

///   l}e  ivith  you  again 
In  a  trice,  liJie  to  the  old  'vice. 
Tour  need  to  fttfl<iin  ; 
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Who  nvitb  i/agger  of  iathy   in  his   rage  and  his 
Cries,  6th,  ha  !  to  the  denjil :  \jwrath. 

Like  a  mad  lad,  part  thy  maih,  dad, 

Adieu,  good  man  dri^vel.  [Exit, 

SCENE    V, 

"Changes  i9  another  Apartment  in  OHvia'j  Houfe, 

Ent-er  Sebaftian. 

S^^.'^TT^HIS  is  the  air,  that  is  the  glorious  fun  ; 

X     This  pearl  fhe  gave  me,  I  do  feel't  and  fee't. 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus. 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs.     Where's  Anthonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant  -, 
Yet  there  he  was,   and  there  7 1  foupd  this  credit. 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  feek  me  out. 
His  counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  fervice  ;  — • 
For  tho'  my  foul  difpates  well  with  my  fenfe. 
That  this  may  be  fome  error,   but  no  madnefs , 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  ^  all  inftance,  all  difcourfe  ; 
That  I  am  ready  to  diilruft  mine  eyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  reafon  that  perfuades  me 
To  any  other  trull,  but  that  I'm  mad  ; 
Or  elfe  the  lady's  mad  ;  yet  if  'twere  fo, 
She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  followers. 
Take,  and  give  back  affairs,  and  their  difpatch. 
With  fuch  a  fmooth,  difcreet,  and  liable  bearing. 
As,  I  perceive,  fhe  does  :  there's  fomething  in't. 
That  is  dec^ivable.     But  here  ihe  comes. 
Enter  Olivia  and  Prieft. 
OH,  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine :  if  you  mean  well. 
Now  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  man. 
Into  the  chantry  by;  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  afTurance  of  your  fkith  ; 

7 J  found  thh  credit.]  Credit,  for  account,  information. 

-■The  Oxford  Editor  roundly  alters  it  to  current  \  as  he  does  almuft 
every  word  ihac  iibakefpear  ufes  in  an  anomalous  fignification. 

^  oU  inflance,  ali  difcour/ej]  Infianet,  iox  fenje  j  difcourfe, 

for  reafoa. 

That 
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That  my  moft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  foul 
May  live  at  peace.     He  fhali  conceal  it, 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  Ihall  come  to  note  i 
What  time  we  will  oar  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth.     What  do  you  fay  ? 

S;;l>    ril  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you  ; 
And  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

0/i.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father  j  and  heay'ns 
fo  fhinc, 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  adl  of  mine  !    [Exeunt, 


ACT     V.     SCENE    I. 

Th    STREET. 

Enter  Clown,  and  Fabian. 

Fah.  TVT  ^  W,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  fee  his  letter. 
J^^      Clo.  Good  Mr.  Fabian,  grant  me  another 
requeft. 

Fab.  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  letter. 

Fah.  This  is  to  give  a  dog,  and  in  reccmpence  defire 
my  dog  again. 

£«/^rDuke,  Viola,  Curio,  and  Lords. 

Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olinjia^  friends  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  Sir,  we  are  fome  of  her  trappings. 

Duke.  I  know  thee  well ;  how  doll  thou,  my  good 
fellow  ? 

Ch.  Truly,  Sir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the  worfe 
for  my  friends. 

Duke.  Juft  the  contrary .;  the  better  for  thy  friends, 

Clo.  No,  Sir,  the  worfe. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  they  prai/e  me,  and  make  an  afs 
of  me ;  now,  my  foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  afs  : 
fo  that  by  my  foes.  Sir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge  of 
myfelf ;  and  by  my  friends  I  am  abufed :  ^  fo  that,  con- 

clufion 

I  fo  that  conclufions  to  be  as  kiflTes,  — ]  Though  it  might  be  un- 
reafocable  to  call  Qur  pvet's  fools  and  k/iaves  every  where  to  account; 

yet, 
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^lufion  to  be  afked,  is,  if  your  four  negatives  make  your 
two  affirmatives,  why,  then  the  worie  for  my  friends^ 
and  the  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke.  Why,  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  no  j  tho'  it  pleafe  you  to  be 
one  of  my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  flialt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's 
gold. 

Clo»  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing.  Sir,  I 
Would,  you  could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  giverae  ill  counfel. 

C/o.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  Sir,  for  this 
once,  and  let  your  flefli  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke,  Weil,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  finner  to  be  2 
double-dealer :  there's  another. 

Clo.  Pritnoy  fecundoy  tertia,  is  a  good  Play,  and  the 
old  faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all  :  the  triplex.  Sir, 
is  a  good  tripping  meafure  ;  or  the  bells  of  St.  Bennett 
Sir,  may  put  you  in  mind,  one,  two,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me  at  this 
throw  ;  if  you  will  let  your  I^ady  know,  I  am  here  to 
fpeak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it  may 
awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  'till  I  come 
again.  I  go.  Sir,  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think, 
that  my  defire  of  having  is  the  fm  of  covetoufnefs ;  but, 
as  you  fay,  Sir,  let  your  bounty  take  a  nap,  and  I  will 
awake  it  anon.  [Exit  Clown. 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  Anthonio,  and  Officers. 

Vio.  Here  comes  the  man.  Sir,  that  did  refcue  me, 
Duke.  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet  when  I  few  it  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 

yet,  if  we  Jid,  for  the  generalitj',  we  fhould  find  them  refponfiblp. 
But  what  monftrous  abfurdity  have  we  here  ?  the  CIcionh  afFefting 
to  argue  ferioudy  and  in  form.     I  imagine,  the  Poet  wrote  j 

So  that,  ccncJuJion  to  be  afked,  is, 
/.  <.  fo  that  the  condulion  I  have  to  demand  of  yen  is  this,  if  your 
four,  &c.     He  had  in  the  preceding  words  been  inferring  (omt  ^re- 
mifes,  and  now  comes  to  the  conclafion  vtvj  logically  ;  you  grant  me, 
fcys  he,  the  prcoiifcs,  I  now  ask  yowto  grant  the  cor.dufion. 

As 
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As  black  as  Vulcan,   in  the  fmoak  of  war  : 

A  bavvbling  veftel  was  he  captain  of, 

For  fnallow  draught  and  bulk  unprizable, 

With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make 

With  the  moft  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 

That  very  envy  and  the  tongue  of  lofs 

•Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him.     What's  the  matter  ? 

I  Oj^.   OrfinOy  this  is  that  Anthonio, 
That  took  the  Fhaenix  and  her  fraught  from  Candy  ; 
And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  ^yger  board. 
When  yonr  young  nephew  Titui   loll  his  leg  : 
Here  in  the  ftreets,   defperate  of  Ihame  and  ftate, 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Vio,  He  did  me  kindnefs,  Sir  ;  drew  on  my  fide; 
But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  fpeech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  dillradtion. 

Duke.  Notable  pirate  !   thou  fait- water  thief! 
What  foolidi  boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies, 
W^hom  thou  m  terras  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear. 
Haft  made  thine  enemies  ? 

Ant.   Orfr,:-)^  noble  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd  that  I  (hake  OiT  thefe  names  you  give  me  j 
Anfhonk  never  yet  was  thief,  or  pirate  ; 
Though  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  ground  enough, 
Orfino\  enemy.     A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither  : 
That  niolt  ungrateful  boy  there,  by  your  fide, 
From  the  rude  fea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  ;  a  wreck  paft  hope  he  was  : 
His  life  I  gave  him,   and  did  thereto  add 
My  love  without  retention  or  reftraint ; 
All  his  in  dedication.     For  his  fake. 
Did  I  expofe  myfelf  (pure,  for  his  love) 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverfe  town  ; 
Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet ; 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance  : 
And  grew  a  twenty  years  removed  thing, 
While  one  would  wink  :  deny'd  me  mine  own  purfe. 
Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe 
Not  half  an  hour  before.  . 
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Vio.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke.  When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To  day,  my  Lord ;  and  for  three  months  before^ 
(No  Interim^  not  a  minute's  vacancy,) 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

SCENE    III. 
,  Enter  Olivia,  and  Attendants, 

Duke.  Here  comes  the  countefs ;  now  heav'n  walks 
on  earth. 
But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellow,  thy  words  are  madnefs : 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me; 
But  more  of  that  anon — Take  him  afide. 

Oli.  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have^ 
Wherein  Oli'via  may  feem  ferviceable  ? 
Cefarioj  you  do  not  keep  promife  with,  me, 

Fio.  Madam  \ 

Duke.  Gracious  Oli'via, 

on.  What  do  you  fay,   Cefario  ?  Good  my  lord—* 

Vio.  My  lord  would  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me. 

Oli.  If  it  be  aught  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord. 
It  is  as  ^  flat  and  fulfome  to  mine  ear, 
As  howling  after  mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel  ? 

Oli.  Still  fo  conftant,  lord. 

Duke.  What,  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  lady. 
To  whofe  ingrate  and  unaufpicions  altars 
My  foul  the  faithfuU'lt  offerings  has  brealh'J  out. 
That  e'er  devotion  tender'd.     What  Hiall  I  do  ? 

Oli.  Ev'n  what  it  pleafe  my  lord,  that  ihall  become 
him. 

Duke.  Why  fnould  I  not,  had  I  the  iieart  to  do't, 
3  Like  to  th'  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death 
Kill  what  I  love  ?  (a  favage  jealoufie, 
That  fometimes  favours  nobly  ;)  but  hear  me  this  : 
Since  you  to  non-regardance  call  my  faith. 
And  that  i  partly  know  the  inftrument, 

"^  — — <2iFAT  and  fulfome'l  We  Oiould  read,  as  flat. 
3  Like  to  th'  Egyptian  thief,—}   This  Eiyptian  thief  was  Tl.y 
^^u.     See  He!iodorus\^tb! spies,  Mr.  Thec/^u/d. 

Vol.  III.  I  That 
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That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour : 

Live  you  the  marble -breafted  tyrant  ftill. 

But  this  your  minion,  whom,  1  know,  you  love. 

And  wliom,  by  heav'n,  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly. 

Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eye, 

Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  mafter's  fpight. 

Come,  boy,  with  me ;  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mifchief : 

I'll  facrince  the  lamb  that  I  do  love. 

To  fpight  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.     \_Duke  going. 

Fie.  And  I  moft  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly. 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  die. [/b/foiving. 
On.  Where  goes  Ct/arioP 
Tio.  After  him  I  love, 
More  than  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  than  my  life ; 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  fhall  love  wife. 
If  I  do  feign,  you  witnelfes  above 
Punifli  my.life,  for  tainting  of  my  love! 
Oli.   Ay  me,   deteiled  !  how  am  I  beguil'd  ? 
Vio.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you  wrong  ? 
Oli.  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf  ?  Is  it  fo  long  r 
Call  forth  the  holy  father. 

t>uke.  Come,  away.  [To  Viola. 

Oli.  Whither,  my  lord  }   Cefario,  hufband,  ftay. 
Duke.  Huftmnd? 

Oli.  Ay,  hufband.     Can  he  that  deny  ? 
Duke.  Her  hufband,  firrah } 
Vio,  No,   my  lord,  not  1. 
Oil.  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenels  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  propriety  : 
Fear  iK)t,   Cefario,  take  thy  fortunes  up  : 
Be  that,  thou  know'ft,  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great,  as  tliat  thou  fear'ft. 

Ente}'  Priejl. 
O  welcome,  father. 
Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence 
Here  to  unfold,   (tho'  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs,  what  occafion  now 
Ke\ea'.s  before  'tis  ripe)   whar,  thou  doft  know, 
Hath  nevv'ly  paft  between  this  youth  and  me. 

l"riejl.  A  contract  of  eternal  bend  of  love, 
-Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  hands, 

Attefled 
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Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 

Strengthen'd  by  enterchangement  of  your  rings  t 

And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compact 

Seal'd  in  my  fandlion,  by  my  teftimony  : 

Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  tow'rd  my  grave 

I  have  traveird  but  two  hours. 

Duke.  O  thou  diflembling  cub  !    what  wilt  thou  bf. 
When  time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzcl  on  thy  cafe  I 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  fo  quickly  grow, 
That  thiriC  own  trip  iliall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewel,  and  take  her  j  but  direft  thy  feet. 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  meet. 

Vic.   My  lord,  I  do  proteft 

Gli.  O,  do  not  fwcar ; 
Hold  little  faith,  tho'  thou  haft  too  much  fear  I 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew,  ivilh  his  head  broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  God  a  furgeon,  and  fend 
one  prefently  to  Sir  Toby. 

OH.   What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  And.  H'as  broke  my  head  a-crofs,  and  given 
Sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  to  :  for  the  love  of  God, 
your  help;  I  had  rather  than  forty  pound,  I  were  at 
home. 

OH,  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Andre^uj  ? 

Sir  And.  The  count's  gentleman,  one  Cefario  ;  wt 
took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil  incur - 
dinate. 

Duke.  My  gentleman,    Cefario  ? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  i? :  you  broke  my 
head  for  nothing  ;  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  fet  on  to 
do't  by  Sir  Toby. 

lio.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me?    I  never  hurt  you  : 
You  drew  your  fword  upon  me,  without  caufe  ; 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,    and  hurt  you  nor. 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  £ind  C/oi.un. 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have 
hurt  me  :  I  think,  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  cox- 
comb.    Here  ccmei  Sir  iohy  halti  g,   you  fl.all  hear 
I  2  more; 


172  TwLLFTH-NlGHT   !     OR, 

more ;    but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,   he  would 
have  tickled  you  other-gates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  Hoiv  now,   gentleman  ?    how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one,  he  has  hurt  me,  and  there's 
•an  end  on't ;  fot,  didfl  fee  Dick  Surgeon,    fot  ? 

Clo.  O  he's  drunk,  Sir  Toby^  above  an  hour  agone; 
his  eyes  were  fet  at  eight  i'th'  morning. 

Sir  To.  Then   he's   a  rogue,    and   a   paft-meafurc 
Painitn,     I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

Oli.  Away  with  him  :    who  hath  made  this  havock 
with  them? 

Sir  And.  I'll  help  you.  Sir  Tohyf    becaufe  we'll  be 
dreft  together. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  afs-head,  and- a  coxcomb, 
and  a  knave,  a  thin-fac'd  knave,  a  gull  ? 

{^Exeunt  Clo.  To.  and  And. 

Oli.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Sebaftian. 

Beh,  I  am  fony,  Madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kinfman: 
But  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  mull  have  done  no  lefs  with  wit  and  fafety. 

[All  J} and  in  amaze ^ 
You  throw  a  flrange  regard  on  me,  by  which 
I  do  perceive,  it  hath  ofFended  you  ; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other,  but  fo  late  ago. 

Duke.  One  face,    one  voice,    one  habit,    and  two 
perfons ; 
A  nafral  perfpeftive,  that  is,  and  is  not ! 

Seh.  Anthonio^  O  my  dear  Anthonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me, 
Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sehajiian  are  you  ? 

Seh.  Fear'ft  thou  that,  Anthonio  ! 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  divifion  of  your  felf  ? 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
.Tiian  thefe  two  creatures.    Which  is  Sebajiian  ? 

OH*  Ivloft  vvoiiderful ! 
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Self.  Do  I  ftand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother  : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature. 
Of  here  and  every  where.     I  had  a  filler. 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  have  devourd  : 
Of  charity,  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?  [To  Violy, 

What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ? 

Fio.  Of  Mejfaline  ;  Sehajiian  was  my  father  s 
Such  a  Sehajiian  was  my  brother  too  : 
So  went  he  fuited  to  his  watVy  tomb. 
l^  fpirits  can  afTume  both  form  and  fuit, 
Yoa  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb,  A  fpirit  I  anj,  indeed  ; 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofsly  c]?.d. 
Which  from  the  tomb  I  did  participate. 
V/erc  you  a  woman,  as  the  reft  goes  even, 
I  fhould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  fay,  "  Thrice  v/elcome,  drowned  yiolal 

Vio.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

Seb.  And  fo  had  mine. 

Vio,  And  dy'd  that  day,  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbred  thirteen  years. 

Seh.  O,   that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul  % 
He  finished,   indeed,  his  mortal  aft. 
That  day  that  made  my  fifter  thirteen  years. 

Vio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both,' 
But  this  my  mafculine  ufurp'd  attire  ; 
Do  not  embrace  me,    'till  each  circumftance 
Of  place,   time,   fortune,   do  cohere  and  jump. 
That  I  am  Viola  ;   v/hich  to  confirm, 
I'll  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town 
Where  lye  my  maid's  weeds ;  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  preferv'd  to  ferve  this  noble  Duke. 
All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fmce 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady,    and  this  Lord. 

SeL  So  comes  it.  Lady,  you  have  been  miftook : 

ITo  Olivia. 
But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that,     . 
You  would  have  been  contra6led  to  a  maid. 
Nor  are  you  therein,  by  my  life,    deceiv'd  ; 
You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid,   and  man. 
Duh.  Be  not  amaz'd  :  right-noble  is  his  blood  : 

I  3  If 
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If  this  be  fo,   as  yet  the  glafs  feems  true, 
I  il)all  have  fhare  in  this  moft  happy  wreck. 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times,     [To  Vio. 
Thou  never  fhould'ft  love  woman  like  to  me. 

f^h.  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  over-fwear, 
And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  foul  j 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire. 
That  fevers  day  from  night. 

Du^f.  Give  me  thy  hand, 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

f^:o.  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  ftiore. 
Hath  my  maid's  garments  :  he  upon  fome  adion 
Is  now  in  durance,  at  Ma/vo/io's  fuit, 
A  gentleman  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

0/i.  He  fhall  enlarge  him  :  fetch  Maholio  hither. 
And  ytty    alas,   now  I  remember  me, 
Tiiey  fay^  poor  gentleman  !    he's  much  diflraft. 

SCENE     VL 
Enter  the  Clown  ijuith  a  letter,  and  Fabian, 

*  A  moil  extracting  frenzy  of  mine  own 
Prom  my  remembrance  clearly  banilh'd  his. 
How  does  he,   firrah  ? 

Clo  Truly,  Madam,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the  ftave's 
end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do  :  h'as  here 
writ  a  letter  to  you,  I  fliould  have  given'tto  you  to-day 
morning.  But  as  a  mad-man's  epiftles  are  no  gofpels, 
fo  it  Ikills  not  much,  when  they  are  deliver'd. 

OH.  Cpen't  and  read  it. 

Clo.  Look  then  to  be  well  edify 'd,    when  the  fool 

delivers   the  mad-man By  the  Lord,    Madam, • 

[Reads, 

Oil.  How  now,  art  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  Tvladam,  I  do  but  read  madnefs  :  an  your 
ladylhip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  al- 
low Vox. 

4  A  mcji  txtT26i\n%  frenzy — ]  /.  e.  A  frenzy  that  drew  me  away 
from  every  ihin^  but  its  own  objeil. 

OIL 
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OH.  Pr*ythee,  read  it,  i'thy  right  wits.^ 

Clo.  So  I  do,  Madona ;  but  to  read  his  right  wits, 
IS  to  read  thus :  therefore  perpend,  my  princefs,  and 
give  ear. 

on.  Read  it  you,  firrah.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  [Reads.]  By  the  Lordy  Madam,  you  <wrong 
tnty  and  the  nxiorldjhall  knonjo  it  :  though  you  hanje  fut 
me  into  darknefsy  and  gi-ven  your  drunken  Uncle  rule 
ever  me,  yet  hanje  I  the  benefit  of  my  fenfes  as  tvell  as 
your  Ladyjhip.  I  ha've  your  onvn  Letter,  that  induced 
me  to  the  femblance  I  put  on  ;  ^with  the  <vjhich  1  doubt 
not,  hut  to  do  niyfelf  much  right,  or  you  much  Jharne  : 
think  of  me,  as  you  pleafe  :  I  lea-ve  my  duty  a  little  un- 
thought  of,  and  f peak  out  of  my  injury. 

The  madly  us'd  Maholie.. 

Oli.  Did  he  write  this? 

Clo.  Ay,  Madam. 

Duke.  This  favours  not  much  of  diftra(5lion. 

Oli.  See  him  delivered,  Fabian ;  bring  him  hither." 
My  Lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  further  tiiought  on^, 
To  think  me  as  well  a  fifter,  as  a  wife ; 
One  day  fhall  crown  th'  alliance  on't,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Here  at  my  houfe,  and  at  my  proper  coft. 

Duke.  Madam,  I  am  moil  apt  t'embrace  your  offer. 
Your  mafter  quits  you ;    and  for  your  fervice  done 

him, 
So  much  againft  the  metal  of  your  fex,  [To  Viola » 

So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding  ; 
(And  fmce  you  call'd  me  mafter  for  fo  long,) 
Here  is  my  hand,  you  fhall  from  this  time  be 
Your  matter's  miftrefs. 

Oiii  A  filler, you  are  Ihe. 

SCENE     VII. 

Enter  Malvolic. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  mad-man  ? 

on.  Ay,  my  Lord,  this  fame  j  how  now,  MahoUo? 
MaL  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong,  notorioua 
wrong. 

14  Olu 
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O/i.  Have  I,  MahoUo  ?  no. 

MaL  Lady,  you  have ;  pray  you,  perufe  that  Letter. 

You  mufl  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 

Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  hand  or  phrafe  j 

Or  fay,  'tis  not  your  feal,   nor  your  invention  ; 

You  can  fay  none  of  this.     Well,  grant  it  then  j 

i\nd  tell  nae  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 

Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour^ 

Bad  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you. 

To  put  on  yellow  ftockings,  and  to  frov/n 

Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people  : 

And  afting  this  in  an  obedient  hope. 

Why  have  yoa  fufFer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd. 

Kept  in  a  dark  houfe,  vifited  by  the  prieft. 

And  made  the  moft  notorious  geek,  and  gull. 

That  e'er  invention  plaid  on  ?  tell  me,  why  ? 

Oli.  Alas,  Maholloy  this  is  not  my  writing, 
Tho',  I  confefs,  much  like  the  charader  ; 
But,  out  of  queftion,  'tis  Maria  2,  hand. 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  fhe 
Firft  told  me,     thou  waH  mad  5    then  cam'ft   thoa 

fmiling, 
And  in  fuch  forms  which  5  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  in  the  letter  :  pr'ythee,  be  content  -, 
This  praftice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  part  upon  thee ; 
But  when  we  know  the  grounds,  and  authors  of  it. 
Thou  fnalt  be  both  the  plaintiiF  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  caufe. 

Fab.  Good  Madam,   hear  me  fpeak; 
And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come. 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  prefent  hour 
Which  I  have  wondered  at.     In  hope  it  fliall  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs,  myfelf  and  Sir  Toby 
Set  this  device  againft  Mal'voiio  here. 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceived  againft  him.     Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  Sir  loafs  great  importance  j 
In  recompence  whereof,  he  hath  married  her. 
How  with  a  fportful  flialice  it  was  followed, 

c  — — —  htre  tvere  prefuppos'd]  Prefuppos'd,    for  iippof^cf. 

May 
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May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge; 
If  that  the  injuries  be  jullly  weigh'xi. 
That  have  on  both  fides  pafl. 

OH.  Alas,  poor  fool !  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ? 

Clo.  Why,  fame  are  horn  greats  fame  atchienje  great - 
nefsy  and  fame  hanje  greatnefs  thriiji  up')n  them.  I  was 
one.  Sir,  in  this  interlude  j  one  Sir  Topas,  Sir ;  but 
that's  all  one  : — by  the  Lordy  fool,  I  am  not  mad;  but 
do  you  remember.  Madam,  — n.vhy  laugh  you  at  fuch  a 
barren  rajcal  ?  an  you  /mile  not,  he''igaggd:  and  thuS 
the  whirl-gigg  of  time  brings  in  his  revenges, 

Mai.  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you. 

{Exitl 

OH.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 

Duke.  Purfue  him,  and  intreat  him  to  a  peace  : 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  folemn  combination  fiiall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  fouls.     Mean  time,  fweet  iifter. 

We  will  not  part  from  hence. Cefario^  come  j 

(For  fo  you  ihall  be,  while  you  are  a  man  j) 

But  when  in  other  habits  you  are  feen, 

OrJinQ%  millrefs,  and  his  fancy's  C^een.  [Exeuntl 

Clown  Jings, 

fi  IFken  that  I  (ivas  a  little  tiny  hoy^ 

With  hey,  ho,  the  ivind  a?? a  the  rain  ; 
A  foolijh  thing  n.vas  hut  a  ioy^ 

For  the  rain  it  raineth  eiery  day. 
But  ^jjhen  I  came  to  man's  ejiate, 

With  hey,  ho,  tcQ. 
'Gp.injl  knaves,  and  thie-ves  men  Jhht  their  gaiSf 

For  the  rain^  tkc 
But  (vjhen  I  came,  alas  !  to  i-vive, 

With  hey,  ho,   &c. 
By  /nvaggering  could  I  never  thri^je. 

For  the  rain.  Sec. 

6  me^  thatl-^.a^^  &c.]    This  wretched  il.tf  not  Shahfp^.rs, 
but  ibe  i*;aym!  •'^       •* 

J  5  But 
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But  ijohen  I  came  unto  my  beds. 

With  hey,  ho,  &c. 
With  tofs-pots  ftill  had  drunken  heads. 

For  the  raiity   See. 
A  great  while  ago  the  nvor Id  begun. 

With  hey,  ho,   &x. 
But  that'^s  all  one,  our  play  is  done  ; 
And  'we'll  Jlri've  to  pleafe  you  enjery  doff.  [Exit, 
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SALINUS,  Duh  o/Ephe{us. 

JEgton,  a  Merchant  o/Syracufe. 

Antipholis  (?/Ephefas,  I'^^n-Brothers,   and  Sons  to 

Aiitjpholis  o/Syracufe,  f   ^S^°"  and  Mmi\i^,  but  un- 

3    knonjjn  to  each  other. 
Dromio  of  Ephefus,   \  livin-Brothers,  andSUves  to  the 
DromiO(7/Syracufe,  J   /wo  AntipholisV. 
Balthazar,  a  Merchant. 
Angelo,  a  Goldfmith. 

A  Merchant i  friend  to  Antipholis  o/Syracufe. 
J^r.  Pinch,  a  School-mafier  and  a  Conjurer* 

Emilia,  Wife  to  JEgeoT\y  an  Ahbefs  at  Ephefus. 
Adriana,  Wife  to  Antipholis  0/ Ephefus. 
Luciana,  Zijier  to  Adriana. 
Luce,  Servant  to  Adriana. 

'Jailor,  Officers  and  other  Attendants', 

SCENE,   Ephefus. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

The  Duke's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke  ofU^hth^,  ^geon,  Jailory.  and  other 
Attendants, 

^^..//.T^ROCEED,  Salinus,  to  procure  my  fall, 
Y^   /ind  by  the  doom  of  death  end  woes  and 

JL.  all. 

Duke.  Merchant  of  Syracufa,  plead  no  more; 
I  am  not  partial  to  infringe  our  laws  : 
The  enmity  and  difcord,  which  of  late 
Sprung  from  the  ranc'rous  outrage  of  your  Duke' 
To  merchant?,  our  well-dealing  countrymen  ' 

<Who    wanting  gilders  to  redeem  their  live's. 
Have  feal'd  his  rigorous  ftatutes  with  their  bloods) 
Excludes  all  pity  from  our  threatning  looks. 
For,  fmce  the  mortal  and  inteftine  jars 
'Twixt  thy  feditious  countrymen  and  us, 
Jt  hath  in  folemn  fynods  been  decreed. 
Both  by  the  Syracufans  and  ourfelves,  * 
T'admit  no  traffick  to  our  adverfe  towns. 
Nay,  more  i  if  any  bom  at  Ephe/us 
Be  feen  at  Syracufan  marts  and  fairs, 
^gain,  if  any  Syracufan  born 
gome  to  the  bay  of  Ephe/ns,  he  dies : 
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His  goods  confifcate  to  the  Duke's  difpofe.  • 

Unkfs  a  thoufand  marks  be  levied 

To  quit  the  penalty,  and  ranfom  him. 

Thy  fubftance,  valu'd  at  the-  higheft  rate, 

Cannot  amount  unto  a  hundred  marks ; 

Therefore,  by  law  thou  art  condemn'd  to  die. 

JEgeon.  Yet  this  my  comfort,  when  your  words  are 
done, 
My  woes  end  likewife  with  the  evening  fun. 

Duke.  Well,  Syracu/an,  fay,  in  brief,  the  caufe. 
Why  thou  departed'ft  from  thy  native  home  ; 
And  for  what  caufe  thou  cam'll  to  Ephefus. 

JEgeon.  A  heavier  talk  could  not  have  been  impos'd,^ 
Than  I  to  fpeak  my  grief  unfpeakable  : 
Yet  that  the  world  may  witnefs,  that  my  end 
'  Was  wrought  by  nature,  not  by  vile  offence, 
I'll  utter  what  my  forrow  gives  me  leave. 
In  Syraciifa  was  I  born,  and  wed 
Unto  a  woman,  happy  but  for  me  ; 
And  by  me  too,  had  not  our  hap  been  bad  : 
With  her  I  liv'd  in  joy  ;  our  wealth  increas'd. 
By  profperous  voyages  I  often  made 
To.  Epidamnum  ;  'till  my  fador's  death. 
And  the  great  care  of  goods  at  random  left. 
Drew  me  from  kind  embracements  of  my  fpoufe  ;  . 
From  whom  my  abfence  was  not  fix  months  old. 
Before  herfelf  (almoft  at  fainting  under 
The  pleafmg  punifliment  that  women  bear) 
Had  made  provifion  for  her  following  me. 
And  foon,  and  fafe,  arrived  where  I  was. 
There  Ihe  had  not  been  long,  but  Ihe  became 

1   Was  ivrought  by  nature,  not  by  'vile  offence.'^      All  his  h^'rera 
vnderftood  that  the  punifliment  he  was  about  to  undergo  was  in  con- 
fequence  of  no  private  crime,  but  of  the  publick  enmity  between  tv;o     % 
ftates,  to  one  of  which  he  belonged  :      But  it  was  a  general  fuperfli-    l| 
tion  amongft  the  ancients,  thatevery  great  and  fudden  misfortune  was 
the  vengeance  of  heaven  purfuing  men  for  their  fecret  o&ences.  Hence 
the  fentiment  here  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  fpe^ker  was  proper. 
By  my  paO   life  (fays  he)   which    I  am  going  ^o   relate,  the  world 
may  underhand    that  my  prefent  de.th  is  according   to  the  ordinary 
courfe  of  providence,    [ivrought  by  nature'] ,  and    not   the  tff  £ts  of 
^iviae  vengeance  overtaking  me  for  my  crimes,  [not  by  vile  offence.^ 
r.v^  A  joyful 
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A  joyful  mother  of  two  goodly  fons ; 

And,  which  was  flrange,  the  one  fo  like  the  other. 

As  could  not  be  diftinguifh'd  but  by  names. 

That  very  hour,  and  in  the  felf  '.ame  inn, 

A  poor  mean  woman  was  delivered 

Of  fuch  a  burthen,  male-twins  both  alike  : 

Thofe  (for  their  parents  were  exceeding  poor) 

I  bought,  and  brought  up  to  attend  my  fons. 

My  wife,  not  meanly  proud  of  two  fuch  boys^ 

Made  daily  motions  for  our  home-return : 

Unwilling,  I  agreed ;  alas,  too  foon  ? 

We  came  aboard. 

A  league  from  Epidamnum  had  we  fail'd. 

Before  the  always-wind-obeying  deep 

Gave  any  tragick  inllance  of  our  harm ; 

But  longer  did  we  not  retain  much  hope  : 

For  what  obfcured  light  the  heav'ns  did  grant. 

Did  but  convey  unto  our  fearful  minds 

A  doubtful  warrant  of  immediate  death  ; 

Which,  tho'  myfelf  would  gladly  have  embrac'd. 

Yet  the  incefTant  w^eeping  of  my  wife, 

(Weeping  before,  for  what  fhe  faw  mull  come  ;  ) 

And  piteous  'plainings  of  the  pretty  babes, 

That  mourn'd  for  falhion,  ignorant  what  to  fear, 

Forc'd  me  to  feek  delays  for  them  and  me  : 

And  this  it  was ;  (for  other  means  were  none.) 

The  failors  fought  for  fafety  by  our  boat. 

And  left  the  Ihip,  then  iinking-ripe,  to  us; 

My  wife,  more  careful  for  the  elder  born. 

Had  faften'd  him  unto  a  fmall  fpare  maft. 

Such  as  fea-faring  men  provide  for  ftorms; 

To  him  one  of  the  other  twins  was  bound, 

Whilft  I  had  been  like  heedful  of  the  other. 

The  children  thus  difpos'd,  my  wife  and  f. 

Fixing  our  eyes  on  whom  our  care  was  iixt, 

Faften'd  ourfelves  at  either  end  the  maft ; 

And  floating  ftraight,  obedient  to  the  ftream. 

Were  carry'd  towards   Corinth^  as  we  thought; 

At  length  the  fun,  gazing  upon  the  earth, 

Difpers'd  thofe  vapours  that  offended  us ; 

And,  by  the  benefit  of  his  wifli'd  light. 
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The  feas  waxt  calm  j  and  we  difcovered 
Two  lliips  from   far  making  amain  to  us. 
Of  Corinth  that,  of  Epidaurus  this ; 
But  ere  they  came  —  oh,  let  me  fay  no  more  I 
Gather  the  fequel  by  that  went  before. 

Duke.  Nay,  forward,  old  man,  do  not  break  off  fo; 
For  we  may  pity,  tho'  not  pardon  thee. 

JEgeon.  Oh,  had  the  Gods  done  fo,  I  had  not  now 
Worthily  term'd  them  mercilefs  to  us  ; 
For  ere  the  fhips  could  meet  by  twice  five  league-% 
We  were  encounter'd  by  a  mighty  rock  ; 
Which  being  violently  borne  upon, 
Our  helplefs  fhip  was  fplitted  in  the  midft  : 
So  that,  in  this  unjuft  divorce  of  us, 
Fortune  had  left  to  both  of  us  alike 
What  to  delight  in,  what  to  forrow  for. 
Her  part,  poor  foul !  feemingas  burdened 
With  leller  weight,  but  not  with  leiler  woe. 
Was  carry 'd  with  more  fpeed  before  the  wind. 
And  in  our  fight  they  three  were  taken  up 
By  fifhermen  of  Corinth,  as  we  thought. 
At  length,  another  ihip  had  feiz'd  on  us ; 
And  knowing  whom  it  v/as  their  hap  to  fave. 
Gave  helpful  welcome  to  their  ihipwreckt  guefts  y 
And  would  have  reft  the  fiihers  of  their  prey. 
Had  not  their  bark  been  very  fiow  of  iail ; 
And  therefore  homevvard  did  they  bend  their  courfe.-i— 
Thus  have  you  heard  me  fever'd  from  my  blifs  ; 
That  by  misfortunes  was  my  life  prolong'd. 
To  tell  fad  ilories  o'i  my  own  miiliaps. 

Duke.  And,  for  the  fakes  of  them  thou  forrov/'ft  for. 
Do  me  the  favour  to  dilate  at  full 
What  hathbefali'n  of  them,  and  thee,  'till  now. 

jE^eon.  My  youngeft  boy,  and  yet  my  eidcil  care^ 
At  eighteen  years  became  inquifidve 
After  his  brother  ;  and  importun'd  irie, 
That  his  attendant,  (for  his  cafe  was  like. 
Reft  of  his  brother,  but  retain'd  his  name,) 
Might  bear  him  company  in  queft  of  him  : 
Whom  whilft  I  laboured  of  a  love  to  fee, 
I  hazarded  the  lofe  of  whom  I  lov'd. 

Five 
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Five  fummers  have  I  fpent  in  fartheft  Greece, 
Roaming  clean  through  the  bounds  of  Jj:ay 
And  coafting  homeward,  came  to  Ephefus  : 
Hopelefs  to  find,  yet  loth  to  leave  unfought. 
Or  that,  or  any  place  that  harbours  men. 
JBut  here  muil  end  the  Ilcry  of  my  life  ; 
And  happy  were  I  in  my  timely  death. 
Could  all  my  travels  warrant  me  they  live. 

Duke.  Haplefs  JEgeon,  whom  the  fates  have  markt 
To  bear  th'extremity  of  dire  miihap  i 
Now,  trull  me,  were  it  not  againft  our  laws, 
(Which  Princes,  would  they,  may  not  difannul;  ) 
Againft  my  crown,  my  oath,  my  dignity. 
My  foul  fnould  fue  as  advocate  for  thee. 
But,  tho'  thou  art  adjudged  to  the  death. 
And  paffed  fentence  may  not  be  recall'd. 
But  to  our  honour's  great  difparagement ; 
Yet  will  I  favour  thee  in  what  I  can  ; 
I  therefore,  merchant,  limit  thee  tnis  day, 
To  feek  thy  life  hy  benehcjal  help  : 
Try  all  the  friends  thou  haft  in  hphefus  ; 
Beg  thou,  or  borrow,  to  make    p  the  fum. 
And  live;  if  not,  then  thou  art  doom'd  to  die.' 
Jailor,  take  him  to  thy  cuftody. 

\_Ex<^unt  Duke,  andTrainl 

J  ail.  I  will,   my  lord. 

j€geon.  Hopelefs  and  helplefs  doth  jEgeon  wend. 
But  to  procraftmate  his  lifelefs  end. 

\_Exeunt  JEgcon,  and  Jailor. 

SCENE     II.     Changes  to  the  Street. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe,  a  Merchant,  and 
Dromio. 

Mer. 'np HEREFORE   give  out,  you  are  of  Eji^ 

X  damnum. 

Left  that  your  goods  too  foon  be  confifcate. 
This  very  day,  a  Syracufan  merchant 
Is  apprehended  for  arrival  here  j 
And,  not  being  able  to  buy  out  his  life. 
According  to  the  llatute  of  the  town,j 

Die? 
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Dies  ere  the  weary  fun  fet  in  the  weft  : 
There  is  your  money,  that  I   had  to  keep. 

Jnt.  Go,  bear  it  to  the  Centaur^  where  we  hoft. 
And  ftay  there,  Drowio,  'till  I  come  to  thee  : 
Within  this  hour  it  will  be  dinner-time  ; 
'Till  that  ril  view  the  manners  of  the  town, 
Perufe  the  traders,  gaze  upon  the  buildings. 
And  then  return  and  fleep  within  mine  inn  j 
For  with  long  travel  I  am  ftiff  and  weary. 
Get  thee  away. 

Dro.  Many  a  man  would  take  you  at  your  word. 
And  go  indeed,  having  fo  good  a  means. 

[Exit   Dromio. 

Jnt,  A  trufty  villain,  Sir,  that  very  oft, 
When  I  am  dull  with  care  and  melancholy. 
Lightens  my  humour  with  his  merry  jefts. 
What,  will  you  ualk  with  me  about  the  town. 
And  then  go  to  the  inn,  and  dine  with  me  ? 

Met-.  I  am  invited.  Sir,  to  certain  merchants.. 
Of  whom  I  hope  to  make  much  benefit : 
I  crave  your  pardon      Soon  at  five  o'  clock, 
Pleafe  you.  Til  meet  with  you  upon  the  mart. 
And  afterward  confort  you  'till  bed -time : 
My  prefent  bufinefs  calk  me  from  yo'j  now. 

Ant.  Farewel  'till  then  ;  I  will  go  lofe  myfelf. 
And  wander  up  and  down  to  view  the  city. 

Mer.  Sir,  1  commend  you  to  your  own  content. 

[Exit  Merchant; 

SCENE    III. 

^nt.  He  that  commends  me  to  my  own  content. 
Commends  me  to  the  thing  I  cannot  get. 
I  to  the  world  am  like  a  drop  of  water. 
That  in  the  ocean  feeks  another  drop, 
Wko  falling  there  to  find  his  fellow  forth, 
Unfeen,  inquifitive,  confounds  himfelf  ; 
So  I,  to  find  a  mother  and  a  brother. 
In  queft  of  them,  unhappy,    lofe  myfelf. 
Enter  Dromio  of  Ephefus. 
Here  comes  the  almanack  of  my  true  date. 
What  now  ?  how  chance,  thou  art  return'd  fo  foon  > 

E,  Dro» 
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E.  Dro.  Return'd  fo  foon  !  rather  approach'd  too 
late: 
The  capon  burns,  the  pig  falls  from  the  fpit. 
The  clock  has  ftrucken  twelve  upon  the  bell  j 
hly  miitrefs  made  it  one  upon  my  cheek  ; 
She  is  fo  hot,  becaufe  the  meat  is  cold  ; 
The  meat  is  cold,  becaufe  you  come  not  home  ; 
You  come  not  home,  becauie  you  have  no  ftomach ; 
You  have  no  llomach,  liaving  broke  your  fall : 
But  we,  that  know  what  'tis  to  fall:  and  pray. 
Are  penitent  for  your  default  to  day. 

Jnt,  Stop  in  your  wind,  Sir ;  tell  me  this,  I  pray. 
Where  you  have  left  the  money  that  I    gave  you? 

£.  Dro.  Oh,  —  fix  pence,  that  I  had  a  Wednefda^ 
laft, 
To  pay  the  fadler  for  my  miftrefs'  crupper  ? 
The  fadler  had  it.  Sir,  I  kept  it  not. 

j^nt.  1  am  not  in  a  fportive  humour  now  ; 
Tell  me  and  dally  not,  where  is  the  money  ? 
We  being  ftrangers  here,  how  dar'll  thou  trull 
■So  great  a  charge  from  thine  own  cuftody  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  pray  you,  jeft.  Sir,  as  you  fit  at  dinner; 
I  from  my  miftrtfs  come  to  you  in  poll  j 
If  I  return,  I  fhall  be  poll  indeed  -, 
For  fhe  will  fcore  your  fault  upon  my  pate  : 
Methinks,your  maw,  like  mine,  Ihould  be  your  clock  ; 
And  llrike  you  home  without  a  mefienger. 

Ant.    Come,  Dronuc,  comie,  thefe  jells  are  out  of 
feafon  ; 
Referve  them  'till  a  merrier  hour  than  this  : 
Where  is  the  gold  I  gave  in  charge  to  thee  ? 

E.  Dro.  To  me.  Sir  ?  why,  you  gave  no  gold  tome. 

Ant.  Come  on,  Sir  knave,  have  done  your  foolifhnefs; 
And  tell  me,  how  thou  hall  dilpols'd  thy  charge  ? 

E.  Dro.  My  charge  was  but  to  fetch  you  from  the 
mart 
Kome  to  your  houfe,  the  Phcenlx,  Sir,  to  dinner; 
My  millrefs  and  her  filler  Hay  for  you. 

Ant.  Now,  as  I  am  a  chrifiian,  anfwer  me, 
In  what  fafe  place  you  have  bellow'd  my  money  ; 
Or  I  Ihall  break  that  merry  fconce  of  yours. 

That ' 
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That  ftands  on  tricks  when  I  am  undifpos'd ; 
Where  are  the  thoufand  marks  thou  hadil  of  me  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  have  fome  marks  of  yours  upon  my  pate; 
Some  of  my  millrefs'  marks  upon  my  fhoulders ; 
But  not  a  thoufand  marks  between  you  both.— - 
If  I  Ihould  pay  your  worfhip  thofe  again. 
Perchance,  you  will  not  bear  them  patiently. 

Jnt.    Thy  miilrefs'  marks  ?    what  miilrefs,    flave, 
haft  thou  ? 

E.  Dro.  Your  worfhip's  wife,   my  miftrefs   at  the 
Phcenix ; 
She,  that  doth  faft,   'till  you  come  home  to  dinner  ; 
And  prays,  that  you  will  hie  you  home  to  dinner. 

Alt.  What,  wilt  thou  flout  me  thus  unto  my  face. 
Being  forbid  }  there  take  you  that,  Sir  knave. 

E.  Dro.  What  mean  you.  Sir  ?  for  God's  fake,  hold 
your  hands ; 
Nay,  an  you  will  not,  Sir,  I'll  take  my  heels. 

[Exit  Dromio- 

y^nf.  Upon  my  life,  by  fome  device  or  other. 
The  villain  is  o'er- wrought  of  all  my  money, 
*  They  fay,  this  town  is  full  of  couzenage ; 
3  As,  nimble  jugglers,  that  deceive  the  eye  ; 
Dr\ig  working  forcerers,  that  change  the  mind  5 
Soul-killing  witches,  that  deform  the  body ; 

Difguifed 

2  They  fay  this  totvn  is  full  of  cou7ienage\']  This  was  the  cha- 
racter the  ancients  give  of  it.  Hence  'e:^-'7ix  aXeh^ot^'^ct-.iX, 
was  proverbial  a mongft  them.    Thus  iW^d:«^fr  ufes  it,  and   E{pCSiti 

ypu'/j-fj-ccra,  in  the  f?me  lenfe, 

3  As  nimble  jugglers,  that  deceive  the  eye ; 
Dark-working/orc^r^M,  that  change  the  mind  ^ 

Soul- killing  witches,  that  deform  the  body  ;]  Thofe  who  atten- 
tively confider  thefe  three  lines,  muft  confcfs  that  the  poet  intended, 
the  epithet  given  to  each  of  thefe  mifcreants,  fho'ild  declare  the 
power  by  which  they  perform  their  fe3ts,  and  which  would  there- 
foM  be  a  juft  charafleriftick  of  each  of  them.  Thus  by  nimble  ]\i^- 
glets,  we  are  taught  that  they  perfotm  their  tricks  hy  flight  of  hard: 
znihy  foul-killing  witches,  we  are  inform'd,  the  mifchief  they  do 
is  by  the  aBMance  of  the  devil,  to  whom  they  have  given  l heir  fouls  : 
But  then,  hf  dark-ivorking  Soicerers,  we  are  not  inftru£led  in  the 
mearrr  by  which  they  perform  their  ends.  Befides,  this  epithet. 
agrees  as  well  to  witches,   as  to  them  j  and  therefore,  certainly, 

OUf 
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Difguifed  cheaters,  prating  mountebanks. 

And  many  fuch  like  libertines  of  fin  : 

If  it  prove  fo,    I    will  be  gone  the  focner. 

I'll   to  the   Centaury    to  go  feek  this  Have  ; 

I  greatly  fear,  my  money  is  not  fafe.  [£.v.-V. 


ACT    II.     SCENE    I. 

^he  Houfe  o/Antipholis  o/Ephefus.:. 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Jdriana.^^i^  E  I T  H  E  R  my  hulband,  nor  the  flavc 

Jl^    return'd, 
That  in  fuch  hafte  I  fent  to  feek  his  mafter  ! 
Sure,  Luciana^  it  is  two  o'clock. 

Luc.  Perhaps,    fome  merchant  hath  invited  him. 
And  from  the  mart  he's  fomewhere  gone  to  dinner  ; 
Good  filler,   let  us  dine,    and  never  fret. 
A  man  is  mafter  of  his  liberty  : 
Time^  is  their  mafter  ;  and  when  they  fee  time. 
They'll  go  or  come ;  if  fo,  be  patient,  fifter. 

Jdr.  Why  Ihould  their  liberty  than  ours  be  more  ? 

Luc.  Becaufe  their  bufmefs  ftill  lyes  out  a-door/ 

Mr.  Look,   when  I  ferve  him  (o,  he  takes  it  ill. 

Luc.  Oh,  know,  he  is  the  bridle  of  your  will. 

Mr.  There's  none,  but  alTes,  will  be  bridled  fo. 

Luc.  Why,  head-ftrong  liberty  is  lafht  with  wo. 
There's  nothing  fituate  under  heaven's  eye. 
But  hath  its  bound  in  earth,  in  fea,  in  fky  : 
The  beafts,  the  fifties,  and  the  winged  fowls. 
Are  their  males'  fubjedls,  and  at  their  controuls : 
Man,    more  divine,   the  mafter  of  all  thefe. 
Lord  of  the  wide  world,    and  wide  vvatry  feas, 

our  author  could  not  defign  this  as  their  characleriftick.     We  Hiould 
read  j 

Drug-working  Jorccren,  that  change  the  mind  ; 
And  we  know  by  the  hiftory  of  antjent  and  modern  fuperftitJon,  that 
thefe  kind  of  jugglers  always  pretended  to  work  changes  of  the  mind 
by  thefe  applications, 

Indued 
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Inda'd  with  intellectual  fenfe  and  foul. 
Of  more  preheminence  tlian  filh  and  fowl. 
Are  mafters   to  their  females,    and  their  lords  : 
Then  let  your  will  attend  on  their  accords. 

Adr.  This  fervitude  makes  you  to  keep  unwed. 

Luc.  Not  this,  but  troubles  of  the  marriage-bed. 

Adr,  But  were  you  wedded,  you  would  bear  fome 
fway. 

Luc.  Ere  I  learn  love,  I'll  praftife  to  obey. 

Adr.  How  if  your  hufband  ftart  fome  other  where  ? 

Luc.  'Till  he  come  home  again,  I  would  forbear. 

Adr.  Patience  unmov'd,  no.  marvel  tho'  fhe  paufe  ; 
They  can  be  meek,  that  have  no  other  caufe : 
A  wretched  foul,  bruis'd  with  adverfity. 
We  bid  be  quiet,  when  we  hear  it  cry  i 
But  v^ere  we  burdcn'd  with  like  weight  of  pain. 
As  much,  or  more,  we  (hould  ourfelves  complain. 
So  thou,  that  haft  no  unkind  mate  to  grieve  thee. 
With  urging  helplefs  patience  would'ft  relieve  me  : 
But  if  thou  live  to  fee  like  right  bereft. 
This  fool-begg'd  patience  in  thee  will  be  left. 

Luc.   Well,  I  will  marry  one  day  but  to  try ; 
Here  comes  your  man,  now  is  your  Iiufband  nigh. 

SCENE    II. 
Enter  Dromio  o/Ephefus, 

Adr.  Say,  is  your  tardy  mafter  now  at  hand  ? 

£.  Dro.  Nay,  he's  at  two  hands  with  me,  and  that 
my  two  ears  can  witneis. 

Adr.  Say,  did'il  thou  fpeak  with  him  ?  know'il 
thou  his  mind  ? 

E.  Dro.  Ay,  ay,  he  told  me  his  mind  upon  mine  ear. 
Befhrevv  his  hand,  I  fcarce  could  underftand  it. 

Luc.  Spake  he  fo  doubtfully,  thou  could'ft  not  feel 
his  meaning  ? 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  he  ftruck  fo  plainly,  I  could  too  well 
feel  his  blows  ;  and  withal  fo  doub;fally,  that  I  could 
fcarce  underftand  them. 

Adr.  But  fay,  I  pr'ythee,  is  he  com-ng  home  ? 
It  feems,  he  hath  great  care  to  pleafe  his  \\ife. 

E.  Dro. 
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E.  Dro.  Why,  millrefs,  fure,  my  maftcr  is  horn -mad. 

Jdr.  Horn-mad,  thou  villain  ? 

E.  Dro.  I  mean  not,  cuckold-mad ;  but,  fure,  he's 
dark- mad  : 
When  I  defir'd  him  to  come  home  to  dinner. 
He  afk'd  me  for  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold  : 
'Tis  dinner-time,  quoth  I ;  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Your  meat  doth  burn,  quoth  I ;    my  gold,  quoth  he  i 
Will  you  come  home,  quoth  I  ?  my  gold,  quoth  he  : 
Where  is  the  thoufand  marks  I  gave  thee,  villain  ? 
The  pig,  quoth  I,  is  burn'd  ;  my  gold,   quoth  he. 
My  millrefs.  Sir,  quoth  I ;  hang  up  thy  raiftrefs  f 
I  know  not  thy  miftrefs ;  out  on  thy  millrefs  \ 

Luc.  Quoth  who  ? 

E.  Dro.  Quoth  my  mailer  : 
I  know,  quoth  he,  no  houfe,  no  wife,  no  millrefs  ,• 
So  that  my  errand,  due  unto  my  tongue, 
I  thank  him,  I  bare  home  upon  my  fhoulders  : 
For,  in  conclufion,  he  did  beat  me  there. 

Mr.  Go  back  again,  thou  (lave,  and  fetch  him  home. 

E.  Dro.  Go  back  again,  and  be  new  beaten  home  ? 
For  God's  fake,  fend  fome  other  meifenger. 

Mr.  Back,  Have,  or  I  will  break  thy  pate  acrofs. 

E.  Dro.    And  he  will  blefs  that  crofs  with  other 
beating  : 
Between  you  1  ihall  have  a  holy  head. 

Jdr.  Hence,  prating  peafant,  fetch  thy  mailer  home. 

E.  Dro    Am  I  fo  round  with  you  as  you  with  me. 
That  like  a  foot-ball  you  do  fpurn  me  thus  ? 
You  fpurn  me  hence,  and  he  will  fpurn  me  hither  : 
If  I  lail  in  this  fervice,  you  mull  cafe  me  in  leather. 

[Exit, 
SCENE     III. 

Luc.  Fie,  how  impatience  lowreth  In  your  face  ! 

Mr.  His  company  mud  do  his  minions  grace, 
Whilll  I  at  home  llarve  for  a  merry  look  :*^ 
Hath  homely  age  th'  alluring  beauty  took 
From  ray  poor  cheek  ?  then,  he  hath  v.  aited  k. 
Are  my  uifcourfes  dull  ?  barren  my  wit  .? 
If  voluble  and  ftarp  difcourfe  he  marr'd, 
Unkindnefs  blunts  it,  more  than  marble  hard. 

Do 
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Do  their  gay  veftments  his  afFeftions  bait  ? 
That's  not  my  fault :  he's  mailer  of  my  Hate, 
What  ruins  are  in  me,  that  can  be  found 
By  him  not  ruin'd  ?  then,  is  he  the  ground 
Of  my  defeatures.     My  decayed  fair 
A  funny  look  of  his  would  foon  repair. 
But,  too  unruly  deer,  he  breaks  the  pale, 
And  feeds  from  home  ;  poor  I  am  but  his  ftale. 

Luc.  Self  harming  jealouiie! — ,  fie,  beat  it  hence. 

^iif.  Unfeeling  fools  can  with  fuch  wrongs  difpenfe ; 
I  know,  his  eye  doth  homage  other-where ; 
Or  elfe  what  lets  it,  but  he  would  be  here  ? 
Sifter,  you  know  he  promis'd  me  a  chain  ; 
Would  that  alone,  alone,  he  would  detain. 
So  he  would  keep  fair  quarter  with  his  bed. 
'  I  fee,  the  jewel,  beft  enameled. 
Will  lofe  his  beauty ;  and  the  gold  bides  ftill. 
That  others  touch ;    yet  often  touching  will 
Wear  gold  :  and  fo  no  man,  that  hath  a  name. 
But  fallhood,    and  corruption,    doth  it  fhame. 
Since  that  my  beauty  cannot  pleafe  his  eye, 
111  weep  what's  left  away,  and  weeping  die. 

Luc.  How  many  fond  fools  ferve  mad  jealoufie  I 

[Exeunt. 

I   I  fee,    the  jeivel,  heji  enameled, 

JVill  lofe  bis  beauty;  yet   the  gold  bides  Jiillf 
Tkst  others  touchy  and  often  touching  •will : 
Where  gold  and  to  man,  that  hath  a  name, 
l&Y  faljToood  and  corruption  doth  it  Jhame.']   In  this  miferablcl 
condition  is  this  paffage  given  us.     It  fliould  be  read  thus, 

Ifee,^  the  jeivel,  hefi  enameled. 
Will  lofe  his  beauty  ;  and  the  gold  hides  fliU, 
That  others  touch  ;  yet  often  touching  tvill 
Wear  gold  :  and  fo  no  man,  that  hath  a  name. 
But  falfioood,  and  corruption,  doth  it  Jhame. 

The  fenfe  is  this,  «'  Gold,  indeed,  will  Jong  bear  the  handling  ; 
<*  however,  often  touching,  will  wear  even  gold  ;  juft  fo  the  greateft 
<«  character,  tho'  as  pure  as  gold  itfelf,  may,  in  time,  be  injured, 
**  by  the  repeated  attacks  of  fallhood  and  corruption." 


SCENE 


The  Comedy  of  Errors,      ipj 

SCENE     IV.     Changes  to  the  Street. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

Ant.  ^  I  ^  H  E  gold  I  gave  to  Dromio  is  laid  up 

X      Safe  at  the  Centaur  ;  and  the  heedful  ilave 
Is  wanderM  forth  in  care  to  feek  me  out. 
By  computation,  and  mine  hoiVs  report, 
I  could  not  fpeak  with  Dromio,  fince  at  firft 
1  fcnt  him  from  the  mart.     See,  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Dromio  0/ Syracufe. 
How  now,  Sir  ?  is  your  merry  humour  alter'd  ? 
As  you  love  Ilrokes,    fo  jeft  with  me  again. 
You  know  no  Centaur  ?  you  receiv'd  no  gold  ? 
Your  miftrefs  fent  to  have  me  home  to  dinner  ? 
My  houfe  was  at  the  Phoenix  ?  waft  thou  mad. 
That  thus  fo  madly  thou  didft  anfwer  me  ? 

S.  Dro.    What  anfwer,    Sir,    when  fpake  I  fuch  a 
word  ? 

Ant.  Even  now,  even  here,  not  half  an  hour  fince. 

S.  Dro.  I  did  not  fee  you  fince  you  fent  me  hence 
Home  to  the  Centaur,  v/ith  the  gold  you  gave  me. 

Ant.  Villain,  thuu  didft  deny  the  gold's  receipt; 
And  told'il  me  of  a  miftrefs,  and  a  dinner  ; 
For  which,  I  hope,  thou  felt'ft  I  was  difpleas'd. 

5.  Dro.  I'm  glad  to  fee  you  in  this  merry  vein  : 
What  means  this  jeft,  I  pray  you,  mafter,  tell  me? 

Ant.  Yea,  doft  thou  jeer  and  flout  me  in  the  teeth  ? 
Think'fl  thou,  I  jefl  ?  hold,  take  thou  that,   and  that. 

[^Beats  Dro. 

S.  Dro.  Hold,  Sir,  for  God's  fake,  now  your  jell  is 
earned ; 
Upon  what  bargain  do  you  give  it  me  ? 

Ant.  Becaufe  that  I  familiarly  fometimes. 
Do  ufe  you  for  my   fool,  and  chat  with  you. 
Your  fawcinefs  will  jeft  upon  my  love. 
And  make  a  common  of  my  ferious  hours, 
"When  the  fun  fhines,   let  foolifti  grats  ir aK'C  fport ; 
But  creep  in  crannies,    when   he  hides  his  beamb  ; 
If  you  will  jeft  with  me,    knov/  n-y  a^pefl. 
And  faftiion  your  demeanor  to  my  looks; 

Vol.  III.  K.  Off 
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Or  I  will  *  beat  this  method  in  your  fconce. 

S.  Dro.  Sconce,  call  you  it  ?  fo  you  would  leave 
battering,  I  had  rather  have  it  a  head ;  an  you  ufe 
thefe  blows  long,  I  muft  get  a  fconce  for  my  head, 
and  infconce  it  too,  or  elfe  I  iliall  feek  my  wit  in  my 
ftioulders  :  but,  I  pray.  Sir,  why  am  I  beaten, 

Jnt.  Doft  thou  not  know  ? 

S,  Dro.  Nothing,  Sir,  but  that  I  am  beaten. 

Ant.  Shall  I  tell  you  why  ? 

S.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  and  wherefore  i  for,  they  fay, 
every  why  hath  a  wherefore. 

Ant.  Why,  firft,  for  flouting  me  ;  and  then  where- 
fore, for  urging  it  the  fecond  time  to  me. 

S.  Dro.  Was  there  ever  any  man  thus  beaten  out  of 
feafon. 
When,  in  the  why,  and  wherefore,  is  neither  rhime  nor 

reafon  ? 
Well,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Jttt.  Thank  me.  Sir,  for  what  ? 

^.  Dro,  Marry.  Sir,  for  this  fomething  that  you 
gave  me  for  nothing. 

Ant.  rU  make  you  amends  next,  to  give  you  no- 
thing for  fometh;'ig.     But  fay,  Sir,  is  it  dinner-time  ? 

S.  Dro.  No,  Sir,  1  think  the  meat  wants  that  I  have. 

Ant.  In  good  time,  Sir,  what's  that. 

S.  Dro.  Baiting. 

Ant.  Well,  Sir,  then  'twill  be  dry. 

S,  Dro.    i  it  be,    Sir,  I  pray  you  eat  none  of  it. 

Ant.  Your  reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  Left  it  make  you  cholerick,  and  purchafe 
jwe  anoti.er  dry  balling. 

Ant.  Well,  oir,  learn  to  jell  in  good  time;  there's 
a  time  for  all  things. 

S,  Dro,  I  durft  have  deny'd  that,  before  you  were 
fo  cholerick. 

Ant.  By  what  rule,  Sir  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  by  a  rule  as  plain  as  the  plain 
i)ald  pate  of  father  Time  himfelf. 

Ant*  Let's  hear  it, 

a  —  heat  tin  method— —J  MetieJ,  for  inftruftion. 

S.  Dr9, 
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S.  Dro.  There's  no  time  for  a  man  to  recover  his 
hair,    that  grows  bald  by  nature. 

Mf.  May  he  not  do  it  by  fine  and  recovery  ? 

^.  Dro.  Yes,  to  pay  a  fine  for  a  peruke,  and  recover 
the  loft  hair  of  another  man. 

^    J»i.  Why  is  r/w^  fuch  a  niggard  of  hair,  being,  as 
It  is,  fo  plentiful  an  excrement  ? 

5".  Dro.  Becaufe  it  is  a  bl effing  that  he  bellows  on 
beafts ;  and  what  he  hath  fcantcd  men  in  hair,  he  hath 
given  (a)  them  in  wit. 

^«/.  Why,  but  there's  many  a  man  hath  more  hair 
than  wit. 

S.  Dro.  Not  a  man  of  thofe,  but  he  hath  the  wit  to 
lofe  his  hair. 

^/r/.  Why,  thou  didft  conclude  hairy  men  plain 
dealers  without  wit. 

S.  Dro.  The  plainer  dealer,  the  fooner  loft;  yet  he 
lofeth  It  in  a  kind  of  jollity. 

Jfif.  For  what  reafon  ? 

S.  Dro.  For  two,  and  found  ones  too. 

Jfit.  Nay,  not  found,  I  pray  you. 

S.  Dro.  Sure  ones  then. 

Jnt.  Nay,  not  fure  in  a  thing  falfing. 

S.  Dro.  Certain  ones  then. 

^nt.  Name  them. 

5.  Dro.  The  one  to  fare  the  money  that  he  fpends 
in  tyring;  the  other,  that  at  dinner  they  Ihould  not 
drop  in  his  porridge. 

^nf.  You  would  all  this  time  have  provM,  there  is 
no  time  for  all  things. 

S.  Dro  Marry,  and  did.  Sir  ;  namely,  no  time  to 
recover  hair  loft  by  nature. 

Jnf.  But  your  reafon  was  not  fubftantial,  why  there 
w  no  time  to  recover. 

S.  Dro.  Thus  I  mend  it :  Time  himfelf  is  bald,  and 
therefore  to  the  world's  end  will  have  bald  followers. 

y9nt.  1  knew,  it  would  be  a  bald  conclufion ;  but, 
tott !  who  wafts  us  yonder  ? 

[  C^J  r»en,  Mr,  Theobald VuJg.  them.] 

K  z  SCENE 
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Enter  Adriana,  and  Luciana. 

Adri,  Ay,  ay,  Antlpholis,  look  ftrange  and  frown, 
-Some  other  miftrefs  hath  thy  f\';eet  afpeds : 
I  am  not  Adriana,  nor  thy  wife. 
The  time  was  once,  when  thou,  unurgM,  wouldfl  vow, 
•*  That  never  words  were  mufick  to  thine  ear, 
«  That  never  objea  pleafmg  in  thine  eye, 

*  That  never  touch  well  welcome  to  thy  hand, 

*  That  never  meat  fweet-favour'd  in  thy  taite, 

*  Unlefs  I  fpake,  or  lookM,  or  toirchM,  or  carv'd.^ 
How  comes  it  now,  my  hufband,  oh,  how  comes  it. 
That  thou  art  thus  eftranged  from  thy  felf  ? 

Thy  felf  I  call  it,  being  ftrange  to  me  : 

That  undividable,  incorporate, 

Am  better  than  thy  dear  felf 's  better  part. 

Ah,  do  not  tear  away  thy  felf  from  me  : 

For  know,   my  love,   as  eafie  may'u  thou  fall 

A  drop  of  water  in  the  breaking  gulph. 

And  take  unmingled  thence  that  drop  again, 

Without  addition  or  diminilhing, 

As  take  from  me  thy  felf,   and  not  me  too. 

How  dearly  v/ould  it  touch  thee  to  the  quick, 

Should'H  thou  but  hear,  I  were  licentious  ? 

And  that  this  body,  confecrate  to  thee. 

By  ruffian  lull  ihould  be  contaminate  ? 

Would'ft  thou  not  fpit  at  me,  and  fpurn  at  me. 

And  hurl  the  name  of  hufband  in  my  face. 

And  tea-r  the  ftain'd  Ikin  of  my  harlot-brow, 

And  from  my  falfe  hand  cut  the  wedding-ring, 

And  break  it  with  a  deep-divorcing  vow  ? 

I  know  thou  can'ft  ;  and  therefore,  fee  thou  do  it. 

3 1  am  poffefs'd  with  an  adulterate  blot; 

3  I  am  pojfM d^^mh  an  adulterate  blot ; 

My  hlood  IS  mingled  101th  the  crimz  of  luft  ;]  Both  the  inte- 
grity of  the  metaphor,  and  the  word  blot,  in  the  preceoing  lir-e,  fhew 
that  we  ihould  re.^d, 

'iolrb  the  CRiuz  of  luj}  :  i.e.  thefta:n,  fmut.    So  a  gam 

in  this  fhj,^A  war,  may  go  o-ver  Jboes  in  the  c^ivlil  of  it . 
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My  blood  is  mingled  with  the  Grime  of  lufl : 

For  if  we  two  be  one,  and  thou  play  faHe^ 

I  do  digeft  the  poifon  of  thy  flefh, 

Being  ftrnmpeted  by  thy  contagion. 

Keep  then  fair  league,  and  truce  with  thy  true  bed  ; 

I  live  dillain'd,    thou  undillionoured. 

Jnf.  Plead  you  to  me,  fair  dame  ?  I  know  you  not^ 
In  Ephefus  I  am  but  two  hours  old. 
As  (Irange  unto  your  town  as  to  your  talk. 
Who,  every  word  by  all  my  wit  being  fcann'd, 
Wants. wit  in  all  one  word  to  underftand. 

Luc.  Fie,  brother  I    how  the  world  is  chang'd  with 
you  ! 
When  were  you  wont  to  ufe  my  filler  thus  ? 
She  fent  for  you  by  Dromiu  home  to  dinner. 

Jnt.    By  Dromio. 

S.  Dro.  By  me  ? 

Adt.  By  thee  ;  and  thus  thou  didft  return  from  him," 
That  he  did  buffet  thee  ;  and  in  his  blows 
Beny'd  my  houfe  for  his,  me  for  his  wife. 

>«/.  Did  you  converle.  Sir,  with  this  gentlewoman? 
What  is  the  courfe  and  drift  of  your  compad:  ? 

S.  Droy  I,  Sir,  I  never  faw  her  'till  this  time. 

Ant.  Villain,  thou  liell: ;  for  even  her  very  words 
Didft  thou  deliver  to  me  on  the  mart. 

-S  Dro.  I  never  fpoke  with  her  in  all  my  life. 

Ant:  How  can  (he  thus  then  call  us  by  our  name?, 
Unlefs  it  be  by  infpiration  ? 

^dr.  How  ill  agrees  it  with  your  gravity. 
To  counterfeit  thus  grofly  with  your  llave. 
Abetting  him  to  thwart  me  in  my  mood  ? 
Be  it  my  wrong,  +  you  are  from  me  ex<irapt. 
But  wrong  not  that  wrong  with  a  more  contempt. 
Come,  I  will  faften  on  this  fleeve  of  thme  ; 
"  Thou  art  an  elm,  my  hulhand,  I  a  vine  : 
"  Whofe  weaknefs,  marry 'd  to  thy  ftronger  ftate, 
**  Makes  me  with  thy  ftrength  to  communicate  j 
"  Jf  aught  pofi'efs  thee  from  me,  it  is  drofs, 
*•  Ufurping  ivy,  brier,  or  idle  mofs ; 

4  •>'«  are  from  me  exempt,]  Exempt y  for  cftranged. 

K  3  "  Wh« 
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'*  Who,  all  for  want  ©f  pruning,  with  intrufion 
•*  Infeft  thy  Tap,  and  live  on  thy  confufion 

Jnt.  To  me  fhe  fpeaks ;   fhe  moves  me  for  her 
theam ; 
What,  was  I  marry 'd  to  her  in  my  dream  I 
Or  flecp  I  now,  and  think  I  liear  all  this  ? 
What  error  drives  our  eyes  and  ears  amifs  ? 
Until  I  know  this  fure  uncertainty, 
J'Jl  entertain  the  favour'd  fallacy. 

Luc.  Dromio,  go  bid  the  Servants  fpread  for  dinner. 

^.  DtQ.  Oh,  for  my  beads  ?  I  crofs  me  for  a  fmner. 
This  IS  the  Fuiry  land  :  oh,  fpight  of  fpights ! 
^  We  talk  with  goblins,  owls,  and  elvilh  fprights  ; 
If  we  obey  them  not,    this  will  enfue. 
They'll  fick  our  breath,   and  pinch  us  black  and  blue. 

Luc.  Why  prat'ft  thou  to  thy  felf,  and  anfwer'ft  not? 
Dromio,  thou  drone,  thou  fnail,  thou  Aug,  thou  fot ! 

S.   Ore.  1  am  transformed,  mafter,  am  not  I  ? 

^nt.  I  think,  thou  art  in  mind,  and  fo  am  I. 

S.  Dro.  Nay,  mailer,  both  in  mind  and  in  my  fhape. 

A?2t.   Thou  halt  thine  own  form. 

S.  Dro.  No ;  I  am  an  ape. 

5  ff^eta/kwithgohlins,  owls,  and  ehijh  f/srights  Q  Viertl^lr.. 
ITheobalJ  c<i,ls  o..t  in  the  name  cf  Nonfevfe,  ihe  firfJ  time  he  h  -d  /ir- 
mally  invoked  her,  to  teJl  him  1)0W  Owls  could  fuck  their  breathy 
*nd pinch  tbem  black  and  blue.  He,  therefore,  alters  OivU  to  Ouphs^ 
and  darci  Jay,  that  his  readers  ivill  acquiefce  m  the  jujinefs  cf  his 
emendation.  Bur,  for  all  this,  we  muit  not  part  with  the  old  ret-d- 
ing.  He  did  not  know  It  to  be  an  old  popular  fjperftit'on,  that 
the  fcretch-o-wl  fucked  out  the  breath  and  blood  of  infants  in  the 
cradle.  On  this  account,  the  Italians  called  V/itches,  who  were 
fuppofed  to  be  in  like  manner  mifchievouily  bent  againft  chiJdien, 
Strega  fmm  Strix,  the  Scretch-o-wl.  This  f  ipt-rHition  they  had 
derived  from  their  Pagan  anceftors,  as  appears  from  this  paflage  of 
Ovidt 

Sunt  avida  t'olucres  j    non  qua  Thine'ia  men/is 

Guttura  fraudabant  :   fed  genus  inde  tr^hunt. 
Grande  caput  :  Jiantes  oculi  :   rojira  apta  rapintz  : 

Canities pennisy  unpuibus  hamus  ineji. 
No&e  vjlant,  puerosc»_ue  petunt  nstricis  egetites  j 

Et  vitiant  CUNIS  corpora  rapt  a  fuis. 
Carpere  dicuntur  laElantia  •vijcera  rofiris  ; 
Et  plenum  poto  i3S\%\i\Vitguttur  babent, 
EJi  iliii  teigibus  mmen  i  — ■  ■    ■  Lib.  6.  Feft. 
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Luc.  If  thou  art  changM  to  aught,  'tis  to  an  afs^ 

5.  Dro.  'Tis  true;    fhe  rides  me,    and  I  long  for 
grafs. 
'Tis  (o,  1  am  an  afs ;  elfe  it  could  never  be. 
But  I  fhould  know  her,    as  well  as  (he  knows  me. 

Adr.  Come,  come,  no  longer  will  I  be  a  fool. 
To  pat  the  finger  in  the  eye  and  weep, 
Whilft  man  and  mafter  laugh  my  woes  to  fcorn. 
Come,  Sir,  to  dinner  ;  Dromioy  keep  the  gate  5 
Hufband,  I'll  dine  above  with  you  to  day. 
And  ihrive  you  of  a  thoufand  idle  pranks ; 
Sirrah,  if  any  afk  you  for  your  mafter. 
Say,  he  dines  forth,  and  let  no  creature  enter : 
Come,  fitter ;  Dromio^  play  the  porter  well. 

Ant.  Am  I  in  earth,  in  heaven,  or  in  hell  ? 
Sleeping  or  waking,    mad  or  well  advis'd  ? 
Known  unto  thefe,  and  to  myfelf  difguis'd  ? 
I'll  fay  as  they  fay,  and  perfever  fo  ; 
And  in  this  mift:  at  all  adventures  go. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,   fhall  I  be  porter  at  the  gate 

Jdr.  Ay,  let  none  enter,  left  I  break  your  pate. 

Luc.  Come,  come,  Antipholis,  we  dine  too  late. 

[  Exeunt, 


>ate.   > 
late.  J 


ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

7he  Street  before  Antipholis'j  Houfe. 

Enter   Antipholis    of  Ephefus,    Drom.io  of  Ephefu?, 
Angelo,  and  Balthazar. 

E,  Ant.  f^  00  D  ^ignior  Angelo  y  you  muft  excufc 
.    l^T        us; 

My  wife  is  ihrewilli,  m  hen  I  keep  not  hours ; 

Say,  that  I  lingered  with  you  at  your  ihop 

To  fee  the  making  of  her  carkanet  \ 

And  that  to  morrow  you  will  bring  it  home. 

But  here's  a  villain,  that  would  face  me  down 

He  met  me  on  the  mart,  and  that  I  beat  him  ; 

And  charg'd  him  with  a  thoufand  marks  in  gold ; 

K  4  "      And 
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And  that  I  did  deny  my  wife  and  houfe  : 
Thou  drunkard,  thou,  what  didft  thou  mean  by  this  ? 
E.Dro.  Say,  wliac  you  will,  Sir^  but  I  know  what 
I  know ; 
That  you  beat,  me  at  the  mart,    I  have  your  hand  to 

fnow-; 
If  the  &in  were  parchment,    and  the  blows  you  gave 

were  ink. 
Your  own  hand-writing  would  tell  you  what  I  think. 
E.  Ant.  I  think,  thou  art  an  afs. 
E   Dro.  Marry,  fo  it  doth  appear 
By  the  wrongs  I  lufFer,   and  the  blows  I  bear ; 
I  fhould  kick,  being  kickt  ,•  and,  being  at  that  pafs. 
You  would  keep  from  my  heels,  and  beware  of  an  afs* 
E.  Ant.  Y'are  lad,  Signior  Balthazar.     Pray  God, 
our  cheer 
May  anfwer  my  good  will,    and  your  good  welcome 
here. 
Bal.  I  hold  your  d^nties  cheap.  Sir,  and  your  wel- 
come dear. 
E.  Ant.  Ah,   Signior  Balthazar,    either  at  fiefh  or 
fifh, 
A  table -fall  of  welcome  makes  fcarce  one  dainty  dilh. 
Bal.  Good  meat,  Sir,  is  common  j  that  every  churl 

affoids. 
E.  Ant.  And  welcome  more  common ;   for  that's 

nothing  but  words. 
Bal.  Small  cneer,   and  great  welcome,    makes  a 

merry  feaft 
E.  Ant.  Ay,  to  a  niggardly  hoft,  and  more  fparing 
gueft  : 
But  tho'  my  cates  be  mean,  take  them  in  good  part ; 
Better  cheer  may  you  have„  but  not  with  better  heart 
But,  foft ;  my  door  is  lockt ;  go  bid  them  let  us  in. 
E.  Dro.  Maudy  Bridget,   Marian ,    Cicely,    Gillian, 

Ginn  ! 
S.  Dro.  Ifivithin']  Mome,    malt-horfe,   capon,  cox- 
comb, ideot,  patch ! 
Kither  get  thee  from  the  door,  or  fit  down  at  the  hatch : 

Poll 
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Doft  thou  conjure  tor  wenches,    that  thou  calPft  for 

fuch  Here, 
When  one  is  one  too  many  ?   go,   get  thee  from  the 

door. 
E.  Dro.  What  patch  is  made  our  porter  I  my  laafter 

Hays  in  the  ftreet. 
5.  Dro.  Let  him  walk  from  whence  he  came,  leflrhe 

catch  cold  on's  feet. 
E.  Ant,  Who  talks  within  there  ?   hoa,  open  the 

door. 
8.  Dro.  Right,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  when,  an  you'U  tdl 

me  wherefore. 
E.Ant.  Wherefore?   for  my  dinner:    I  have  not 

dinM  to  day. 
S.  Dro.  Nor  to  day  here  you  mull  not :  come  again^ 

when  you  may. 
E.  Atit^  What  art  thou,    that  keep'ft  me  out  from 

the  houfe  I  owe  ? 
5",  Dro.  The  porter  for  this  time.  Sir,  and  my  name 

is  Dromio. 
E.  Dro.  O  villain,  thou  haft  ftol'n  both  mine  oiEce 

and  ray  name  : 
The  one  ne'er  got  me  credit,  the  other  mickle  blame. 
If  thou  had'fl  been  Dromio  to  day  in  my  place. 
Thou  would 'ft  have  chang'd  thy  face  for  a  name,    or 

thy  name  for  an  afs. 
Lu€e.  [xv//^;V:]  What  a  coile  is  there,  Dromio  ?  wha 

are  thofe  at  the  gate  I 
E.  Dro.  Let  my  mafter  in.  Luce. 
Luce.  Faith,  no  ;  he  comes  too  late  ^ 
And  fo  tell  your  mafter. 

E  Dro.  6  lord,  I  muft  laugh  ; 
Have  at  you  with  a  Pro'verb. — ^hall  I  fet  in  my  ftafF> 
Luce.  Have  at  you  with  another ;  that's  when,  can 

you  tell  ? 
S.Dro.  If  thynamebecall'dl/^tv,  Luce,  thou  haft 

anfwerM  him  well: 
E.  Ant.  Do  you  Lear,  you  minion,  you'll  let  us  in^ 

I  trow  ? 
Luce.  1  thought  to  have  afK-'d  you. 
.\' .  Dro.  And  you  faiJ,  no. 

iv  :  E.Dr^. 
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E.  Dro.  So,    came,    help,    well  ftruck ;  there  was 

blow  for  blow. 
E.     fit.  Thou  baggage,  let  me  in. 
Luce    Can  you  tell  for  whofe  fake  ? 
E.  Dro,  Mailer,  knock  the  door  hard. 
Luce.  Let  him  knock,  'till  it  ake. 
E.  Ant.  You'll  cry  for  this,   minion,   if  I  beat  the 

door  clown. 
Luce.  What  needs  all  that,  and  a  pair  of  flocks  in 

the  town  ? 
Jidr    \fwithin]  Who  is  that  at  the  door,  that  keeps 

ail  this  noife  ? 
5.  Dro,  By  my  troth,    your  town  is  troubled  with 

unruly  boys. 
E.  Ant.  Are  you  there,  wife?  you  might  have  come 

before. 
Adr.  Your  wife.  Sir  knave  !    go,  get  you  from  the 

door. 
E.  Dro,  If  you  went  in  pain,    m after,    this  kna^je 

would  go  fore. 
Ang.  Here  is  neither  cheer ^  Sir,  nor  welcome  >  we 

would  faiii  have  either. 
■  Eal.  In  debating  which  was  befl,    ^  we  fliall  have 

part  with  neither. 
J?.  Dro.  They  Hand  at  the  door,  m after ;  bid  them. 

welcome  hither 
E.  Ant.  There's  fomething  in  the  wind,    that  W€ 

cannot  get  in. 
E,  Dro.  You  would  fay  fo,  mafter,  if  your  garments 

were  thin. 
Your  cake  here  is  warm  within  :    you  ftand  here  in 

the  cold  : 
It  would  make  a  man  mad  as  a  buck,  to  be  fo  bought 

and  fold. 
E.  Ant.  Go  fetch  me  fomething,   I'll  break  ope  the 

gate. 
^.  Dro.  Break  any  thing  here,   and  I'll  break  youi 

knave's  pate. 

-nve  Jh  all  part  'with  neither.']  Common  krSt  require!  u« 


la  icjd,  B ive  fiallKAVt  part  with  rttitber. 
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£.  Dro.  A  man  may  break  a  word  with  you.    Sir, 
and  words  are  but  wind  ; 
Ay,  and  break  it  in  yoar  face,    fo  he  break  it  not  be- 
hind. ,       ,  . 

S.  Dro.  It  Teems,  thou  wanted  breakmg  ;  out  upon 
thee,  hind  !  ,     .    t 

E.  Dro.  Here's  too  much,    out  upon  thee!    1  pray 
thee,  let  me  in.  .     ,  j  m, 

S.  Dro,  Ay,  when  fowls  have  no  feathers,    and  hili 
have  no  fin. 

E.  Ant.  Well,  I'll  break  in  ;  go  borrow  me  a  crow; 

£.  Dro.  A  crow  without  feather,  matter,  mean  yo»i 

For  a  filh  without  a  fm,   there's  a  fowl  without  a  lea- 
ther : 
If  a  crow  help  us  in,  firrah,  we'll  pluck  a  crow  toge- 
ther. 
E.  Ant.  Go,  get  thee  gone  fetch  me  an  iron  crowi 
Ba!.  Have  patience,  Sir  :  oh,  let  it^not  be  fo. 
Herein  you  war  againft  your  reputation. 
And  draw  within  the  coir.pafs  of  fufped 
Th'  unviolated  honour  of  your  wife. 
Once,  this ; — your  long  experience  of  her  wifdom,  . 
Her  fober  virtue,  years,  and  modefty. 
Plead  on  her  part  fome  caufe  to  you  unknown ; 
And  doubt  not,  Sir,  but  fhe  will  well  excufe. 
Why  at  this  time  the  doors  are  barr'd  againft  you. 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  depart  in  patience. 
And  let  us  to  the  7yger  all  to  dinner  j 
And  about  evening  come  your  felf  alone, 
To  know  the  reafon  of  this  ftrange  reftraint. 
If  by  ftrong  hand  you  offer  to  break  in, 
Now  in  the  ftirring  pafTage  of  the  day, 
A  vulgar  comment  will  be  made  of  it  ; , 
And  that  fuppofed  by  the  common  rout,., 
Againft  your  yet  ungalled  eftimation. 
That  may  with  foul  intrufion  enter  in. 
And  dwell  upon  your  grave  when  you  are  dead : 
For  flander  lives  upon  fucceifion  ; 
For  ever  hous'd,  where  it  once  gets  pofTefTion.         ^ 
E>  Ant.  You  have  prevail'd  ;  I  will  depart  in  quiets 

*And|i» 
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2- And,  in  di.fpight  of  mirth,  mean  to  be  merry." 

I  know  a  wench  of  excellent  difcourfe, 

Pretty  and  witty,  wild,  and,  yet  too,  gentle; 

There  will  we  dine :  this  woman  that  I  mean. 

My  wife  (but,  I  proteft,  without  defert,) 

Hath  oftentimes  upbraided  me  withal ; 

To,  her  will  we  to  dinner      Get  you  home, 

And  fetch  the  chain  ;  by  this,  I  know,  'tis  made  j 

Bring  it,  I  pray  you,  to  the  Porcupine  ; 

For  there's  the  houfe  :   that  chain  will  I  bellow, 

(Be  it  for  nothing  but  to  Ipight  my  wife,) 

Upon,  mine  hoitels  there.     Good  Sir,  make  hafte  : 

Since  my  own  doors  refufe  to  entertam  me, 

I'll  knock  elfewhere,  to  fee  if  they'll  difdain  me.. 

jing.  ril  meet  you  at  that  place,   fome  hour,    Sir, 
hence. 

E,  Ant.  Do  io  ;  this  jell  Ihallcoft  me  fome  expence. 

\Exeunt, 

SCENE    II.     The  Houfe  of  Antipholis  of  Ephefus. 

Enter  Luciana,  tKiith  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

hue.   A  ^  ^  "^^y  '^^  '^^  ^^^^  y°"  \^zst  quite  forgot 

Xa.  a  huftand's  rfrice?  fhall,  Antipholis^ 
Ev'n  in  the  fpring  of  love,  thy  love-fprings  rot  ? 
Shall  love,  in  ?  bu.ldiug,  grow  fo  ruinate? 
\i  you  did  wed  my  lifcer  for  her  wealth. 

Then  for  her  wealth's  fake  ufe  her  with  more  kind- 
nefs ; 
Or  if  you  like  elfewhere,  do  it  by  Health ; 

MuiHe  your  falfe  love  with  fome  ihew  of  blindnefs  i 
Let  not  my  filler  read  it  in  your  eye ; 

Be  not  thy  tongue  thy  own  ihame's  orator  \ 
Look  fweet,  fpeak  fair  ;  become  difloyalty  : 

Apparel  vice,  like  virtue's  harbiiiger ; 

a  And^  in  defpight  of  rrax\i, — ]  Mr,  Theobald  Aot$  not  know 
what  to  m.ike  of  ci.is  ;  nnd,  ther^  f  re,  has  put  ivrath  *  ^ftead  of 
mirth  into  the  text,  m  which  he  -s  followed  by  the  Oxford  Editor, 
Tut  the  old  reading  is  right  j  and  the  meaning  is,  I  will  be  merry, 
even  out  of  fpite  to  mirth,  which  is,  now,  of  all  things,  the  moft 
ur.pleafing  to  inc. 

3  buiUitigs, ]  Mr.  Theobald  has  here  removed  a 

ni]  eifluou?  Jctt£r> 

]Bear, 
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Bear  a  fair  prefence,  tho'  your  heart  be  tainted  i 

Teach  fin  the  carriage  of  a  holy  faint ; 
Be  fecret-falfe :  what  need  fhe  be  acquainted  ? 

What  fimple  thief  brags  of  his  own  attaint  ? 
*Tis  double  wrong,  to  truant  with  your  bed^ 

And  let  her  read  it  in  thy  looks  at  board : 
Shame  hath  a  baftard  fame,  well  managed  ; 

111  deeds  are  doubled  with  an  evil  word  : 
Alas,  poor  women  !  make  us  ia)  but  believe. 

Being  compadl  of  credit,  that  you  iove  us ; 
Tho'  others  have  the  arm,  fhew  us  the  lleeve  : 

We  in  your  motion  turn,  and  you  may  move  us^ 
Then,    gentle  brother,,   get  you  in  again ; 

Camfort  my  fifter,  chear  lier,  call  her  wife  ; 
'Tis  holy  fport  to  be  a  little  vain, 

When  the  fweet  breath  of  flattery  conquers  Hrife. 

S,  Ant.  Sweet  miilrefs,    (what  your  name  is  elfe,    I 
know  not ; 

Nor  by  what  wonder  you  do  hit  of  mine  :) 
Lefs  in  your  knowledge  and  your  grace  you  fhow  not 

Than  our  earth's  wonder,  more  than  earth  divine. 
Teach  me,  dear  creature,  how  to  think  and  fpeak  s 

Lay  open  to  my  earthy  grofe  conceit, 
SmotherM  in  errors,  feeble,  fhallow,  weak. 

The  foulded  meaning  of  your  words'  deceit; 
Againft  my  foul's  pure  truth  why  labour  you. 

To  make  it  wander  in  an  unknown  field  ? 
Are  you  a  God  ?  would  you  create  me  new  ? 

Transform  me  then,  and  to  your  pow'r  I'll  yield. 
But  if  that  I  am  I,    then,    well  I  know. 

Your  weeping  filler  is  no-  wife  of  mine ; 
Nor  to  her  bed  no  homage  do  I  owe  y 

Far  more,  far  more,  to  you  do  I  decline. 
Oh,  train  me  not,  fweet  mermaid,  with  thy  note^ 

To  drown  me  in  thy  filler's  fl.ood  of  tears ; 
Sing,  SAren.  for  thyfelf,  and  I  will  dote  ; 

Spread  o'er  ihe  iiU  er  waves  thy  golden  hairs,. 

[0»)     M.      but,  Mr.  Theobald  ■   n   ■  Vulg.  w/,}- 

And 
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And  as  a  bed  Til  take  thee,  and  there  lye : 

And  +  in  that  glorious  fuppofition  think, 
He  gains  by  death,  that  hath  fuch  means  to  die  ; 

Let  love,  being  light,  be  drowned  if  (he  fink. 

Luc.  What,  are  you  mad,  that  you  do  reafon  fo  ? 

S.  Ant.  Not  mad,  but  mated ;  how,  I  do  not  know. 

Luc.  It  is  a  fault  that  fpringeth  from  your  eye. 

5.  Jnt.  For  gazing  on  your  beams,    fair  fun,    be- 
ing by. 

Luc.  Gaze  where  you  (hould,    and  that  will  clear 
your  fight. 

S.  Ant.  As  good  to  wink,    fweet  love,    as  look  on 
night. 

Luc.  Why  call  you  me,  lover  call  my  fifter  fo, 

S.  Ant.  Thy  filler's  fifter. 

Luc.  That's  my  fifter. 

5.  Ant.  No  ; 
It  is  thyfelf,  mine  own  felf 's  better  part  t 
Mine  eye's  clear  eye,    my  dear  heart's  dearer  heart. 
My  food,  my  fortane,  and  my  fweet  hope's  aim. 
My  fole  earth's  heaven,  and  my  heaven's  claim. 

Luc.  All  this  my  fifter  is,  or  elfe  fhould  be. 

5.  Ant.  Call  thyfelf  fifter,  fweet  \  for  I  mean  thee  : 
Thee  will  I  love,  and  with  thee  lead  my  life  v 
Thou  haft  no  huft)and  yet,  nor  I  no  wife. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Luc.  Oh,  foft.  Sir,  hold  you  ftill  ; 
I'll  fetch  my  fifter,  to  get  her  good  will.  {Exit  Luciana, 

SCENE    III. 
Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 
5.  Ant.  Why,  how  now,  Dromio,  where  run^fl  thou 
fofaft? 

5.  Dro.  Do  you  know  me.  Sir }  am  I  Dromic  ?  am 
I  your  man  ?  am  \  myfelf  ? 

5.  Ant.  Thou  art  Dromio,   thou  art  my  man,    thou 
art  thy  felf. 

4 in  that  ghtious  fuppofiiion—— ]    ^ut>fofniin,   for  the 

thing  laiaopen. 
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S.  Dro.  I  am  an  afs,  I  am  a  woman's  man,  and 
befides  myfelf. 

5.  Jnt»  What  woman's  man,  and  how  belides  thy= 
fclf? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  Sir,  befides  myfelf,  I  am  due  to  a 
woman ;  one  that  claims  me,  one  that  haunts  me,  one 
that  will  have  me. 

S.  Ant.  What  claim  lays  ihe  to  thee  ? 

5.  Dro,  Marry,  Sir,  fuch  a  claim  as  you  would  lay^ 
to  your  horfe  ;  and  Ihe  would  have  me  as  a  beaft  :  not 
that,  I  being  a  beaft,  Ihe  would  have  me  ;  but  that 
Ihe,  being  a  very  beaftly  creature,  lays  claim  to  me. 

S.  Ant.  What  is  Ihe  ? 

B.  Dro.  A  very  reverent  body ;  ay,  fuch  a  one  as 
a  man  may  not  fpeak  of,  without  he  fay,  Sir  re- 
verence :  I  have  but  lean  luck  in  the  match ,  and 
yet  is  ihe  a  wond'rous  fat  marriage. 

S.  Ant.  How  doft  thou  mean,    a  fat  marriage  ? 

5.  Dro,  Marr}',  Sir,  fhe's  the  kitchen-wench,  and 
all  greafe  ;  and  I  know  not  what  ufe  to  put  her  to^^ 
but  to  make  a  lamp  of  her,  and  run  from  her  by  her 
own  light.  I  warrant,  her  rags,  and  the  tallow  ia 
them,  will  burn  ^  a  Lapland  winter  i  if  (he  lives  'till 
doonifday,  Ihe'll  burn  a  week  longer  than  the  whole 
world. 

6".  Ant.  What  complexion  is  flie  of  ? 

8.  Dro.  Swart,  like  my  fhoe,  but  her  face  nothing 
like  fo  clean  kept ;  for  why  ?  Ihe  fweats,  a  man  may 
go  over  (hoes  in  the  gr:me  of  it. 

5.  Ant.  That's  a  fault,  that  water  will  mend. 

5..  Dro.  No,  Sir,  'tis  in  grain ;  Noah'^  fiood  could 
ROt  do  it.. 

S.  Ant.  What's  her  name  > 

S.  Dro.  Nelif  Sir  j — — but  [a)  her  name  and  three 
quarters  (that  is,  an  ell  and  three  q^uarters)  will  not 
meafure  her  from  hip  to  hip. 

S.   Ant.  Then  ihe  bears  fome  breadth  ? 

5.  Jh-o,  No  longer  from  head  to  foot  than  firom. 

5  a.  Poland  "winter ;]  Folio  reads  a  Lapland  winter.     Right. 

\{a)^.^m^hir  name  and,  Dr^  Thirlby— -Vtt]|.  htr  name  is] 

hip 
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hip  to  hip  :  /he  is  fpherical,  like  a  globe  :  I  could  find 
out  countries  in  her. 

S.  Jnt.  In  what  part  of  her  body  ftands  Ireland? 

S.  Dto.  Marry,  Sir,  in  her  buttocks;  I  found  it 
out  by  the  bogs. 

5.  y^nt.  Where  Scotland? 

S.  D^o.  I  found  it  out  by  the  barrennefs,  hard  in 
the  palm  of  her  hand. 

S.  Jnt.  Where  France? 

S.  Dro.  In  her  forehead ;  arm'd  and  reverted,  ma- 
king war  ^  againft  her  heir. 

S.  Ant,  Where  Ei gland? 

S.  Dro.  I  looked  for  the  chalky  cliiFs,  but  I  could 
find  no  whitenefs  in  them  ;  but  I  guefs,  it  Hood  in  her 
chin,  by  the  fait  rheam  that  ran  between  France  and  it. 

S.  Ant.  Where  ^pain? 

S.  Dro.  Faith,  I  faw  it  not,  but  I  felt  it  hot  in  her 
breath. 

S.  Ant.  Where  Ame>  ica,  the  Indies  ? 

S.  Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  upon  her  nofe,  all  o'er  embel- 
Jifh'd  with  rubies,  carbuncles,  faphires  j  declining  their 
rich  afpe6l  to  the  hot  breath  of  Spain,  who  fent  whole 
armadoes  of  carrads  to  be  ballaft  at  iier  nofe. 

S.  Ant.  Whe'-e  Hood  5^/^/^,  the  Netherlands  ? 

S.  Dro.  Oh,  Sir,  I  did  not  look  fo  low.  7  To  con- 
clude, this  drudge  of  the  devil,  this  diviner,  laid 
claim  to  me,.  calTd  me  Dromio,  iwore  I  was  aiTur'd 
to  her,  told  me  what  privy  marks  I  had  about  me, 
as  the  marks  of  my  ihoaluer,  tne  mole  in  my  neck, 
the  great  wait  on  my  left  aim,  that  I,  amaz'd,  ran 
iTOii!  her  as  a  witch.  ^  And,  I  think,  if  my  breail 
had  not  been  made  of  faith,    and  my  heart  of  fteel, 

ihe 

.    6  agair.Ji  her  hiir,. ]  Hen.  IV.  oi  France.     At  that  tin.e 

the  L°jgue  w-i.'^  in  arms    ..  linft  him. 

7  To  conclude,  this  drudge,  or  diviner,  laid  claim  to  tne.'j  A  lit- 
tle lower,  he  calls  her  ivitcb,  *i  word  is  certainly  dropt  cut  cf 
the  lext.     W'  jlioulo  !ead, 

this  druc^  fOF  THE  DEVIL,   THIS  divimr . 
Dfudge  of  the  De-vSl,    s  i':^  ngl  .  p.'iiphrafis  tor  a  icitch. 

8  A:^d,  I tli'.k,  if  my  breaji  Lad  not  been  made  Of  faitii,  ^<".l 
Alluding  to  the  faperftition  ef  the  common  people,    that  noth'jjg 

couid 
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fhe  had  transform'd  me  to  a  curtal-dog,  and  made  me 
turn  i'th'  wheel. 

S.  Ant.  Go,  hie  thee  prerently;  poft  to  the  road; 
And  if  the  wind  blow  any  way  from  fliore, 
I  will  not  harbour  in  this  town  to  night. 
If  any  bark  put  forth,  come  to  the  mart ; 
Where  i  will  walk,  'till  you  return  to  me  : 
If  every  one  knows  us,  and  we  know  none, 
'Tis  time,  I  think,  to  trudge,  pack  and  be  gone. 

S.  Dro.  As  from  a  bear  a  man  would  run  for  life. 
So  fly  I  from  her  that  would  be  my  wife.  {Exit* 

SCENE.    IV. 

5.  Jnt.  There's  none  but  witches  do  inhabit  here  ', 
And  therefore  'tis  high  time  that  1  were  hence  ; 
She,  that  doth  call  me  hufband,  even  my  foul 
Doth  for  a  wife  abhor.  But  her  fair  fifter, 
PoiTeft  with  fuch  a  gentle  fovereign  grace. 
Of  fuch  enchanting  prefence  and  difcourfe. 
Hath  almoft  made  me  traitor  to  myfelf : 
But  leit  myfelf  be  guilty  of  felf-wrong, 
I'll  flop  mine  ears  againft  the  m.ermaid's  fong. 
Enter  Angelo,  ^with  a  chain, 

Ang.    \:  after    -/ntiphoHs, 

S.  Jnt.  Ay,  that's  my  name. 

Ang,  I  know  it  uell,  Sir;  lo,  here  is  the  chain; 
I  thought  to  have  ta'en  you  at  the  Porcupine  ; 
The  chain,  unfiniih'd,  made  me  itay  thus  long. 

^.  Ant.  What  is  your  will,   that  \  fnalldo  with  this? 

Ang,   What  pleafe  youifelf.  Sir  ;  J  have  made  it  for 
you. 

5.  Ant.  Made  it  for  me.  Sir  ;  I  befpoke  it  not. 

Ang.  Not  once,    nor  twice,  but  twenty  times,   yott 
have  : 
Go  home  with  it,  and  pleafe  your  wife  withal ; 
And  foon  at  fupper-time  I'll  vifit  you, 
And  then  receive  my  money  for  the  chain. 

couid  refid  a  witch's  power,  of  transforming  men  into  animals, 
but  a  great  ilia;  e  oi  faith:  however  th^  Oxford  Editor  thinks  a 
breafl  made  cf  fiint,  better  f^curity,  and   hns  therefore  put  it  in. 

5,  Ant. 
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S.  Ant.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  receive  the  money  now  ; 
For  fear  you  ne'er  fee  chain,  nor  money,  more. 

Ang.  You  are  a  merry  man,  Sir ;  fare  you  well. 

[Exit, 

S.  Ant.  What  I  fhould  think  of  this,  I  cannot  tell : 
But  this  1  think,  there's  no  man  is  fo  vain. 
That  would  refufe  fo  fair  an  oiFer'd  chain. 
I  fee,  a  man  here  needs  not  live  by  fliifrs, 
When,  in  the  llreets,  he  meets  fuch  golden  gifts : 
I'll  to  the  mart,  and  there  for  Dromio  Hay  j 
If  any  ihip  put  out,  then  liraight  away.  \^Exit, 


A  C  T     IV.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The    STREET, 

Enter  a  Merchant y  Angelo,  and  an  Oficer. 

Merchant. y^ OX}  know,  fmce  Pentecoji  the  fum  is 

JL  due;    • 

And  fmce  I  have  not  much  importun'd  you  ; 
Nor  now  I  had  nor,  but  that  I  am  bound 
To  Pcrf^ay  and  want  gilders  for  my  voyage  j 
Therefore  make  prefent  fatisfattion  ; 
Or  J'il  attach  you  by   this  officer. 

Aug.  Ev'n  jufi  the  fam,  that  1  do  owe  to  you. 
Is  growing  to  me  by  AitiphoHs  i 
And,  in  tiic  infiant  that  1  met  with  you, 
He  hnd  of  me  a  chain  :  at  five  o'  clock, 
1  flia'il  receive  the  money  for  the  fame  :. 
Pleafe  you  but  walk  with  me  down  to  his  houfe, 
I  will  difcharge  my  bond,  and  thank  you  too. 

Enter  Antipholis  o/Ephefus,    flW.Dromio  ^^/Ephefus, 
ai  from  t'oe  Court ez,an''s. 

Offi.  That  labour  you  may  fave  :    fee,    where  he 
comes. 

E.  Ant,  While  I  go  to  the  goldfmitlr's  houfe,  go  thou 
And  buy  a  rope's  end ;  that  will  1  beltovv 
Among  my  wife  and  her  confederates. 
For  locking  me  out  of  my  doors  by  day. 
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But,  foft ;  I  fee  the  goldfmith  :  get  thee  gone, 
Buy  thou  a  rope,  and  bring  it  home  to  me. 

E.  Dio.  I  buy  a  thoufand  pound  a  year  !    I  buy  a 
rope  !  [  Exit  Dromio* 

E.  Ant..  A  man  is  well  help  up,  that  trufts  to  you  i 
I  promifed  your  prefence,  and  the  chain  : 
But  neither  chain,  nor  goldfmith,  came  to  me  : 
Belike,  you  thought,   our  love  would  laft  too  long 
M  it  were  chain'd  together  ;  therefore  came  not. 

Ang    Saving  your  merry  humour,  here's  the  note. 
How  much  your  chain  weighs  to  the  utmoft  carrat ; 
The  finenefs  of  the  gold,  the  chargeful  falhion ; 
Which  do  amount  to  three  odd  ducats  more. 
Than  I  Hand  debted  to  this  gentleman  j 
I  pray  you,  fee  him  prefently  difcharg'd  : 
Por  he  is  bound  to  fea,    and  ftays  but  for  it. 

E.  Ant.  I  am  not  furnifh'd  with  the  prefent  money  j 
Befides,   I  have  fome  bufmefs  in  the  town  ; 
Good  Signior,  take  the  ftranger  to  my  houfe. 
And  witJi  you  take  the  chain,    and  bid  my  wife 
Diibtirfe  the  fum  on  the  receipt  thereof; 
Perchance,  I  will  be  there,  as  foon  as  you. 

Ang    Then  you  will  bring  the  chain  to  her  yourfelf  .> 

E.  Ant.  No  ;  bear  it  with  you,  left  1  come  not  time 
enough, 

Ang.  Well,  Sir,   I  will :    have  you  the  chain  about 
you  .^ 

E.  Ant.   An  if  I  have  not,  Sir,  I  hope,  you  have  : 
Or  elfe  you  may  return  without  your  money. 

Ang.  Nay,  come,  I  pray  you.  Sir,  give  me  the  chain  y 
Both  wind  and  tide  ftay  for  this  gentleman  ; 
And  I,  to  blame,  have  held  him  here  too  long. 

E.  Ant.  Good  lord,  you  ufe  this  dalliance  to  excufe 
Your  breach  of  promife  to  the  Porcupine  : 
I  fnould  have  chid   you  for  not  bringing  it; 
But,  like  a  ihrew,  you  firft  began  to  brawl. 

Mer.  The  hour  fteals  on  ;  I  pray  you,  Sir,  difpatch^ 

Ang.  You  hear,  how  he  importunes  me  ;  the  cliain— 

E.  Ant.  Why,    give  it  to  my  wife,    and  fetch  your 
money. 

Ang.  Come,  come,  you  know,  I  gave  it  you,  ev'n 
now.  Or 
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Or  fend  the  chain,  or  fend  me  by  fome  token, 

E^  Ant.  Fie,  now  you  run  this  humour  out  of  breath : 
Come,  where's  the  chain  ?  I  prsy  you,  let  me  fee  it. 

Mer.  My  bufinefs  cannot  brook  this  dalliance  : 
Good  Sir,  fay,  whe'r  you'll  anfwer  me,  or  no ; 
If  not,  ril  leave  him  to  the  officer. 

E.  Ant.  I  anfwer  you  Y  why  fhould  I  anfwer  you  ? 

Ang.  The  money,  that  you  owe  me  for  the  chain. 

E.  Ant.   T  owe  you  none,  'till  I  receive  ■he  chain. 

Ang.  You  know,    I  gave  it  you  half  an  hour  fince* 

E.  Ant.  You  gave  me  none  ;    you  wrong  me  much 
to  fay  fo. 

Ang.  You  wrong  me  more,    "ir,  in  denying  it  j 
Confider  how  it  ftards  upon  my  credit. 

Mer.  Well,  officer,  grreil  him  at  my  fait. 

Offi.    I  do,  and  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  name  to 
obey  me. 

An^.  This  touches  me  in  reputation. 
Either  cotifent  to  pay  "he  fum  for  me. 
Or  I  attacn  you  b>    u.is  officer. 

E.  Ant    Confent  to  pay  for  that  I  never  hadT 
Arreft  me,  foolifh  fellow,    if  thou  dar'ft. 

Ang    Bere  is  thy  fee  ;    arreft  him,  officer  j 
I  wotild  not  Ipare  ray  brother  in  this  cafe. 
If  he  ^ould  fcorn  me  fo  apparently 

Ofi    I  do  arreft  you.  Sir ;  you  hear  the  fuit. 

£.  Ant.   I  do  obey  thee,  'till  I  give  thee  bail. 
But,  Sirrah,  you  Oiall  buy  this  fport  as  dear 
As  all  the  metal  m  your  (hop  will  anfwer. 

Ang.  Sir,  Sir,  I  Ihall  have  law  in  Ephefus, 
To  your  notorious  ihame,  I  doubt  it  not. 

SCENE     II. 
Enter  Dromio  <?/' Syraeufe,  from   the   Bay. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,  there  is  a  bark  of  Epidamnum, 
That  flays  but  till  her  owner  comes  aboard  ; 
Then,  ^ir,  fhe  bears  away      Our  fraoghtage,  Sir, 
I  have  convey'd  aboard ;  and  I  have  bought 
The  Cj;/,  the  JSalfamum,    and  Aqua-njit^. 
The  fhip  is  in  her  trim  ;  the  merry  wind 

Blows 
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Blows  fair  from  land  ;  they  flay  for  nought  at  all, 
Bu-t  for  their  owner,  mailer,  and  yourfelf. 

E.  Ent.  How  now  !  a  mad  man  !  why,  thou  peeviih 
fheep, 
What  fhip  of  Epidamnum  ftays  for  me  ? 

S.  Dro.  A  fnip  you  fent  me  to,  to  hire  waftage. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  drunken  ilave,  I  fent  thee  for  a  rope; 
And  told  thee  to  what  purpofe,  and  what  end. 

5".  Dro.  You  fent  me  for  a  rope's  end  as  foon  : 
You  fent  me  to  the  bay.  Sir,  for  a  bark. 

E.  Ant,  I  will  debate  this  matter  at  more  leifure. 
And  teach  your  ears  to  lift  me  with  more  heed. 
To  Adrianoy  villain,  hie  thee  ilraight. 
Give  her  this  key,  and  tell  her,  in  the  deflc 
That's  cover'd  o'er  with  ^urhjh  tapeftry, 
There  is  a  purfe  of  ducats,  let  her  fend  it  : 
Tell  her,  I  am  arretted  in  the  ftreet. 
And  that  fhall  bail  me ;  hie  thee,  fiave  ;  be  gone  : 
On,  officer,  to  prifon  'till  it  come.  {Exeur^i, 

^.  Dro.  To  Adriana  !  that  is  where  we  dind. 
Where  Doivfahel  did  claim  me  for  her  hulband  ; 
She  is  too  big,  I  hope,  for  me  to  compafs. 
Thither  I  muft,  akho'  againft  my  will. 
For  fervants  mult  their  mafters'  minds  fulfil,         [^Exit. 

SCENE    III.      Changes  to  E.  Antipholis'j  Houfe, 

Enter  Adriana  and  Luciana. 

Adr.     \  H,   Luciana,  did  he  tempt  thee  fo  ? 

JLjl,  Might'ft  thou  perceive  aufterely  in  his  eye 
That  he  did  plead  in  earneft,  yea  or  no  ? 
J.ook'd  he  or  red  or  pale,    or  fad  or  merrily  ? 
What  obfervation  mad'ft  thou  in  this  cafe, 
Of  his  heart's  ^  meteors  tildng  in  his  face  ? 

I meteors  tilting  in  his  face."]    Allud'nf  to  thofe  meteors 

in  the  fky  which  hjve  the  appe^ran^c  of  I'nes  of  arinico  mctting 
in  the  (hock.  To  this  ayprarance  hs  ccmpares  civil  wars  in  another 
place. 

Which  like  the  meteors  of  a  trfiubledhea'v'nf 

All  !■■[  on-:  nature   f>f  one  fuhfi^nce  bredy 

D'd  lately  »>/<"'  -t  the  intefiine  Jhock 

Ana  furi(/Ui  I  lojc  of  civil  butchery, 

Lucl 
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Luc.  Firft  he  deny'd,  you  had  in  him  no  right, 

Jdr.  He  meant,  he  did  me  none,  the  more  my  fpight. 

Luc.  Then  fwore  he,  that  he  was  a  ftranger  here. 

Adr.  And  true  he  fwore,  though  yet  forfworn  he 
were. 

Luc.  Then  pleaded  I  for  you. 

Mr.  And  what  faid  he  ? 

Luc.  That  love  I  begg'd  for  you,  he  beggM  of  me. 

Adr.  With  what  perfuafion  did  he  tempt  thy  love  ? 

Luc.  With  words,  that  in  an  honell  fuit  might  move. 
Firft,  he  did  praife  my  beauty,  then  my  fpcech. 

Jdr.  Did' ft  fpeak  him  fair  ? 

Luc.  Have  patience,  I  befeech. 

Adr.  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  hold  me  Hill ; 
My  tongue,  though  not  my  heart,  fhall  have  its  will. 
He  is  deformed,  crooked,  old  and  fere, 
ril-fac'd,  vvorfe-body'd,  (hapelefs  every  where  ; 
Vicious,  ungentle,  foolifli,  blunt,  unkind, 
Stigmatical  in  making,  worfe  in  mind. 

Luc.  Who  wou'd  be  jealous  then  of  fuch  a  one  r 
No  evil  loft  is  waiPd,  when  it  is  gone. 

Adr.  Ah  !  but  I  think  him  better  than  I  fay. 

And  yet,  would  herein  others'  eyes  were  worfe : 
JFar  from  her  neft  the  lapwing  cries  away  ; 

My  heart  prays  for  him,  tho'  my  tongue  do  curfe. 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  DromJo  of  Syracufe. 

S.  Dioi  Here,  go  ;  the  defk,  the  purfe  j  fweet  now, 
make  hafte. 

Luc.  How  haft  thou  loft  thy  breath  ? 

S.  Dro.  By  running  faft. 

Adr.  Where  is  thy  mafter,  DromioP  is  he  well  ? 

S.    Dro.  No,  he's  in  Tartar  Limbo^  worfe  than  hell ; 
A  devil  in  an  everlafting  garment  hath  him. 
One,  whofe  hard  heart  is  button'd  up  with  fteel : 
A  fiend,    a  {«)  fury,    pitilefs  and  rough, 
A  wolf,  nay,  worfe,    a  fellow  all  in  buff; 

[(«}  f^^h  ^'  •  Theobald,— —.Vulg.  fairy. 

A  back-' 
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A  back-friend,  a  fhoulder-clapper,  one  that  commands 
The  paiTages  of  allies,  creeks,  and  narrow  lands ; 
A  hound  that  runs  counter,  and  yet  draws  dry-foot  well ; 
One,  that,  before  the  judgment,  carries  poor  fouls  to 
hell. 
Jdr.  Why,    man,    what  is  the  matter  ? 
5.  Dro.  1  do  not  know  the  matter  ;  he  is  'refled  on 
the  cafe. 

Adr,  What,  is  he  arrelled  ?  tell  me,  at  whofe  fuit. 
5.  Dro.  I  know  not  at  whofe  fuit  he  is  arrefted, 
well ;    but  he's  in  a  fuit  of  buff,   which  Veiled  him, 
that  I  can  tell.     Will  you  fend  him,  miftrefs,  redemp- 
tion, the  money  in  his  deflc  ? 

Adr.  Go  fetch  it,    filler.     This  I  wonder  at, 

{Exit  Luciana, 
That  he,  unknown  to  me,  fliould   be  in  debt  f 
Tell  me,  was  he  arrelled  on  a  bond  ? 

S.  Dro    Not  on  a  bond,  but  on  a  llronger  thing, 
A  chain,  a  chain ;  ^o  you  not  hear  it  ring  ? 
Adr,  What,  the  chain  ? 

5.  T>ro.  No,  no  ;    the  bell ;  'tis  time  that  I  were 

gone 

It  was  two  ere  I  left  him,  and  now  the  clock  flrikes 

one. 

Adr.  The  hours  come  back  !  that  I  did  never  hear. 

S.  Dro.  O  yes,  if  any  hour  meet  a  ferjeant,  a'  turns 

back  for  very  fear. 
Adr.  As  if  time  were  in  debt !    how  fondly  doft 

thou   reafon  ? 
S.  Dro.   Time  is  a  very  bankrout,    and  owes  more 
than  he's  worth,   to  feafon. 
Nay,  he's  a  thief  too  ;  have  you  not  heard  men  fay. 
That  Time  comep  Healing  on  by  night  and  day  ? 
If  'Time  be  in  debi  and  theft,  and  a  ferjeant  in  the  way, 
Hath  he  not  reafon  to  l;  rn  back  an  hour  in  a  day  ? 
Enter  Luciana. 
Adr.  Go,  Dromio ;  there's  the  money,  bear  itflraight. 
And  bring  thy  mailer  home  immediately. 
Come,  filler,  I  am  preft  down  with  conceit ; 

Conceit,  my  comfort,  and  my  injury.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    V.     Changes  to  the  Street, 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe. 

S.  Ant.  'TT^  H  E  R  E's  not  a  man  I  meet  but  doth 

1  {alute  me, 

As  if  I  were  their  well-acquainted  friend  ; 
And  every  one  doth  call  me  by  my  name.' 
Some  tender  money  to  me,   ifome  invite  me ; 
Some  other  give  me  thanks  for  kindneffes ;  • 
Some  offer  me  commodities  to  buy. 
Ev'n  now  a  taylor  call'd  me  in  his  fhop, 
And  (liow'd  me  filks  that  he  had  bought  for  me, 
And  therewithal  took  meafure  of  my  body. 
Sure  thefe  are  but  imaginary  wiles. 
And  Lapland  forcerers  inhabit  here. 

Enter  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

S,  Dro.  Mafter,  here's  the  gold  you  fent  me  for ; 
what,  have  you  got  rid  of  the  pidure  oioldi  Adam  new- 
apparel'd  ? 

S,  Jnt.  What  gold  is   this  ?  what  Adam  doft  thou 
mean  ? 

S.  Dm.  Not  that  Adam,  that  kept  the  paradife  ;  but 
that  Adam,  that  keeps  the  prifon  ;  he  that  goes  in  the 
calves  fkin,  that  was  kill'd  for  the  prodigal  ;  he  that 
came  behind  yon.  Sir,  like  an  evil  angel,  and  bid  you 
forfake  your  liberty. 

S.  Ant.  I  underftand  thee  not. 

S.  Dro.  No  ?  why,  'tis  a  plain  cafe  j  he  that  went 
like  a  bafe-viol  in  a  cafe  of  leather  j  the  man.  Sir, 
that,  when  gentlemen  are  tired,  gives  them  a  fob,  and 
'refts  them ;  he.  Sir,  that  takes  pity  on  decay'd  men, 
and  gives  'em  fuits  of  durance  j  *  he,  that  fets  up  his 

reft 

2  hsy  that  fets  up  bis  reft  to  do  more  exploits 'with  his  mace,  than 
a  MORRIS  pike.'\  Sets  up  his  Reji,  is  a  phrife  takea  from  military 
exerciie.  When  gunpowder  was  firft  ir.vented,  its  force  was  very 
weak,  compared  to  that  in  prefent  ufe.  This  neceflTarily  required 
fire-arms  to  be  of  an  tx^raordinary  length.  As  the  crtifts  improved 
ihe  flrengch  of  their  powder,  the  f^jdiers  proportion. bly  fh.  rtentd 
'  their  arms  and  flrt  ^Jeryj  fo  that  the  cannon  w'.ich  Fniffart  ie\h  us 
was  once  (■Si^  foet  long,  was  comra^sd  to  kf&  than  ten.    This  pro- 

portioa 
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reft  to  do  more  exploits  with  his  mace,  than  a  Mau* 
rice-?ike. 

S.  Ant.  What  I  thou  mean'ft  an  officer  ? 

5.  Dro.  Ay,  Sir,  the  feijeant  of  the  band ;  he,  that 
brings  any  man  to  anfwer  it,  that  breaks  his  bond  ;  one 
that  thinks  a  man  always  gomg  to  bed,  and  faith,  God 
give  you  good  reft ! 

S.  Ant,  Well,  Sir,  there  reft  in  your  foolery. 
Is  there  any  ftiip  puts  forth  to-night  ?  may  we  be  gone  ? 

S.  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  brought  you  word  an  hour  fince, 
that  the  bark  Expedition  puts  forth  to-night,  and  then 
were  you  hinder'd  by  the  ferjeant,  to  tarry  for  the  hoy 
Delay ;  here  are  the  angels  that  you  fent  for,  to  deliver 
you. 

S.  Ant.  The  fellow  is  diftraft,  and  fo  am  Ij 
And  here  we  wander  in  illufions  j 
Some  bleffed  power  deliver  us  from  hence  ! 

SCENE    VI. 
Enter  a  Courtezan. 
Cour.  Well  met,  well  met,  mafter  AntiphoUsl 
I  fee.  Sir,  you  have  found  the  goldfmith  now : 
Is  that  the  chain,  you  promised  me  to-day  ? 

S.  Ant.  Satan,  avoid  !  I  charge  thee,  tempt  me  nof 
S.  Dro.  Mafter,  is  this  miftrefs  Satan  ? 
S.  Ant,  It  is  the  devil. 

portion  likewife  held  in  their  mufquets ;  fo  that,  tiJi  the  mlddJe  6f 
.thelaft  century,  the  mufqueteers  always  fupported  their  pieces  when 
they  gave  fire,  with  a  Reji  (luck  before  thena  into  the  ground,  which 
they  called  Jetting  up  tkeir  ReJi,  and  is  here  alluded  to.  There  is 
another  quibbling  allufion  too  to  the  ferjeant's  office  of  arrefting.  But 
what  moft  wants  animadverfion  is  the  morris.pi';e,  which  is  without 
meaning,  impertinent  to  the  fenfe,  and  falfe  in  the  allufion  j  no 
pike  being  ufed  amongft  the  dancers  fo  called,  or  at  leaft  not  fam'd 
for  much  execution.     In  a  word,  Shakejpear  wrote, 

a  MAUP^jcT-Pike, 
i.e.  a  Prfeeman  of  Prince  Maurice^szrmy.  He  was  the  greateft 
general  of  that  age,  and  the  condu£lor  of  the  Lciv-ccuntry  wars  a- 
gainft  Spain,  under  whom  all  the  Englip  Gentry  and  Nobility  were 
bred  to  the  fervice.  Being  frequently  overborn  with  numbers,  he  be- 
came famous  for  his  fine  Retreats,  in  which  a  ftand  of  Pikes  is  of 
great  fervice.  Hetice  the  Pikes  of  his  army  became  faaious  for  their 
military  exploits. 

VoL.IU.  L  S.Dro, 
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S.  Dro.  Nay,  (he  is  worfe  ;  fhe*s  the  devil's  dam  j 
and  here  Ihe  comes  in  the  habit  of  a  light  wench,  and 
thereof  comes,  that  the  wenches  fay,  God  dam  me, 
that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  God  make  me  a  light  wench. 
It  is  written,  they  appear  to  men  like  angels  of  light ; 
light  is  an  effed  of  fire,  and  fire  will  burn  ;  ergo^  light 
fvenches  will  burn  j  come  not  near  her. 

Cour.  Your  man  and  you  are  marvellous  merry.  Sir. 
^Will  you  go  with  me,  we'll  mend  our  dinner  here  ? 

S.  Dro.  Mailer,  if  you  do  exped  fpoon-meat,  be- 
fjpeak  a  long  fpoon. 

5.  Ant.  Why,  Dromio  ? 

S.  Dro.  Marry,  he  mull  have  a  long  fpoon,  that  muft 
eat  with  the  devil. 

S,  Jnt.  Avoid  then,  fiend  f  what  teirfl  thou  me  of 
fupping  ? 
Thou  art,  as  you  are  all,  a  forcerefs : 
I  conjure  thee  to  leave  me,  and  be  gone, 

Cour.  Give  me  the  ring  of  mine,  you  had  at  dinner. 
Or  for  my  diamond  the  chain  you  promis'd, 
And  I'll  be  gone.  Sir,  and  not  trouble  you. 

S.  Dro.  Some  devils  afk  but  the  parings  of  one's 
nail,  a  rulh,  a  hair,  a  drop  of  blood,  a  pin,  a  nut,  a 
cherry-ftone  :  but  fhe,  more  covetous,  would  have  a 
chain.  Mailer,  be  wife ;  an  if  you  give  it  her,  tlie 
devil  will  Ihakc  her  chain,  and  fright  us  with  it. 

Cour,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  my  ring,  or  elfe  the  chain  ; 
I  hope  you  do  not  mean  to  cheat  me  {o  ? 

S.Jnt.  Avaunt,  thou  witch!  come,  Dromio,  let  us  go. 

S,  Dro.  Fly  pride,  fays  the  peacock  j  miftrefs,  that 
you  know.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE    VII. 

Manet  Courtezan. 

Cour.  Now,  out  of  doubt,  Antipholii  is  mad  j 
Elfe  would  he  never  fo  demean  himfelf. 
A  ring  he  hath  of  mine  worth  forty  ducats. 
And  fot  the  fame  he  promis'd  me  a  chain ; 
Both  one,  and  other,  he  denies  me  now. 
The  reafon,  that  I  gather,  he  is  mad, 

(Be- 
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(Befides  this  prefent  inftance  of  his  rage) 

Is  a  mad  tale  he  told  to-day  at  dinner. 

Of  his  own  door  being  fhut  againlt  his  entrance. 

Belike,  his  wife,  acquainted  with  his  fits. 

On  purpofe  fhut  the  doors  againfl  his  wiay. 

My  way  is  now  to  hie  home  to  his  houfe. 

And  tell  his  wife,  that,  being  lunatick. 

He  rufh'd  into  my  houfe,  and  took  perforce 

My  ring  away.    This  courfe  I  fittelt  chufe  ; 

For  forty  ducats  is  too  much  to  lofe.  [Exif» 

SCENE    VIII.     Changes  to  the  Street, 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Ephefus,  ^Ith  a  Jailor. 

E.  jfnt.TT^EAR  me  not,  man;  I  will  not  break  away i 
J7    ril  give  thee,  ere  I  leave  thee,  fo  much 
money. 
To  warrant  thee,  as  I  am  'relied  for. 
My  wife  is  in  a  wayward  mood  to-day. 
And  will  not  lightly  truft  the  mefTenger. 
That  I  fhould  be  attach'd  in  Ephe/us, 
I  tell  you,  'twould  found  harfhly  in  her  cars.  ,. 

Enter  Dromio  0/  Ephefus,  ivith  a  Rope's-end, 

Here  comes  my  man  ;  I  think,  he  brings  the  money. 
How  now.  Sir,  have  you  that  I  fent  you  for  ? 

E,  Dro.  Here's  that,  I  warrant  you,  will  pay  them 
all. 

E.  Ant.  But  Where's  the  money  ? 

E,  Dro.  Why,  Sir,  I  gave  the  money  for  the  rope. 

E.  Ant.  Five  hundred  ducats,  villain,  for  a  rope  ? 

^.  Dro.  I'll  ferve  you.  Sir,  five  hundred  at  the  rate. 

E.  Ant.  To  what  end  did  I  bid  thee  hie  thee  home  ? 

E.  Do.  To  a  rope's  end.  Sir  j  and  to  that  end  am 
I  return' d. 

E.  Ant.  And  td  that  end.  Sir,  I  will  welcome  you. 

^^  ^^      1  «.     ,  .  i^eats  Dromio. 

Offi,  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  'tis  for  me  to  be  patient ;  I  am  in  ad- 
verfity. 

Oji.  Good  now,  hold  thy  tongue. 

i-  2  E^  Dr0. 
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£.  Dro,  Nay,  rather  perfuade  hira  to  hold  his  handi. 

E.  Ant.  Thou  whorefon,  fenfelefs  villain! 

E.  Dro,  I  would,  I  were  fenfelefs,  Sir,  that  I  might 
not  feel  your  blows. 

£.  Ant.  Thou  art  fenfible  in  nothing  but  blows,  and 
fo  is  an  afs. 

£.  Dro.  I  am  an  afs,  indeed  ;  you  may  prove  It  by 
my  long  ears.  I  have  ferv'd  him  from  the  hour  of  my 
nativity  to  this  inftant,  and  have  nothing  at  his  hands 
for  my  fervice  but  blows.  When  I  am  cold,  he  heata 
me  with  beating  ;  when  I  am  warm,  he  cools  me  with 
beating;  I  am  wak'd  with  it,  when  I  fleep ;  rais'd  with 
it,  when  I  fit ;  driven  out  of  doors  with  it,  when  I  go 
from  home  v  welcomed  home  with  it,  when  I  return  ; 
nay,  I  bear  it  on  my  Ihoulders,  as  a  beggar  wont  her 
brat ;  and,  I  think,  when  he  hath  lam'd  me,  I  Ihall 
beg  with  it  from  door  to  door, 

S  C  E  N  E    IX.        V 
Writer  Adriana,  Luciana,  Courtezan,  and  Pinch. 

E.  Ant.  Come,  go  along ;  my  wife  is  coming  yonder. 

E.  Dro.  Miftrefs,  ^rejpice  fnem,  refpedl  your  end; 
or  rather  the  prophecy,  like  the  parrot,  beware  the 
rope's-end.  — 

E.  Ant.  Wilt  thou  ftill  talk  ?  {Beats  Dromio. 

Cour.  How  fay  you  now  ?  is  not  your  hufband  mad  ? 

Adr.  His  incivility  confirms  no  lefs. 

5  Mijirefif  refpice  finem,  refpeB  your  end',  or  rather  the  prophe- 
ey,  like  the  parrot,  beivare  the  rope's-erd."]  Thefe  words  feem  to 
allude  to  a  famous  pamphlet  of  that  time,  wrote  by  Buchanan 
againft  the  Lord  of  Lidditigton  j  which  ends  with  thefe  words,  Re- 
fpict  finem,  refpicefunem.  But  to  what  purpofe,  unJefs  our  Author 
would  fliew  that  he  could  quibble  as  well  in  Englijh,  as  the  other  in 
Z^atin,  1  confefs  I  know  not.  As  for  prcpbefying  hke  the  parrot y  this 
alludes  to  people's  teaching  that  bird  unlucky  words ;  with  which 
when  any  paffenger  was  offended,  it  was  the  ftanding  joke  of  the 
\»ife  owner  to  fay,  Take  heed,  Sir,  my  parrot  prcphefiet.  To  this 
Mutler  hints,  where,  fpeaking  of  Ralpho's  fkili  in  augury,  he  fays. 

Could  tell  'What  Jubtleji parrots  mean, 

ffbat  Jpeak  and  think  contrary  clean  ; 

What  member  'tis  of 'whom  they  talk, 

^ten  they  cry  ViO?s,  tfff^  walk,  knaYC,  walk; 

Good 
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Good  Doftor  Pineb,  you  are  a  conjurer, 
EUablifti  him  in  his  true  fenfe  again, 
And  I  will  pleafe  you  what  you  will  demand. 
Luc.  Alas,  how  fiery  and  how  fliarp  he  looks  ? 
Cour.   Mark,  how  he  trembles  in  his  extafie? 
Pinch.  Give  me  your  hand,   and  let  me  feel  your 

pulfe. 
E.  Ant.  There  is  my  hand,  and  let  it  feel  your  ear. 
Pinch.  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  hous'd  within  this  man, 
*ro  yield  pofielBon  to  my  holy  prayers ; 
And  to  thy  ftate  of  darknefs  hie  thee  ftraight, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  faints  in  heav'n. 
E.  Ant.  Peace,  doating  wizard,  peace;  I  am  not 

mad. 
Adr.  Oh,  that  thou  wert  not,  poor  diftrefied  foul  \ 
E.  Ant.  You  minion,  you,  are  thefeyour  cuftomers  i 
Did  this  companion  with  the  faffron  face 
Kevel  and  feaft  it  at  my  houfe  to-day, 
Whilft  upon  kie  the  guilty  doors  werefliut. 
And  I  deny'd  to  enter  in  my  houfe  ? 

Jdr.  Oh,  hufband,  God  doth  know,  you  din'd  at 
home. 
Where,  'would  you  had  remained  until  this  time. 
Free  from  thefe  llanders,  and  this  open  fhame  ! 

E,  Ant.  Din'd  I  at  home  ?  thou  villain,  what  fay'ft 

thou  ? 
E.  Dro.  Sir,  footh  to  fay,  you  did  not  dine  at  home, 
E.  Ant.  Were  not  my  doors  lock'd  up,  and  I  Ihut 

out  ? 
E.  Dro.  Perdie,  your  doors  lock*d  up,  and  you  fbut 

out. 
E,  Ant.  And  did  not  fhe  herfelf  revile  me  there  ? 
E.  Dro.  Sans  fable,  Ihe  herfelf  revil'd  you  there. 
E.  Ant.  Did  not  her  kitchen-maid  rail,  taunt,  and 

fcorn  me  ? 
E.  Dro,  Certes,  Ihe  did,  the  kitchen-veftal  fcorn'd 

you. 
E,  Ant.  And  did  I  not  in  rage  depart  from  thence  ? 
E.  Dro.  In  verity,  you  did  ;  my  bones  bear  witncfs, 
That  fince  have  felt  the  vigour  of  your  rage. 
Adr.  Is't  good  to  footh  him  in  thefe  contraries  ? 

L  3  Pinch, 
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Pinch,  It  is  no  fhame  ;  the  fellow  finds  his  vein. 
And,  yielding  to  him,  humours  well  his  frenzy. 

£.  Jnt.  Thou  haft  fuborn'd  the  goldfmith  to  arreft 
me. 

Jdr.  Alas,  I  fent  you  money  to  redeem  you. 
By  Dromio  here,  who  came  in  hade  for  it. 

£.  Dro.  Money  by  me  ?  heart  and  good  will  you 
might. 
But,  furely,  mafter,  not  a  rag  of  money. 

E.  Ant.  Went'iTnot  thoa  to  her  for  a  purfe  of  ducats? 

Mr,  He  came  to  me,  and  I  deliver'd  it. 

Luc.  And  I  am  witnefs  with  her,  that  {he  did. 

E.  Dro.  God  and  the  rope-maker  do  bear  me  witnefs. 
That  I  was  fent  for  nothing  but  a  rope. 

Pinch.  Miftrefs,  both  man  and  mafter  are  poffeft  ; 
I  know  it  by  their  pale  and  deadly  looks; 
They  muft  be  bound,  and  laid  in  fome  dark  room. 

£.  Ant.  Say,  wherefore  did'ft  thou  lock  me  forth 
to-day  ? 
And  why  doft  thou  deny  the  bag  of  gold  ? 

Adr.  I  did  not,  gentle  huft)and,  lock  thee  forth, 

E,  Dro.  And,  gentle  mafter,  I  receiv'd  no  gold. 
But  I  confefs.  Sir,  that  we  were  lock'd  out. 

Jdr.  Difiembling  villain,  thou  fpeak'ft  falfe  in  both, 

E.  Ant.  Diffembling  harlot,  thou  art  falfe  in  all ; 
And  art  confederate  with  a  damned  pack, 
To  make  a  loathfome  abjed  fcorn  of  me  : 
But  with  thefe  nails  I'll  pluck  out  thofe  falfe  eyes, 
That  would  behold  in  me  this  Ihameful  fport. 

Enter  three  or  four  y  and  offer  to  hind  him  :  he  ft  rimes, 

Adr.  Oh,  bind  him,  bind  him,  let  him  not  com^ 

near  me. 
Pinch.  More  company  ;  —  the  fiend  is  ftrong  with- 
in him. 
Euc,  Ay  me   poor  man,  how  pale  and  wan  he  looks ! 
E.  Ant.  What,  will  you  murder  me  ?  thou  jailor, 
thou, 
I  am  thy  prifoner,  wilt  thou  fulFer  them 
To  make  a  refcue  .? 

Offi.  Matters i  let  him  go: 

He 
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He  is  my  prifoner,  and  you  Ihall  not  have  him. 

Pinch.  Go,  bind  this  man,  for  he  is  frantick  too. 

Adr.  What  wilt  thou  do,  thou  peevifh  officer  ? 
Haft  thou  delight  to  fee  a  wretched  mkn 
Do  outrage  and  difpleafure  to  himfelf  ? 

Off..  He  is  my  prifoner ;  if  I  let  him  go, 
The  debt,   he  owes,  will  be  requir'd  of  me. 

Adr.  I  will  difcharge  thee,  ere  I  go  from  thee  ; 
Bear  me  forthwith  unto  his  creditor, 

\lhey  bind  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 
And,  knowing  how  the  debt  grows,  I  will  pay  it. 
Good  mafter  Do6lor,  fee  him  fafe  convey 'd 
Home  to  my  houfe.     Oh,  moft  unhappy  day  f 

E.  Ant.  Oh,  moft  unhappy  ftrumpet  ! 

E.  Dro.  Mafter,  I'm  here  enter'd  in  bond  for  you. 

E.  Ant*  Out  on  thee,  villain !  wherefore  doll  thou 
mad  me  ? 

E.  Dro.  Will  you  be  bound  for  nothing  ?  be  mad, 
good  mafter  ;  cry,  the  devil  — 

Luc.  God  help,  poor  fouls,  how  idly  do  they  talk  ? 

Aiir.  Go,  bear  him  hence  \  fifter,  ftay  you  with  me. 
\Exeunt  Pinch,  Antipholis,  and  Dromio. 
Say  now,  whofe  fuit  is  he  arretted  at  ? 

SCENE    X. 
Manent  Officer^  Adriana,  Luciana,  avd  Courtexan'^ 

Offi.  One  Angela,  a  goldfmith  j   do  you  know  him  ? 

Adr,  I  know  the  man  j  what  is  the  fum  he  owes  ? 

Ofi.  Two  hundred  ducats, 

Adr.  Say,  how  grows  it  due  ? 

Off*.  Due  for  a  chain,  your  hufhand  had  of  him.' 

Adf\  He  did  befpeak  a  chain  for  me,  but  had  it  not." 

Ccur.  When  as  your  huft)and  all  in  rage  to  day 
Came  to  my  houfe,  and  took  away  my  ring, 
p^he  ring  I  faw  upon  his  finger  now) 
Straight  after,  did  I  meet  him  with  a  chain; 

Adr.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I  did  never  fee  it. 
Come,  jailor,  bring  me  where  the  goldfmith  is, 
I  long  to  know  the  truth  hereof  at  large. 

L  4  SCENi 
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SCENE    XI. 

Enter  Antipholis  of  Syracufe,  nvith  his  Rapier  drarwn* 
and  Dromio  ^Syracufe. 

tnc.  God,  for  thy  mercy,  they  are  loofe  again, 

Adr.  And  come  with  naked  fwords ; 
Let's  call  morejielp  to  have  them  bound  again. 

Off*  Away,  they'll  kill  us.  \_^hey  run  out* 

Manent  Antipholis  and  Dromio. 

5.  Ant.  I  fee,  thefe  witches  are  afraid  of  fwords. 

5.  Dro.  She,  that  would  be  your  wife,  now  ran  from 
»  you. 

5.  Ant.  Come  to  the  Centaur,  fetch  our  fluff  from 
thence : 
I  long,  that  we  were  fafe  and  found  aboard. 

S,  Dro,  Faith,  flay  here  this  night  ;  they  will  furely 
do  us  no  harm  ;  you  faw,  they  fpake  us  fair,  gave  us 
gold ;  methinks  they  are  fuch  a  gentle  nation,  that 
but  for  the  mountain  of  mad  flelh  that  claims  marriage 
of  me,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  flay  here  ftill,  and 
turn  witch. 

5.  Ant,  I  will  not  flay  tO-night  for  all  the  town  ; 
Therefore  away,  to  get  our  fluff  aboard.       {Exeunt* 


ACTV.      SCENE    I. 

A  Street,  before  a  Priory» 

Enter  the  Merchant  and  Angelo. 

jffff.T  Am  forry,  Sir,  that  I  have  hinder'd  you  i 

JL  But,  I  proteft,  he  had  the  chain  of  me, 
Tho'  mofl  diftionellly  he  doth  deny  it. 

Msr.  How  is  the  man  elleem'd  here  in  the  city  ? 

Ang.  Of  very  reverent  reputatipn,  Sir, 
Of  credit  infinite,  highly  belov'd, 
Second  lo  none  that  lives  here  in  the  city ; 
His  word  might  bear  my  wealth  at  any  time. 

Mer,  Speak  foftly  -,  yonder,  as  1  think,  lie  walks. 

E?jta' 
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Enter  Antlpholis  and  Dromio  of  Syracufe. 

Ang.  'Tis  fo  i  and  that  fdf-chaio  about  his  neck. 
Which  he  forfwore  moft  monftroufly  to  have. 
Good  Sir,  draw  near  to  me,  I'll  fpeak  to  him. 
Signior  Antipbolisy  I  wonder  much 
That  yoa  would  put  me  to  this  fhame  and  trouble-i 
And  not  without  fome  fcandal  to  yourfelf. 
With  circumftance  and  oaths  fo  to  deny 
This  chain,  which  now  you  wear  fo  openly  ; 
Beiides  the  charge,  the  Ihame,  imprifonment. 
You  have  done  wrong  to  this  my  honeft  friend; 
Who,  but  for  flaying  on  our  controverfy. 
Had  hoifted  fail,  and  put  to  fea  to  day  : 
This  chain  you.  had  of  me,  can  you  deny  it  ? 
S.  Ant.  I  think,  I  had  ;  I  never  did  deny  it. 
Mer.  Yes,  that  you  did.  Sir,  and  forfwore  it  to«. 
S.  Ant.  Who  heard  me  to  deny  it,  or  forfwear  it  f 
Mer.  Thele  ears  of  mme,  thouknoweit,  did  hea^ 
thee: 
Fie  on  thee,  wretch  !  'tis  pity,  that  thou  liv*ft 
To  walk  where  any  honeft  men  refoit. 

S.  Ant.  Thou  art  a  villain,  to  impeach  me  thus* 
ril  prove  my  honour  and  my  honefty 
Againft  thee  prefently,  if  thou  dar'ft  ftand. 
Mer.  I  dare,  and  do  defy  thee  for  a  villain. 

\Jhey  drawl 
SCENE    II. 

Enter  Adriana,  Luciana,  Courtezan,  and  others'. 

Adr.  Hold,  hurt  him  not,  for  God's  fake  j  he  is- 
mad  ; 
Some  get  within  him,    take  his  fword  away  : 
Bind  Dromio  too,  and  bear  them  to  ray  houfe.  ; 

S.  Dro.  Run,  mafter,  run  ;  for  God's  fake,  take  a' 
houfe ; 
This  is  fome  Priory  ;  in,  or  we  are  fpoil'd. 

{^Exeunt  to  the  Priory* 
Enter  Lady  Abbefs. 
Ahh,  Be  quiet,  people  j  ^vherefore  throng  you  hi- 
ther I 

L  5  Mri 
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Adr,  To  fetch  my  poor  diftradled  hufband  hence; 
Let  us  come  in,  that  we  may  bind  him  fall. 
And  bear  him  home  for  his  recovery. 

Jlng,  I  knew,  he  was  not  in  his  perfedl  wits. 

Mer.  I'm  forry  now,  that  I  did  draw  on  him. 

Ahb.  How  long  hath  this  poffeflion  held  the  man  ? 

Adr.  This  week  he  hath  been  heavy,  fower,  fad. 
And  much,  much  different  from  the  man  he  wasi 
■But,  'till  this  afternoon,  his  paffion 
Ne'er  brake  into  extremity  of  rage. 

Mb.  Hath  he  not  loft  much  wealth  by  wreck  at  fea  ? 
Bury'd  fome  dear  friend  ?  hath  not  elfe  his  eye 
Stray'd  his  afFedion  in  unlawful  love  ? 
A  fm,  prevailing  much  in  youthful  men. 
Who  give  their  eyes  the  liberty  of  gazing. 
Which  of  thefe  forrows  is  he  fubjed  to  ? 

Adr.  To  none  of  thefe,  except  it  be  the  laft ; 
Namely,  fome  love,  that  drew  him  oft  from  home. 

Abh.  You  (hould  for  that  have  reprehended  him. 

Adr.  Why,  fo  I  did. 

Ahb.  Ay,  but  not  rough  enough. 

Adr.  As  roughly,  as  my  modefty  would  let  me. 

Jbb.  Haply,  in  private. 

Adr.  And  in  affemblies  too.' 

Abb.  Ay,  but  not  enough. 

Adr.  ^  It  was  the  copy  of  our  conference. 
In  bed,  he  flept  not  for  my  urging  it  ; 
At  board,  he  fed  not  for  my  urging  it; 
Alone,  it  was  the  fubjeft  of  my  theam  j 
Jn  company,  I  often  glanc'd  at  it; 
Still  did  I  tell  him,  it  was  vile  and  bad. 

Abb.  And  therefore  came  it,  that  the  man  was  mad. 
The  venom  clamours  of  a  jealous  woman 
Poifon  more  deadly,  than  a  mad  dog's  tooth. 

1  //  IV as  the  Copy  of  our  conference.l  We  are  not  to  under ftand 
this  word  here,  as  it  is  now  ufed,  in  oppofition  tn  an  original  ;  any 
thfng  done  after  a  pattern  ;  but  we  are  to  take  it  in  the  neareft  fenfe 
to  the  Latin  word  Ccpia,  from  which  it  is  derived.  Adriana 
would  l«y,  her  reproofs  were  the  burden,  the  fulncfs  of  her  confe- 
rence, ill  the  fubjea  of  \\rx  talk.  And  in  thefe  acceptations  the 
word  Copia  was  ufed  by  Writers  before  our  Author's  time,  as  veil 
as  by  his  contcmporaiiei.  Mr,  tbeobald. 

It 
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Luc.  Ne'^er  may  I  look  on  day,  nor  ileep  on  nighty 
But  fhe  tells  to  your  highnefs  fxmple  truth  ! 

Ang.  O  perjiu'd  woman  \  they  are  both  forfworn* 
In  this  the  mad-man  juftly  chargeth  them. 

E.  Ant.  My  Liege,   I  am  advifed,  what  I  fay. 
Neither  difturb'd  with  the  efFe<5l  of  wine. 
Nor,  heady -ralh,  provok'd  with  raging  ire  ; 
Albeit,  my  wrongs  might  make  one  wifer  mad. 
This  woman  lock'd  me  out  this  day  from  dinner  ; 
That  goldfnnth  there,  were  he  not  packM  with  her. 
Could  witnefs  it ;   for  he  was  with  me  then  ; 
Who  parted  with  me  to  go  fetch  a  chain, 
Promifmg  to  biing  it  to  the  Porcupine^ 
Where  Balchaxar  and  I  did  dine  together. 
Our  dinner  done,  and  he  not  coming  thither, 
I  went  to  feek  him  ;  in  the  ftreet  I  met  him, 
And  in  his  company  that  gentleman. 
There  did  this  perjur'd  goldfmith  fwear  me  down. 
That  I  this  day  from  him  received  the  chain  ; 
Which,  God  he  knows,  I  (aw  not ;  for  the  wiiich,. 
He  did  arreft  me  with  an  officer.. 
I  did  obey,  and  fent  my  peafant  home 
For  certain  ducats ;  he  with  none  returned. 
Then  fairly  I  befpoke  the  officer. 
To  go  in  perfon  with  me  to  my  houfe. 
By  th'  way  we  met  my  wife,  her  fitter,  and 
A  rabble  more  of  vile  confederates ; 
They  brought  one  Pinch,  a  hungry,  lean-fac'd  villain^, 
'  A  meer  anatomy,  a  mountebank, 

*  A  thread -bare  juggler,  and  a  fortune-teller, 

*  A  needy,  hollow-ey'd,  fharp-looking  wretch, 

*  A  living  dead  man.'     This  pernicious  flave, 
Forfooth,  took  on  him  as  a  conjurer; 

And,    gazing  in  my  eyes,    feeling  my  pulfe, 
Aid  with  no-face,    as  'twere,   out-facing  me. 
Cries  out,   I  was  poffeil.     Then  all  together 
They  fell  upon  me,  bound  me,  bore  me  thence ; 
-And  in  a  dark  and  dankifti  vault  at  home 
Thereiefc  me  and  my  man,  both  bound  together  ; 
'Till,  gnawing  with  my  teeth  my  bonds  afunder, 
J  gain'd  my  freedoiD,  and  immediatdj 
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Ran  hither  to  your  Grace ;    whom  I  befeech 

To  give  me  ample  fatisfaction 

For  thefe  deep  fhames  and  great  indignities. 

Atig.  My  lord,  in  truth,  thus  far  1  witnefs  with  him; 
That  he  din'd  not  at  home,  bat  was  lock'd  out. 
Duke-  But  had  he  fuch  a  chain  of  thee,  or  no  ? 
v^«i;.  He  had,  rny  lord  ;  and  when  he  ran  in  here, 
Thefe  people  faw  the  chain  about  his  neck. 

Mer.  Befides,  I  will  be  fworn,  thefe  ears  of  mine 
Heard  you  confefs,  you  had  the  chain  of  him. 
After  you  firft  forfwore  it  on  the  mart ; 
And  thereupon  I  drew  my  fword  on  you  ; 
And  tiien  you  fled  into  this  abbey  here. 
From  whence,  I  think,  you're  come  by  miracle. 

E.  Ant.  I  never  came  within  thefe  abbey  walls. 
Nor  ever  didft  thou  draw  thy  fword  on  me  j 
I  never  faw  the  chain,  fo  help  me  heav'n  \ 
And  this  is  falfe,  you  burthen  me  withal. 

Duke.  Why,  what  an  intricate  impeach  is  this  ? 
I  think,  you  all  have  drunk  of  Circe's  cup  : 
If  here  you  hous'd  him,  here  he  would  have  been ; 
If  he  were  mad,    he  would  not  plead  fo  coldly  : 
You  fay,  he  din'd  at  home  ;    the  goldfmith  here 
Denies  that  faying.     Sirrah,  what  fay  you  r 

E,  Dro.  Sir,  he  din'd  with  her  there,    at  the  Por- 
cupine. 
Ceur.  He  did,    and  from  my  finger  fnatch'd  that 

ring. 
E.  Ant.  'Tis  true,  my  Liege,  this  ring  I  had  of  her. 
Duke.  Saw'ft  thou  him  enter  at  the  abbey  here  } 
Cour.  As  fure,  my  Liege,    as  I  do  fee  your  Grace. 
Duke.  Why,    this  is  ftrange  ;    go  call  the  Abbefs 
hither ; 
I  think,  you  are  all  mated,  or  ftark  mad. 

[Exit  MS  to  the  Ahh?fs, 

SCENE    VI. 

^geon.  Moft  mighty  Duke,   vouchfafe  me  fpeak 
a  word  : 
Haply,  I  fee  a  friend,    will  fave  my  life  1 
And  pay  the  fum  tlvat  may  deliver  me« 

Duke. 
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Duke.  Speak  freely,  Syracufat!,  what  thou  wilt. 

jEgeon.  Is  not  your  name,  Sir,  call'd  Antipholis  f 
And  is  not  that  your  bond- man  Dromio  ? 

E.  Dio.  WJthin  this  hour  J  was  his  bond-man.  Sir, 
But  he,  I  thank  him,  gnaw'd  in  two  my  cords ; 
Now  am  I  Dromioy  and  his  man  unbound. 

^geon.  I  am  fure,  you  both  of  you  remember  me. 

E.  Dro.  Ourfelves  we  do  remember.   Sir,   by  you ; 
For  lately  we  were  bound,  as  you  are  now. 
You  are  not  Pinch''s  patient,  are  you,  Sir? 

Mgeon.  Why  look  you  ftrange  on  me  ?    you  know 
me  well. 

E.  Ant.  I  never  faw  you  in  my  life,  'till  now. 

^geon.  Oh!  grief  hath  chang'd  me,  fmce  you  faw 
me  laft ; 
And  careful  hours  with  Time's  deformed  hand 
Have  written  ftrange  defeatures  in  my  face  ; 
But  tell  me  yet,    doll  thou  not  know  my  voice  ? 

E.Ant.  Neither. 

jEgeon,   Dromio,  nor  thou  ? 

E.  Dro.  No,  truft  me.  Sir,  nor  I. 

uEgeon:  I  am  fure,   thou  doft. 

E,  Dro.  I,  Sir  ?  but  I  am  fure,  I  do  not:  and  what- 
soever a  man  denies,  you  are  now  bound  to  believe 
him. 

^geon.  Not  know  my  voice  ?  oh,  time's  extremity  I 
Haft  thou  fo  crack'd  and  fplitted  my  poor  tongue 
In  feven  fhort  years,  that  here  my  only  fon 
Knows  not  my  feeble  key  of  untun'd  cares  ? 

*  Tho'  now  this  grained  face  of  mine  be  hid 

*  In  fap-confuming  winter's  drizled  fnow, 

'  And  all  the  conduits  of  my  blood  froze  up  s^. 

*  Yet  hath  my  night  of  life  fome  memory  ; 

*  My  wafting  lamp  fome  fading  glimmer  left, 

*  My  dull  deaf  ears  a  little  ufe  to  hear : 

*  5  All  thefe  hold  witneiTes  I  cannot  err, 
'  Tell  me  thou  art  my  fon  Antipholis. 

E.  Ant,  I  never  faw  my  father  in  my  life. 

^  All  nefe  OLD  toitnejjei,  I  cannot  err,"]  I  beJieve  we  fhould 
lead,  j^li  tbeje  hold  'Witnejfei  I  cannot  etty 

=•.  #.  All  thefe  continue  to  tcftify  that  I  cannot  err,  ajid  tell  me,  ^e, 

JEgeon^ 
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JSgeon.  But  feven  years  fince,  in  Syracufa-hz.yy 
Thoa  know'ft,  we  parted  ;  but,  perhaps,  my  fon. 
Thou  ftiam'il  t'acknowledge  me  in  mifery. 

E.  Ant.  The  Duke,  and  all  that  know  me  in  the 
.city. 
Can  witnefs  with  me  that  it  is  not  fo  : 
I  ne'er  faw  Syracufa  in  my  life. 

Du/ce.  J  tell  thee,    Syracu/ariy  twenty  years 
Have  I  been  Patron  to  Antiphollsy 
During  which  time  he  ne'er  faw  Syracufa : 
I  fee,   thy  age  and  dangers  make  thee  doat. 

SCENE    VII. 

Enter  the  Abhefs  nuiih  Antipholis  Syracufan,  andX>tO^ 
mio  Syracufan. 

Ahh.  Moft  mighty   Duke,    behold    a    man    much 
wrong'd  [  All  gather  to  fee  him* 

Adr.  I  fee  two  huflands,  or  mine  eyes  deceive  me. 

Duke.  Gne  of  thefe  men  is  Gefiius  to  the  other  s 
And  fo  of  thefe  which  is  the  natural  man, 
And  which  the  fpirit  ?  who  deciphers  them  ? 

S.  Drj>.  I,   Sir,  am  Dromio  i    command  him  away,' 

E.  Dro.  I,  Sir,  am  Dromio  j  pray  let  me  flay. 

S.  Ant.  JEgeon,  art  thou  not  ?    or  elfe  his  ghoft  ? 

5.  Dro.  G,  my  old  mailer !    who  hath  bound  him 
here .? 

Abb.  Whoever  bound  him,    I  will  loofe  his  bonds ; 
And  gain  a  hufband  by  his  liberty. 
Speak,  old  jEgeon^  if  thou  be'ft  the  man. 
That  hadll  a  wife  once  calKd  jEmilta^ 
That  bore  thee  at  a  burden  two  fair  fons  ? 
Oh,  if  thou  be'll  the  fame  ^geon,  fpeak ; 
And  fpeak  unto  the  fame  JEmilia. 

Duke.  Why,  here  begins  his  morning  llory  right : 
Thefe  two  Antipholis'' s^  thefe  two  fo  like. 
And  thofe  two  D rotnio's ^'oxitm  femblance  ; 
Befides  her  urging  of  her  wreck  at  fea, 
Thefe  plainly  are  the  parents  to  thefe  childrerf. 
Which  accidentally  are  met  together. 

jEgeon.  If  I  dream  not,  thou  art  AEmilia ; 

If 
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If  thou  art  flie,  tell  me  where  is  that  fon 
That  floated  with  thee  on  the  fatal  raft. 

Abb.  By  men  of  Epidamuum^  he  and  T, 
And  the  twin  DrorHio,  all  were  taken  up  ; 
But,  by  and  by,  rude  fifliermen  of  Corinth 
By  force  took  Dromio  and  my  fon  from  them. 
And  me  they  left  with  thofe  of  Epidamnuvi. 
What  then  became  of  them,  I  cannot  tell ; 
J,  to  this  fortune  that  you  fee  me  in. 

Dukt.  AntiphoHs,  thou  cam'!!  fiom  Corinth  lirft. 

S,  Ant.  No,  Sir,  not  I  j   I  came  from  Syracufg. 

Duke.  Stay, Hand  apart;  I  know  not,  which  is  which*. 

E.  Ant.  I  came  from  Corinth^  my    moft  gracious 
Lord. 

E.  Dro,  And  I  with  him. 

E.  Ant.  Brought  to  this  town  by  that  moft  famous 
warrior, 
Buke  Menaphon,  your  moft  renowned  uncle. 

j^dr.  Which  of  you  two  did  dine  with  me  to  day  \ 

S.  Ant.  I,  gentle  miftrefs. 

Adr.  And  are  not  you  my  huftiand  ? 

E.  Ant.  No,  I  fay  nay  to  that. 

5.  Ant.  And  fo  do  I,  yet  ftie  did  call  me  fo  : 
And  this  fair  gentlewoman,  her  Mer  here. 
Did  call  me  brother.     What  I  told  you  then, 
I  hope,  1  ftiall  have  leifure  to  make  good. 
If  this  be  not  a  dream,  I  fee  and  hear. 

An?^.  That  is  the  chain,  Sir,  which  you  had  of  me. 

S.  ^Ant.  I  think  it  be,   Sir,   I  deny  it  not. 

E  Ant.  And  you.  Sir,  for  this  chain  arretted  me. 

Ang.  I  think,  I  did,  Sir  ;  I  deny  it  not. 

Adr,  I  fent  you  money.  Sir,  to  be  your  bail. 
By  Dromio  ;  but,  I  think,  he  brought  it  not. 

E.  Do.  No    none  by  me. 

5.  Atit.  This  purfc  of  ducats  I  receivM  from  you. 
And  Dromio  my  man  did  bring  them  me  i 
I  fee,  we  ftill  did  meet  each  other's  man. 
And  [  was  ta'en  for  him,  and  he  for  me. 
And  thereupon  tl.efe  Errors  all  arofe. 

E.  Ant.  Thefe  ducats  pawn  I  for  my  father  here. 

Duke.  It  Oiall  not  need,  thy  father  hath  his  life. 

Cour. 
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Cour,  Sir,  I  mufl  have  that  diamond  from  you. 
£.  Mt.  There,  take  it ;    and  much  thanks  for  my 

good  cheer. 
y^iL  Renowned  Duke,    vouchfafe  to  take  the  pain? 
To  go  with  us  into  the  abbey  here, 
And  hear  at  large  difcourfed  all  our  fortunes : 
And  all  that  are  affembled  in  this  place. 
That  by  this  fympathized  one  day's  Error 
Have  fuiFer'd  wrong  ;  go,  keep  us  company. 
And  ye  fliall  have  full  fati.sfa<^tion. 
Twenty  five  years  have  I  but  gone  in  travel 
Of  you  my  fons  j  nor,  'till  this  prefent  hour. 
My  heavy  burdens  are  delivered  : 
The  duke,  my  hufband,    and  my  children  both. 
And  you  the  calendars  of  their  nativity, 
Go  to  a  goffip's  feaft  ^  and  gaude  with  me  : 
After  fo  long  grief  fuch  nativity  ! 

Duke.  With  all  my  heart,  1*11  golfip  at  this  feaft. 

{^Exeunt* 
SCENE    VIII. 

Manent  the  ituo  Antipholis's,  anii  two  Dromio's. 

S.  Dro.  Mafter,   fhall  I  fetch  your  fluff  from  fliip- 

board  ? 
E.  Ant.  Dromioy  what  fluff  of  mine  hafl  thou  im- 

bark'd  ? 
S.  Dro.  Your  goods.    Sir,  that  lay  at  hofl,  Siif  In 

the  Centaur, 
S.  Ant.  He  fpeaks  to   me  ;    I  am    your  mafler, 
Dromio. 
Come,  go  with  us,  we'll  look  to  that  anon ; 
Embrace  thy  brother  there,  rejoice  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Antipholis  S,  and^. 
S.  Dro.  There  is  a  fat  friend  at  your  mailer's  houfe. 
That  kitchen'd  me  for  you  to  day  at  dinner ; 
She  now  fhall  be  my  filler,  not  my  wife. 


6  and  GO  nvith  me:]  We  fhould  read, 

and  GAUDE  •with  me; 

i.  «.  Rejoice,  from  the  Frencby  Gaudtr^ 


£.  Dro, 
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£,  Dro.  Methinks,    you  are  my  glafs,  and  not  my 
brother  ; 
I  fee  by  you,  I  am  a  fweet  fac'd  youth  : 
Will  you  walk  in  to  fee  their  goffiping  ? 

^.  Dro.  Not  I,  Sir  ;  you're  my  elder. 

E.  Dro.  That's  a  queftion  : 
How  ihall  I  try  it  ? 

S.  Dro.  We'll  draw  cuts  for  the  fenior ; 
'Till  then  lead  thou  firft. 

E.  Dro.  Nay,  then  thus  [Emhracing. 

We  came  into  the  world,  like  brother  and  brother : 
And  now  let's  go  hand  in  hand,  not  one  before  another: 

[Exeunt, 


THl 


THE 


WINTER'S 


T    A     L     E. 


Dramatis  Perfonas. 


LEONTES,  ^/>7^(?/SicIlia. 
Polixenes,  King  o/*  Bohemia. 
MamilUus,  young  Prince  o/'Sicilia. 
Florizel,  Prz«i-^  (t/*  Bohemia. 
Camillo,      "J 

Dion,  J 

Another  Sicilian  Lord. 

Archidamus,  a  Bohemian  Lord, 

Rogero,  a  Sicilian  Gentleman. 

An  Attendant  on  the  yoiini  Prince  Mamillius, 

Ojicers  of  a  Court  of  Judicature. 

Old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  ^Perdita. 

C/aqjun,  his  Soh. 

A  Mariner, 

'Jailor. 

Ser'vant  to  the  old  Shepherd, 

Autolicus,  a  Rogue. 

Time,  ^j/ Choras. 

Hermione,  ^een  to  Leontes. 

Perdita,  Daughter  ^o  Leontes  and  Hermione. 

Paulina,  IVife  to  Antigonus. 

Emilia,  Attendant  on  the  ^een* 

7<u}0  other  Ladtes, 


^"P''^'   Xshepherdeffi,. 
Dorcas,  ^      r        m 


Satyrs  for  a  Dance,  Shepherds^  Shepherde/fesy  Guards, 
and  Attendants. 

SCENE,   fometimes  in  Sicilia ;  fometimes,  in  Bohemiai 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

An  Antichamher  in  LeontesV  PalacB» 
Enter  Camillo  «»^  Archidamus. 

Arch.  TTF  you  {hall  chance,  Camillo^  to  vifit  Bohemia^, 

I     on   the  like  occafion  whereon  my  fervices 

JL  are  now  on  foot ;    you  ihall  fee,  as  I  have 

faid,  great  difference  betwixt  our  Bohemia  and  your 

^icilia. 

Cam.  I  think,  this  coming  fummer,  the  king  of  Si- 
cilia  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  vifitation,  which  he 
juftly  owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  our  entertainment  fhall  ftiame  us, 
we  will  be  juftified  in  our  loves ;  for,  indeed,— 

Cam.  'Befeech  you 

Arch.  Verily,  Ifpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  know- 
ledge ;  we  cannot   with  fuch  magnificence in  fo 

rare         I  know  not  what  t^  fay we  will  give  you 

fleepy  drinks,  that  your  fenfes  (unintelligent  of  our  in- 
fufficience)  may,  tho'  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  little 
accufe  us. 

1  tbi  Winter'' i  Tale."]  Th's  play  throughout  is  written  in  the 
very  fpirit  of  its  author.  And  in  telling  this  homely  and  fimplCf 
tho'  agreeable,  country  tale. 

Our  fioeeteft  Shakefpear,  fancy's  cbild^ 
Warbles  his  native  luood  notes  ivi/d.  Milton. 

This  was  necefTary  to  obferve  in  mere  juftice  to  the  Play,  as  the 
meannefs  of  the  fable,  and  the  extravagant  condufl  of  it,  had 
mided  fome  of  great  name  inro  a  wrong  judgment  of  its  merit  5 
•which,^  as  far  as  it  regards  fentiment  and  charaftcr,  is  fcarcc  inferior 
to  any  in  the  whole  colle^ioB. 

Vol.  III.  M  CafH. 
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Cam,  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's 
given  freely. 

Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak,  as  my  underftanding 
inftrufts  me ;  and  as  mine  honefty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam.  Siciiia  cannot  fhew  hinifelf  over-kind  to  Bo- 
hemia ;  they  were  trained  together  in  their  childhoods ; 
^nd  there  rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  affed:ion, 
^hich  cannot  chufe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more 
jnature  dignities  and  royal  neceiTities  made  feparation 
of  their  fociety,  their  encounters,  though  not  perfonal, 
liave  been  royally  attornied  with  interchange  of  gifts, 
ietters,  loving  embaffies ;  that  they  have  feem'd  to  be 
together,  tho'  abfent ;  fhook  hands,  as  over  a  Vail ; 
and  embrac'd,  as  it  were,  from  the  ends  of  oppofed 
winds.    The  heav'ns  continue  their  loves ! 

Arch.  I  think,  there  is  not  in  the  world  either  ma- 
lice, or  matter,  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable 
comfort  o{  your  young  prince  Mamillius :  it  is  a  gen- 
tleman of  the  greateft  promife,  that  ever  came  into  my 
jiote. 

Cam.  f  very  well  agree  witli  you  in  the  hopes  of 
him  :  it  is  a  gallant  child ;  one  that,  indeed,  phyficks 
the  fubje«a,  makes  old  hearts  frefli :  they,  that  went 
on  crutches,  ere  he  was  born,  defire  yet  their  life  to 
fee  him  a  man. 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam  Yes,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe  why  they 
ihould  defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  king  had  no  fon,  they  would  defire  to 
live  on  crutches  ''till  he  had  one. 

SCENE    IL 

Opens   to  the  Frefence. 

E?itir  I,eontes,  Hermione,  Mamillius,  Polixcncs,  and 

Attendants. 

Pol  T^T  I  N  E  Changes  of  the  watry  ftar  hath  been 
j[]^    ^  (The  fliepherd's  note,)  fmce  we  have  left 
our  Throne 

S  *^e  tbepherd's  note,!  i.  e,  I  ufe  the  flicpherd's  reckoning. 

^  Without 
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Without  a  burthen  :  time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fiird  up,  my  brother,  with  our  thanks ; 

And  yet  we  ihould,  for  perpetuity. 

Go  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cypher. 

Yet  {landing  in  rich  place,   I  multiply 

With  one,  <voe  thank  you,  many  thoufands  more 

That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  thanks  a  while ; 
And  pay  them,  when  you  part, 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to  morrow  : 
I'm  queftion'd  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chance. 
Or  breed  upon  our  abfence  ;   ?  may  there  blow 
No  fneaping  winds  at  hanne,  t®  make  ns  fay, 
"  This  is  put  forth  too  truly."  Befides  I  have  ftay*d 
To  tire  your  royalty. 

Leo.   We  are  tougher,  brother. 
Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 

Pol.  No  longer  Stay. 

Leo.  One  fev'n-night  longer. 

Pol.  Very  footh,  to  morrow. 

Leo.  We'll  part  the  time  betwcen's  then :  and  in  tliat 
I'll  no  gain-faying. 

Pol.  Prefs  me  not,  'befeech  you,  fo  ; 
There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'th'  world. 
So  foon  as  yours,  could  win  me  :  fo  it  fhould  now, 
WeretJiere  neceffity  in  your  recucft,  akhd* 
'Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.     My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward  ^  which  to  hinder, 

3    THAT    MAV  blotV 

No  fneaping 'Winds  at  borne,  &c.]  This  is  nonfenfe,  we  fliould 
read  it  thus, 

MAY     THERE    blo^,    &C. 

He  had  faid  he  was  apprehenfive  that  his  prefence  michr  be  wartcd 
at  home  j  but,  left  this  il»ou!d  prove  an  ominous  fpeech,  he  endea- 
vours, as  was  the  ciift<^m.   to  avert  it  by  a  deprecatory  prayer. 

May  there  hicno 

No  [neaping  ivinds to  make  us  fay. 

This  -wai  put  forth  too  truly. 

But  the  Ox/or^  Edh or,  rather  than  be  beholden  to  this  correaion, 
alters  it  to, 

■ there   may  bhiv 

Some  fneaping   noinds   .-—mi 

and  fo  deftroys  tne  whoic   fe  -t  ment. 

M  2  Were, 
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Were,  in  your  love,  a  whip  to  me  ;  my  ftay, 
To  you  a  charge  and  trouble  :  to  fave  both, 
-Farewel,  our  brother. 

Lea.  Tongue -ty'd,  our  Queen  ?    Tpeak  you. 

Her,  I  had  thought,  Sir,  toVe  held  my  peace,  until 
You 'ad  drawn  oaths  from  him  not  to  ftay  :  you,  Sir 
Charge  him  too  coldly.     Tell  him,  you  are  lure. 
All  in  Bohemian  well  :  this  fatisfadion 
The  by-gone  day  proclaim'd ;  fay  this  to  him, 
mt\  beat  from  his  belt  ward. 

Leo    Well  faid,  Hermione. 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  fon,  were  ftrong, 
But  let  him  fay  io  then,    and  let  him  go  j 
But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  ihall  not  ftay  ; 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  diftaffs. 
Yet  of  your  royal  pr-efence  Til  adventure  [To  PoL 

*T\i^  borrow  of  a  week.     When  at  Bohemia 
You  take  my  lord,  4-  I'll  give  you  my  commiflion. 
To  let  him  there  a  month,  5  behind  the  geft 
Prefix'd  for's  parting  :  ^  yet,  good  heed,  Leontes, 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'th'  clock  behind 
What  lady  Ihe  her  lord.     You'll  ftay  i" 

Pel.  No,  Madam. 

Her    Nay,  but  you  will  ? 

Foi.  i  may  not,  v&[i\f. 

Her.  Verily? 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows ;  but  T, 
Tho'  yoa  would  feek  t'unfphere  the  ftars  with  oaths, 


r/l  gi've  HIM  niy  commi£ion,']   We  /hould  read, 
/'// gi've  Yov  my  cummijion, 


The  verb  let,  or  hinder,  which  follows^  fliews  the  neceflitv  of  it: 
For  flie  could  not  fay  (he  -would  give  her  hulband  a  commiffion  to 
iet  or  hinder  himfelr.  The  commiflion  is  given  to  Po/ixenes,  to 
whom  fhe  is  fpeakinp,  to  let  or  hinder  her  hufb.ind. 

5  behind  the  geft'\   Mr.  Tkeobald  izySy  be  <a-n  neither  trace, 

nor  underjiand  the  fhrafe,  and  therefore  thinks  it  fhould  be  jujl  : 
But  the  word  gejl  is  right,  and  fignifias  a  llage  or  journey.  In  the 
time  of  Royal  Frogrejfes  the  King's  fiajies,  as  w€  may  fee  by  the 
journals  of  them  in  the  Herald's  office,  were  called  his  gists  j 
from  the  tld  French  word  giste,     Diverfonum. 

6  yet,  £o?d  teed,  Leontes,]  i.e.  yet  take  good  heed,  Ltf- 

^r.tez,  to  what  I  fay.  Which  phiafe,  Mr.  'Theobald  not  undtrftand- 
ing,  he  alters  it  to,  g(,od  deed, 

Should 
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Should  yet  fay,  *'  Sir,  no  going,  n)eryyy 

**  You  iliall  not  go  ;"  a  lady's  'vetily  is 

As  potent  as  a  lord's.     Will  you  go,  yet  ? 

Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prifoner. 

Not  like  a  gueft  j  lo  yoa  (hall  pay  your  ^^ti^ 

When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  thanks.     How  fay 

you  ? 
My  prifoner  ?  or  my  gaeft  ?  by  your  dread  'uerily. 
One  of  them  you  fhall  be. 

Pol.  Your  Gueft  then,  Madam  : 
To  be  your  prifoner,  fliould  import  ofFendmg ; 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafy  to  commit. 
Than  yon  to  punifti. 

Her.  Not  your  Goaler  then. 
But  your  kind  Hoftefs ;  come,  I'll  queftion  you 
Of  my  lord's  tricks,  and  yours,  when  you  were  boys : 
You  were  pretty  lordings  then  ? 

Pol.  We  were,  fair  Queen, 
Two  lads,  th:.t  thought  there  was  no  more  behind. 
But  fuch  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day. 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.   Was  not  my  lord 
The  verier  wag  o'th'  two  ? 

Pol   We  were  as  twinnM  lambs,   that  did  frifk  i'th- 
Sun, 
And  bleat  the  one  at  th'  other  :  what  we  chang'd. 
Was  innocence  for  innocence  ;  we  knew  not 
Tl^e  dodrine  of  ill- doing;  no,  nordream'd. 
That  any  did  :  had  we  purfu'd  that  life. 
And  our  weak  fpirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  ftronger  blood,  we  fhould  have  anfwer'd  heaven 
Boldly,  Not  guilty ;  7  th'  impofition  clear'd. 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her*  By  this  we  gather, 
You  have  tript  fince. 

Pol.  O  ray  moft  facred  lady, 
Temptations  have  fmce  then  been  bcrn  to's :  for 


r/j'  impofition  clear'dy 


Hereditary  ours.]  i.  f.  fctcing  afide  or/V/ws/ ^ff  ;.  Iw ting  the 
jnnpofuion  from  the  ofience  of  cur  firft  parents,  we  might  have 
boidly  proteftid  our  innocence  to  heaven. 

M  3  Iii 
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In  thofe  unfiedg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl ; 
Your  precious  fe]f  had  not  then  crofs'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  play  fellow. 

Hen.  ^  Grace   to  boot ! 
Of  this  make  no  conclufion,  left  you  fey. 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  devils      Yet,  go  on  ; 
Th'oiFences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwer  ; 
If  you  firft  fmn  d  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault ;  and  that  you  dipt  not. 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo,  Is  he  won  yet  ? 

Her.  He'll  ftay,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Atmyrequeft  he  would  not: 
Hermone,  my  deareft,  thou  ne'er  fpok*ft 
To  better  purpofe. 

Her.  Never  ? 

Leo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What  ?  have  I  twice  faid  well?  when  was*t  be- 
fore ? 
I  pr*ythee,  tell  me  ;  cram's  with  praife,  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  one  good  deed,  dying  tongue- 

lefs, 
S-aughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  That. 
Our  praifes  are  our  wages.     You  may  ride's 
With  one  foft  kifs  a  thoufand  furlongs,  ere 
9  With  {pur  we  heat  an  acre,  but  to  th'  goal. 

My 

8  Grace  to  boot ! 

Of  this  make  no  conchifion,  Ujl  you  fay^  &c.]  Polixenes  had 
faid,  that  f:nce  the  time'^of  childhood  and  innocence,  temptation:  bad 
groivn  to  them ;  for  that,  in  that  interval,  the  two  Queens  were  ba- 
ccme  women.  To  each  part  cf  this  ob.'ervation  the  Q^een  anfwers 
in  6rdcr.  To  that  of  temptations  ihe  replief,  Grace  to  boot !  i.e. 
the'  temptations  have  grown  up,  yet  I  he  pe  grace  too  has  kept  pace 
with  them.  Grace  to  boot,  was  a  provtrbisl  expreffion  on  thefe 
occafions.  To  the  other  part,  flie  replies,  as  ior  our  tempting  you, 
pray  take  heed  you  draw  no  comlufion  from  thence,  for  that  would 
be  making  your  Queen  and  me  devils,  &c. 

9  fFith  fpur  lue  heat  an  acre.  But  to  tFgoa!:'\  Thas  this 
paffage  has  been  always  pointed  ;  whence  it  appears,  that  the  Edi- 
tors did  not  take  the  Poet's  ccnctit.  They  imagined  that,  But  to  tb' 
goal,  meant,  but  to  come  to  the  purpofe  ;  but  the  fenfe  is  different, 
and  plain  enough  when  the  line  is  pointed  thus, 
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My  laft  good  deed  was  to  intreat  his  flay ; 

What  was  my  firll  ?  it  has  an  elder  filler. 

Or  I  miftake  you  :  O,  would  her  name  were  Grace  f 

Bu-t  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  gurpofe  ?  when  ? 

Nay,  let  me  hav't  ;  I  long. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  months  had  fowr'd  themfelves  to  deaths 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand. 
And  clepe  thyfelf  my  love  i  then  didft  thou  utter, 
"  I  am  yours  for  ever^ 

Her.  'Tis  grace,   indeed. 
Why,  lo  you  now  ;  I've  fpoke  to  th*purpofe  twice  ; 
The  one  for  ever  earn'd  a  royal  hufband  ; 
Th'other,  for  fome  while  a  friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,  too  hot  ■ •  [Jfide. 

To  mingle  friendfhip  far,  is  mingling  bloods. 
I  have  tremor  cordis  on  me  —  my  heart  dances ; 
But  not  for  joy,  —  not  joy.  —  This  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  ;  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartinefs,  from  bounty,  fertile  bofom. 
And  well  become  the  Agent :  't  may,  I  grant ; 
But  to  be  padling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers. 
As  now  they  are,  and  making  praftis'd  fmiles. 

As  in  a  looking  glafs and  then  to  ligh,  as  'twere: 

'  The  mort  o'th'  deer  ;  oh,  that  is  entertainment 
My  bofom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows  —  Mamillius, 
Art  thou  my  boy? 

Mam.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leo.  Y  fecks  \ 
Why,  that's  my  bawcock ;  what  ?  has't  fmutchM  thy 

nofe  ? 
They  fay,  it's  a  copy  out  of  mine.     Come,  captain,. 
We  mull  be  neat  -,  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain ; 
^nd  yet  the  fleer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf, 


TVitb  fpur^we  beat  an  acre,  but  to  th*  g'>^^» 
I.  e,  good  ufage  \\'\\\  w  n    us  to  any  thing  ;  but,  with   ill,  we  ftop 
ftorr,  even  there  where  both  our  intereft  and  our  inclination  would 
otherwife  have  carried  us. 

I   The  tnort  o'tb'  deer  j  — 1   A  leflbn  upon  the  horn  at  the  death 
oft^'cdcsr.  Mt,  rheoba/d. 

M  4  Are 
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Are  all  call'd  neat.     Still  virginalling 

[Ohfei'ving  Polixenes  and  Hermione. 
Upon  his  palm  ?  —  how  now,  you  wanton  calf ! 
Art  thou  my  calf  ? 

Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  lord. 

Leo.  Thou  want'll  a  rough  pafli,  and  the  fhoots  th^ 
I  have. 
To  be  full  like  me. — Yet  they  fay,  we  are 
Almoll  as  like  as  eggs ;  women  fay  fo, 
That  will  fay  any  thing ;  but  were  they  falfe. 
As  o'er-dy'd  blacks,  as  wirids,  as  waters  ;  falfe^ 
As  dice  are  to  be  wifti'd,  by  one  that  fixes 
No  bourne  'twixt  his  and  mine ;  yet  were  it  true 
To  fay,  this  boy  were  like  me.     Come,  Sir  page. 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin- eye,  fweet  villain. 
Moll  dear'll,  my  collop —  can  thy  dam  —  may't  be— - 
Imagination  !  thou  doft  ftab  to  th'  center, 
TJiou  doft  make  poflible  things  not  to  be  fo  held, 
Commuiiicat'ft  with  dreams  —  (how  can  this  be  ? ) 
With  what's  unreal.  Thou  co-adive  art,. 
And  fellow'ft  Nothing.     Then  ^tis  very  credent, 
Thou  may'ft  co-join  with  fomething,  and  thou  doll. 
And  That  beyond  commiffion  ;  and  I  find  itj 
And  That  to  the  infedion  of  my  brains. 
And  hardning  of  my  brows. 

Pol.  What  means  Sicilia? 

Her.  He  fomething  feems  unfettled. 

Pol.  How  ?  my  lord  ? 

Leo,  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  beft  brother  ? 

Her.  You  look. 
As  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  Diftradion, 
Are  not  you  mov'd,  rny  lord  ? 

Leo.  No,,  in  good  earneft. 
How  fometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly  ! 
Its  tendernefs,  and  make  itfelf  a  paftime 
To  harder  bofoms !     Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  methoughts,  I  did  recoil 
Twenty-three  years,  and  faw  myfelf  unbreech'd. 
In  my  green  velvet  coat ;  my  dagger  muzzled. 
Left  it  Ihould  bite  its  mafter  ;  and  fo  prove. 
As  omamexxts  oft  do,  too  dangerous ; 

How 
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How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel. 
This  fquafti,  this  gentleman.  Mine  honeft  friend. 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  money  ? 

Mam.  No,  my  lord,  I'll  fight. 

Leo.  You  will !  why,  happy  man  be's  dole  !     ■ 
My  brother, 
Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  I 

Pol.  \f  at  liome.  Sir, 
He's  all  my  exercife,  my  mirth,  my  matter  ;. 
Now  my  fworn  friend^  and  then  mine  enemy  5 
My  parafice,  my  foldier.  Hates -man,  all  ; 
He  make?  a  July's  day  fhort  as  December  ; 
And  with  his  varying  childnefs,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  fhould  thick  my  blood. 

Leo.  So  rtands  this  Squire 
Gffic'd  with  me :  we  two  will  walk,  my  lord. 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  Heps.     Hermione,. 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,,  fhew  in  our  brother's  welcome :: 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily,  ht  cheap : 
Next  to  thyfelf,  and  my  young  rover,  he's. 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her.  If  you  will  feek  us,- 
We  are  your's  i'th  garden  :  fhall's  attend  you  there  T 

Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you ;  you'll  be  found,> 
Be  you  beneath  the  flcy  :   I  am  angling  now, 
Tho'  you  perceive  me  not,  how  I  give  line  y. 
Go  to,  go  to.  [Afidty  ohfer^ving  Hermionc. 

How  fhe  holds  up  the  neb  !  the  bill  to  him  f 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  a  wife 

\_Exeunt  Polixenes,  Hermione  and  attendants', 
Manent  Leontes,  Mamillius,  cWCamillo. 
To  her  allowing  hufband.     Gone  already. 
Inch-thick,  knee-deep  j  o'er  head  and  cars,  a  forked 

one. 
Go,  play,  boy,  play —  thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too  ;  but  fo'  difgrac'd  a  part,,  whofe  iffue 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  grave  ;  contempt  and  clamour 
Will  be  my  knel.     Go,  play,  boy,  play  — there  have 

been. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  cuckolds  ere  now ; 

M  5  And. 
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And  many  a  man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent, 
Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  wife  by  th'arm. 
That  little  thinks,  Ihe  has  been  fluic'd  in's  abfence  ; 
And  his  pond  fifti'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 
Sir  Smi/e,  his  neighbour  :  nay,  there's  comfort  in't. 
Whiles  other  men  have  gates  ;  and  thofe  gates  open'd. 
As  mine,  againft  their  will.     Should  all  defpair. 
That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 
Would  hang  themfelves.     Phyfick  for't,  there  is  none  i 
It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  ftrike 
Where 'tis  predominant;  and  ^ 'tis  powerful :  think.it. 
Many  a  thoufand  of 's  have  the  difeafe  and  feel't  not. 
How  now,  boy  ?  •' 

Mam.  I  am  like  you,    they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. 
What  ?  Camilio  there  ? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo,  Go  play,  Mamillius  —  tbou'rt  an  honeft  man : 

[£;«//  Mamillius. 

SCENE    III. 

Camilio,  this  Great  Sir  will  yet  Iby  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold> 
When  you  call  out,    it  flill  came  home. 

Leo    Did'ft  note  it  ? 

Cam.  He  would  not  Hay  at  your  petitions  made  ; 
His  bufmefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Did'ft  perceive  it  ? 
They're  here  with  me  already ;  '  whifp'ring,  rounding; 
Sicilia  is  a  fo-forch  ;  'tis  far  gone. 
When  I  Ihall  gull  it  laft.    How  came't,  Camitloy 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 

Cam.  At  the  good  Queen's  entreaty. 

Leo^  At  the  Queen's  be't;  good,  fhould  be  pertinent ; 

2  ^-  ^iis  pd'werful:  tiink  it.J  After  this  there  are  four  lines  of 
infemous,  fenfelefs  ribaldry,  fiuck  in  by  fome  profligate  player,which 
1  have  cafhier'd  ;  and  hope  no  learned  critick,  or  fine  kdy,will  cfteena 
th's  a  cafirated  edition,  for  our  having  now  and  then  on  the  fame- 
seceflity,  and afur  having  given  fair  notice>  taken  the  fameliberty. 

3  —  ivkifp'ring,  rcunding  ;J  i.  e.  rounding  in  the  ear,  a  phrafe 
in  ufe  at  that  time.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  not  knowing  that,  al- 
tcro  the  text  to,  nvhiffring  nmd. 

But 
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But  fo  it  is,  it  is  not.     Was  this  taken 
By  any  underllanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks ;  not  noted,  is't. 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  fome  feverals 
Of  head- piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  meffes. 
Perchance,  are  to  this  bufmefs  purblind  ?  fay. 

Cam,  Bufmefs,  my  lord  ?  I   think  moft  underfUnd 
Bohemia  ftays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ay,  but  why  ? 

Cam.  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  th'entreati$8 
Of  our  moft  gracious  miflrefs. 

Leo.  Satisfie 
Th'entreaties  of  your  miftrefs  ?  fatisfie? 
Let  That  fuffice.    I've  trufted  thee,  Camilloy 
With  all  the  things  neareft  my  heart  ;  as  well 
My  chamber-councels,  wherein,  prieft-like,  thou 
Haft  cleans'd  my  bofom  :  I  from  thee  departed 
Tliy  Penitent  rcform'd  j  but  we  have  been 
Deceiv'd  in  thy  integrity;  deceiv'd 
In  that,  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord 

Leo,  To  bide  upon't ;  —  Thou  art  not  honefl ;  or. 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward  ; 
Which  hoxes  honefty  behind,   reftraining 
From  courfe  requir'd :  or  elfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  fervant  grafted  in  my  ferious  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent  j  or  elfe  a  fool. 
That  fee'ft  a  game  plaid  home,  the  rich  ftake  drawn. 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  jeft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  foolifli,  and  fearful  ; 
In  every  one  of  thefe  no  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongft  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world, 
+  Sometime  puts  forth.     In  your  affairs,  my  lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent. 
It  was  my  folly  \  if  induftrioully 

4  Commas  and  points  fet  light  by  Mr.  Theobald, 

X  played 
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I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence. 
Not  weighing  well  the  end  ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  ifTue  doubted,^ 
Whereof  the  execution  did^cry  out 
Againfl  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infeds  the  wifeft  :  thefe,  my  lord^ 
Are  fuch  allow'd  infirmities,  that  honefty 
Is  never  free  of.     But,  'befeech  your  Grace, 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  me  know  my  trefpafs 
By  its  own  vifage  ;  if  I  then  deny  it, 
^'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'  not  you  feen,  Camilhy 
(But  that's  palt  doubt,  you  have ;  or  your  eye-glafs 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn ; )  or  heard, 
(For  to  a  vifion  fo  apparent,  rumour 
Cannot  be  mute  ; )  or  thought,,  (for  cogitation 
Refidts  not  in  that  man,  that  does  not  think  it  j ) 
My  wife  is  flippery  ?  if  thou  wilt,  confefs  -, 
(Or  tl^Q  be  impudently  negative. 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,   nor  thought,)*  then  fay. 
My  Wife's  a  hobby- horfe,  deferves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax- wench,   that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth  plight :  fay't,  and  juftify't. 

Catn.   I  would  not  be  a  f^ander  by.  to  hear 
My  fovereign  mifirefs  clouded  fo,  without 
My  prefent  vengeance  taken ;  'fhrew  rr.y  heart. 
You  never  'poke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this  J  which  to  reiterate,  5werefm 
As  deep  as  that,  tho'  true. 

Leo.  Is  whifpering  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  r.ofes  ?. 
Kifr..,g  wi:h  irfide  lip  ?  flopping  the  career 
Of  'aughter  with  a  figh  ?  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honefty  :  )   horfmg  foot  on  foot  ? 
Skulking  in  corners  ?  wifhing  clocks  more  fwift  > 
Hour?,  minute^  ?  the  noon,  midpight,  and  all  eyes 
Blind  with  the  pin  and  web,  but  theirs  ;  theirs  only. 
That  would,  unfeen,  be  wicked  ?  is  this  nothing  I 

5  — —  were  Jin 

A^  deep  ai  that,  tho'  trne.'\   i.e.  Your  fufpicion  is  as  great  a 
£n  asvfcyid  be  that  (if  committed)  for  whjcb  you  fufpeft  her. 

WJiy,. 
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Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that's  in't,  is  nothing  j 
The  covering  Iky  is  nothing,  Bohemia  nothing  ; 
My  wife  is  nothing  ;  nor  nothing  have  thefe  nothings> 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam,  Good  my  lord,  be  cur'd 
Of  this  difeas'd  Opinion,  and  betimes  ; 
For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 

Leo.  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 

Catn.  No,  no,  my  lord. 

Leo.  It  is;  you  lie,  you  lie: 
I  fay,  thou  lieft,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee; 
Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  lowt,  a  mindlefs  flave. 
Or  elfe  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canit  with  thine  eyes  at  once  fee  good  and  evil^ 
Inclining  to  them  both  :  v/ere  my  wife's  liver 
Infedled,  as  her  life,  fhe  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glafs. 

Cam.  Who  does  infed  her  ? 

Leo,  Why  he,  that  wears  her  like  his  medal,  hanging; 

About  his  neck  ;  Bohemia, who,  if  I 

Had  fervants  true  about  me,  that  bare  eyes 

To  fee  alike  mine  honour,  as  their  profits. 

Their  own  particular  thrifts,  they  would  do  That 

Which  {hould  undo  more  Doing  :  I,  and  thou 

His  cup  bearer,   (whom  I  from  meaner  forme 

Have  bench'd,  and  rear'd  to  worihip  ;  who  may'ft  fee 

Plainly,  as  heav'n  fees  earth,  and  earth  fees  heav'n. 

How  I  am  gall'd  i )  thou  might'ft  be-fpiQc  a  cup. 

To  give  mine  enemy  a  Jafting  wink  ; 

Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sir,  my  lord, 
I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rafli  potion, 
^  But  with  a  ling'ring  dram,  that  fliould  not  work 

Malicioufly, 

6  But  with  a  ling* ring  dratrij   that  Jbould  not  work 

Malicioujly,  like  poifon  ;]  The  thought  is  here  beautifully  ex- 
prefled.  He  could  do  it  with  a  dram  that  fhould  have  none  of 
thofe  vifible  efFefts  tba  deteff  the  poifcner.  Thefe  effcds  he  finely 
calls  the  malicious  workings  of  poifon,  as  if  done  with  defign  to 
betray  the  ufer.  But  the  Oxford  Editor  would  ineo$l  Sbakefpear^s 
€xpreflion,  and  ifiads^ 

that 
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Malicioufly,  like  poifon :  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  In  my  dread  miftrefs^ 
So  fovereignly  being  honourable. 

Leo    IVe  lov'd  thee Make't  thy  queftion,    and 

go  rot : 
Do'ft  think,  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfettled. 
To  appoint  myfelf  in  this  vexation  ?   Sully 
The  purity  and  whitenefs  of  my  fheets, 
(Which  to  preferve,    is  fleep ;    which  being  fpotted, 
Js  goads,  thorns,  nettles,  tails  of  wafps :) 
Give  fcandal  to  the  blood  o'th'  Prince,  my  for. 
Who,  I  do  think,  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine. 
Without  ripe  moving  to't  ?  would  I  do  this  r 
Could  man  fo  blench  ? 

Cam.  I  muft  believe  you.  Sir  ; 
I  do,  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  for't : 
Provided,  that,  when  he's  remov'd,   your  Highnef'5 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  yours  at  iirft. 
Even  for  your  fon's  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
Known  and  aJly'd  to  yours. 

Leo.  Thou  doll  advife  me. 
Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  courfe  have  fet  down  ; 
I'll  give  no  blemiih  to  hex  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  lord. 
Go  then  j  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  friendihip  wears  at  feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia ^ 
And  with  your  Queen  :    1  am  his  cup-bearer  ; 
If  from  me  he  have  wholefome  beveridge. 
Account  me  not  your  fervant. 

Leo.  This  is  all  j 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  heart  j 
Do't  not,  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 

Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  hall  advis'd  fne^ 

[Exit. 

Cam.  O  miferable  lady  !  but,  for  me. 
What  cafe  Hand  1  in  ?  I  muft  be  the  poifoner 

that  Jhould  not  ivork 

Like  a  malicious  poifon: 

So  that  Gamilio'i  reaibajs  a^ite  M  ia  tbishappx  emeadation* 
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Of  good  Polixenesy  and  my  ground  to  do't 

Is  the  obedience  to  a  mailer  ;  one, 

Who,  in  rebellion  with  himfelf,   will  have 

All  that  are  his,  fo  too.     To  do  this  deed. 

Promotion  follows.     If  I  could  £nd  example 

Of  thoufands,  that  have  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 

And  flourilh'd  after,  Td  not  do't :  but  fmce 

Nor  brafs,  nor  Hone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  Orte  ^ 

Let  villany  it  felf  forfwear't.     I  mufl 

Forfake  the  Court  ;  to  do't,  or  no,   is  certain 

To  me  a  break-neck.     Happy  liar  reign  now  ( 

Here  comes  BoheiJiia. 

SCENE    IV^ 
Enter  Polixenes. 

Pol.  This  is  ftrange!  methinks, 
My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.     Not  fpeak  ?        u 
Good  day,   Camiilo. 

Cam.  Hail,  moll  royal  Sir! 

Pol.  What  is  the  news  i'ch'  ccuirt  r 

Cam..  None  rare,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  The  King  hath  on  him  fuck  a  cotintenancej 
As  he  had  loll  fome  province,  and  a  region 
Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  compliment,  when  he, 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  th'  contrary,    and  falling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,   fpeeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  confider  what  is  breeding. 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam.  I  dare  not  know,   my  Lord. 

Pol.  How,  dare  not  ?   do  not  ?  do  you  know,  and 
dare  not? 
Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts : 
For  to  yourfelf,  what  you  do  know,   you.  muf?; 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.     Good  Camiilo^ 
Your  chang'd  complexions  are  Co  me  a  mirror. 
Which  fliews  me  mine  chang'd  tool  for  i  muil  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
Myfelf  thus  alter'd  with  it. 

Cam,  There  is  a  iicknefs 

Whick 
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Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  dillemper ;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  difeafe,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you  that  yet  are  well. 

Pol.  How  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  bafilifk. 
I've  look'd  on  thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  better 
By  my  regard,  but  kill'd  none  fo  :  Camillo, 
As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman. 
Clerk-like  experienced,  (which  no  lefs  adorns 
Our  gentry,  than  our  parents'  noble  names. 
In  whofe  fuccefs  we  are  gentle  ;)  I  befeech  you, 
If  you  know  aught,  which  does  behove  my  knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  informed,  imprifon't  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 
Cam.  I  may  not  anfwer. 

Pol.  A  ficknefs  caught  of  me,   and  yet  I  well  ? 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd.     Dofl  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  parts  of  man, 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge,    (whereof  the  leafV 
Is  not  this  fiiit  of  mine,)  That  thou  declare. 
What  incidency  thou  doft  guefs  of  harm 
Is  creeping  towards  me  ;  how  far  oiF,  ho\v  near; 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,    if  it  be  ; 
If  not,  how  bell  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I'll  tell  you. 
Since  I  am  charg'd  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable ;  therefore,  mark  my  counfel ; 
Which  muft  be  ev'n  as  fwiftly  folio w'd,  as 
I  mean  to  utter  it ;   or  both  yourfelf  and  me 
Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  night. 

Po/.  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam.  I  am  appointed  Him  to  murder  you*, 

Pol.  By  whom,   Camillo? 

Cam.  By  the  King. 

Psi.  For  what  ? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he  fwcars> 
As  he  had  feen'i,  or  been  an  inftrument 
7  To  vice  you  to't,   that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
Forbiddenly. 

7  To  ^'cej/outo't, ]  i.e,  to  draw,  perfuade  you.     Thecha- 

la^ter  ij-ilci  the  yjfc,  ia  tts  y^d  plays,  was  the  Iftnftcr  to  evil. 
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?h.  Oh,  then,  my  beft  blood  turn 
To  an  infeaed  gcUy,  and  my  name 
Be  yoak'd  with"  his,  that  did  betray  the  beft  \ 
Turn  then  my  frelheft  reputation  to 
A  favour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  noftril 
Where  I  arrive  ;  and  my  approach  be  fhun'd,  _ 
Nay,  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'il  infedioft 
Tiiat  e'er  was  heard,   or  read  ! 

Cam.  Swear  {a)  this  though  over 
By  each  particular  Jftar  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences ;  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  fea  for  to  obey  the  moon. 
As  or  by  oath  remove,  or  counfel  fhake, 
The  fabrick  of  his  folly ;  whofe  foundation 
Is  pil'd  upon  his  faith,  and  will  contimae 
The  Handing  of  his  body. 

Fol.  How  fhould  this  grow  ? 

Cam.  I  know  not  j  but,  I'm  fure,  'tis  fafer  id 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  bom. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  honeft}^ 
That  lies  inclofed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawn'd,  away  to  night  j 
Your  followers  I  will  whifper  to  the  bufmefs ; 
And  will  by  twocs,  and  threes,    at  feveral  poftems. 
Clear  them  o*th'  city.     For  myfelf,  I'll  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  fervice,  which  are  here 
By  this  difcovery  loft.     Be  not  uncertain  ; 
For,  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  1 
Have  utter'd  truth ;  which  if  you  feek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  (land  by  ;  nor  fhall  you  be  fafer. 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  King's  own  mouth  y 
Thereon  his  execution  fworn. 

?oL  I  do  believe  thee  : 
I  faw  his  heart  in's  face-     Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  fhall 
Still  neighbour  mine.     My  fhips  are  ready,  and 
My  people  did  expeft  my  hence  departure 

Two  days  ago. This  jealoufie 

Is  for  a  precious  creature  ;  as  fhe's  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great ;    and,  as  his  perfon's  mighty, 
[  [a)  th'ii  though,  Mr,  Theobald Vulg.  bis  tbcugbt.] 
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Muft  it  be  violent ;  and,  as  he  does  conceive 

He  IS  diflionour'd  by  a  man,  which  ever 

Profeis'd  to  him;  why,  his  revenges  muft 

In  That  be  made  more  bitter.    Fear  o'er-fhades  mc  - 

^  Good  expedition  be  my  friend,  and  comfort 

rhegracioasQueen^s;  part  of  his  theam,  but  nothing 

pfhi3iIl-ta'enfurpicion!   Come,  Caynilloy 

I  will  refped  thee  as  a  father,  \i 

Thou  bearTr  my  life  off  hence.     Let  us  avoid. 

Cfi^«.  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  cpmmand 
Thekeysofallthepofterns  :  pleafeyour  Highncfs, 
i  o  take  the  urgent  hour.    Come,  Sir,  away.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The    Palace. 

Ettter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and  Ladies. 

Her,  ^-p  A  K  E  the  boy  to  you  j  he  fo  troubles  me, 
Jt       Tis  paft  enduring. 

I  lady.  Come,  rny  gracious  Lord, 
Shall  I  be  your  play -fellow  ? 

Mam.  No,  I'll  none  of  you. 

1  Lady.  Why,  my  fweet  Lord  } 

Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,   and  fpeak  to  mc  as  if 
1  were  a  baby  ftill ;  I  love  you  better. 

2  Lady.  And  why  fo,  my  Lord  ? 
Ma?n.  Not  for  becaufe 

Your  brows  are  blacker ;    (yet  black  brows,   they  fay, 

3  Gcod  expedition  be  my  friend,    and  comfort 

rhegraaous  ^een  ; ]    But  how  could  his  evoedition  com- 

fort  the  (^uee.i  ?    on  the  contrary,    it  would  increafe  her  Hufband'* 
Julpjcion.     We  fhould  read, 

■""■■■    ■  (ind  comfort 

The  gracious  Queen  5  ; 
it'  ^^^'^.'"^j'tion  my  friend,    and  be  comfort  the  Queen's  frend. 
Tht  Oxford  Editor  has   thought  fit  to  paraphiafe  my  correftion, 
and  10  reads, 

"Heaven  comfort 
*Tbe  gracicui  ^eert  j 

Become 
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Become  fome  women  bed ;  To  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  femicircle. 
Or  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen.) 

2  Lady.   Who  taught  you  this  ? 

Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  women's  faces  :  pray  now. 
What  colour  be  your  eye-brows  ? 

I  Lady.  Blue,  my  Lord. 

Mam\  Nay,  that's  a  mock  t  I've  feeu  a  lady's  nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eye-brows. 

1  Lady,  Hark  ye. 

The  Queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace :  we  ftiall 
Prefent  our  fervices  to  a  fine  new  prince 
One  of  thefe  days ;  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us. 
If  we  would  have  you. 

2  Lady.  She  is  fpread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  bulk  ;  (good  time  encounter  her !) 

Her.  What  wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  ?    come,  Sir, 
now 
I  am  for  you  again.     Pray  you  fit  by  us. 
And  tell's  a  tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  fad,  fhall't  be  ? 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mem.  A  fad  tale's  bell  for  winter; 
I  have  one  of  iprights  and  goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that,  good  Sir. 
Come  on,  fit  down.     Come  on,  and  do  your  beft 
To  fright  me  with  your  fprights :    you're  powerful 
at  it. 

Mam.  There  was  a  man ■ 

Her.  Nay,  come  fit  down;  then  on. 

Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard; 1  will  tell  it 

foftly  : 
Yond  crickets  Ihall  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  give't  me  in  mine  ear. 

SCENE     IL 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

Leo.  Was  he  met  there  ?    his  train  ?    Camillo  with 

him  ? 
Lord.  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them  \  never 

Saw 
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Saw  I  men  fcowr  To  on  their  way  :    I  ey'd  them 
Even  to  their  fhips. 

Leo.   How  blell  am  I 
In  my  jaft  cenfure !    in  my  true  opinion  ? 
Alack,   for  leiTer  knowledge,  how  accurs'd 
In  being  fo  blelt  ?    "  There  may  be  in  the  cup 
**  A  Ipider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink ;    depart, 
"  And  yet  partake  no  venom ;  for  his  knowledge 
•'  Is  not  infeded  j    but  if  one  prefent 
*l  X^'  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
"  How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracka  his  gorge,   his  fides 

"  With  violent  hefts. I  have  drunk,  and  k^ 

the  fpider.— — — 
Catnillo^  was  his  help  in  this,  his  Pander  :. 
There  is  a  plot  againft  my  life,   my  crown  ; 
All's  true,   that  is  miftrufled  :  that  falfe  villain. 
Whom  I  employ 'd,   was  pre- employed  by  him  : 
^  He  hath  difcover'd  my  defign,   and  I 
Remain  a  pinch'd  thing ;  yea,  a  very  trick 
For  them  to  play  at  will :  how  came  the  poUerns 
So  eafily  open  ? 

Lord.  By  his  great  authority. 
Which  often  hath  no  lefs  prevail'd  than  io 
On  your  command. 

Leo.  I  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  boy  i  I'm  glad,  you  did  not  nurfe  him  : 
Though  he  does  bear  fome  figns  of  me,  yet  you 

Have  too  much  blood  in  him..^ 

Her.   What  is  this,  fport  ? 

Leo.  Bear  the  boy  hence,    he  fhall  not  come  about 
her ; 
Away  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  herfelf 
With  that  {he's  big  with  :  for  'tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  fwell  thus. 

Her.  But  I'd  fay,    he  had  not ; 
And,  I'll  be  fworn,  you  would  believe  my  faying, 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  th'  nayward. 

I    He  hath  dijco'ver'' d  my  defign,  and  I 

Remain  a  pinch'd  thing  j-^ ]  Alluding  to  the  fuperftition  of 

the  vulgar,  concerning  thofe  who  were  enchanted,  and  falUned  to 
MIC  ipot,  by  charms  fuperior  to  their  own. 

Leo, 
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Leo,  You,  my  lords. 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  fay,  (he  is  a  goodly  lady,  and 
ThejulHce  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
'Tis  pity,  llic's  not  honed,  honourable  : 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form, 
XWhich  on  my  faith  deferves  high  fpeech,)  and  llraight 
The  fiirug»  the  hum,    or  ha, — (thefe  petty  brands. 
That  calumny  doth  ufe  :  oh,  I  am  out,  — 
That  mercy  do's ;  for  calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf.)  Thefe  {hrugs,  thefe  hums,  and  ha's. 
When  you  have  faid  (he's  goodly,  come  between. 
Ere  you  can  fay  ihe's  honeft  ;  but  be't  known, 
(From  him,  that  has  moft  caufe  to  grieve  it  Ihould  be ;) 
She's  an  aduhrefs. 

Her.  Should  a  villain  fay  fo, 
The  moft  replenifh'd  villain  in  the  world, 
He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  you,  my  lord. 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo.  You  have  miftook,  my  lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes.     O  thou  thing, 
Which  ril  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place," 
Left  barbarifm,  making  me  the  precedent. 
Should,  a  like  language  ufe  to  all  degrees ; 
And  mannerly  diftinguiihment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar. — I  have  faid, 
She's  an  adultrefs ;  I  have  faid  with  whom : 
More  ;  Ihe's  a  traitor,  and  Cmnillo  is 
A  federary  with  h^r ;  and  one  that  knows 
What  fhe  ftiould  Ihame  to  know  herfelf. 
But  with  her  moft  vile  Principal,  that  lhe> 
A  bed-fwerver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 
That  Vulgars  give  bold'ft  titles  j  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  efcape. 

Her.  No,  by  my  life. 
Privy  to  none  of  this :  how  will  this  grieve  you. 
When  you  fhall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that 
Yoii  thus  have  publifh'd  me  ?  gentle  my  lord, 
You  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  fay 
You  did  miilake. 

Leo.  No>  if  I  miftake 

In 
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In  thefe  foundations  which  I  build  upon. 
The  center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  fchool-boy's  top.     Away  with  her  to  prifon  ; 
He,    who  fl-iall  fpeak  for  her,  is  far  off  guilty, 
Eut  that  he  ipeaks. 

Her.  There's  fome  ill  planet  reigns  ; 
I  muft  be  patient,  'till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  afped  more  favourable.     Good  my  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping  ,•  (as  our  fex 
Commonly  are,)  the  want  of  which  vain  dew, 
Perchance,  fhall  dry  your  pities  ;  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns 
Worfe  than  tears  drown :  'befeech  you  all,  my  lords, 
With  thoughts  fo  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  beft  inftruft  you,  meafure  me ;  and  fo 
The  King's  will  be  perform'd! . 

Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

Her,  Who  is't,  that  goes  with  me  ?  'befeech  your 
Highnefs, 
My  women  may  be  with  me,  for,  you  fee. 
My  plight  requires  it.     Do  not  weep,    good  fools. 
There  is  no  caufe  ;  when  you  fhall  know,  your  miftrefs 
Has  deferv'd  prifon,  then  abound  in  tears, 
As  I  come  out ;  this  adion,  I  now  go  on. 
Is  for  my  better  grace.     Adieu,  my  lord, 
I  never  wifli'd  to  fee  you  forry ;  now, 
.1  truft,  I  fhall.     My  women, — come,  you've  leave. 

Leo.  Go,  do  your  bidding  ;  hence. 

\_Exit  Queen,  guarded ;  and  Ladies, 

Lord.  'Befeech  your  Highnefs  call  the  Queen  again. 

Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do.  Sir,  left  your  juftice 
Prove  violence  ;  in  the  which  three  Great  ones  fulfer. 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  fon. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  lord, 
I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t'accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlefs 
I*th'  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you,  (I  mean. 
In  this  which  you  accufe  her.) 

A 'it.  If  it  prove 
She's  otherwife,  I'll  keep  my  *  flable-ftand  where 

I  lodge 

a  "^^abU-fianA^I  Stable- ftand  is  a  term  of  the  foreft  laws, 

and 
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1  lodge  my  wife,  I'll  go  in  couples  with  her  : 
Than  when  I  feel,  and  fee,  no  further  truft  her  ; 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world, 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  flefh  is  falfe. 
If  fhe  be. 

Lei.  Hold  your  peaces. 

Lord.  Good  my  lord,' 

Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  ourfelves : 
You  are  abus'd,  and  by  fome  putter-on. 
That  will  be  damnM  for't ;  would  I  knew  the  villain, 
I  would  land-damm  him  :  be  fhe  honour-flaw'd, 
I  have  three  daughters ;  the  eldefl  is  eleven ; 
The  fecond,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  fome  five  ; 
%{ this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't.     By  mine  honour, 
I'll  geW  'cm  all :  fourteen  they  fhall  not  fee. 
To  bring  falfe  generations ;  they  are  coheirs, 
And  I  had  rather  glib  myfelf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  ifiue. 

Leo.  Ceafe  ;  no  more  : 
You  fmell  this  bufmefs  with  a  fenfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nofe  j    I  fee't  and  feel't, 
A%  you  feel  doing  thus;   and  fee  withal 
The  inlbuments  that  feel. 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo. 
We  need  no  grave  to  bury  hon«fty  ; 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it,  the  face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leo.  What  ?  lack  t  credit  ? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  lord, 
Upon  this  ground  j  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  true,  than  your  fufpicion ; 
Be  blam'd  for't,  how  you  might, 

Leo    Why,  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  of  this  ?    but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  infligation  t  our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counfels,  but  our  natural  goodnefs  . 
Imparts  this;  which,    if  you,  (or  llupifed. 
Or  feeming  fo,  in  ikill,}   cannot,  or  will  not 

and  fignifies  a  place  where  a  deer-f>?  'er  fixes  his  ft^iid,  and  keeps 
watch  for  the  purpofe  of  killing  deer  as  they  pafs  by,  Oxford 
Editor, 

Reliih 
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Relirti  a  truth  like  us ;  inform  your  felves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice ;   the  matter.. 
The  lofs,  the  gain,  the  ord'ring  on't,  is  all 
Properly  ours. 

Jnt.  And  I  wiih,   my  Liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  judgment  try'd  it. 
Without  more  overture. 

Leo^.  How  could  that  be  ? 
Either  thou  art  moft  ignorant  by  age. 
Or  thou  wert  born  a  fool.     Cami//o''s  flight. 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 
(Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  conjeflure. 
That  lack'd  fight  only  ;  nought  for  approbation, 
But  only  feeing ;  all  other  circumftances 
Made  up  to  th'  deed)  doth  puih  on  this  proceeding ; 
Yet  for  a  greater  confirmation, 
(For,  in  an  a6l  of  this  importance,  'twere 
Moft  piteous  to  be  wild)  J  have  difpatched  in  poft. 
To  facred  Delphosy  to  Apollo's  temple, 
C homines  and  DioHy  whom  you  know 
Of  fluff 'd  fufficiency  :  Now  from  the  oracle 
They  will  bring  all :  whofe  fpiritual  counfel  had. 
Shall  flop,  or  fpur  me.     Have  I  done  well  ? 

Lord.  Well  done,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  Tho'  I  am  fatisfy'd,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know,  yet  Ihall  the  oracle 
Give  reft  to  th'  minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Oome  up  to  th'  truth.     So  have  we  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  perfon,  fhe  fhould  be  confin'd  ; 
Left  that  the  treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence. 
Be  left  her  to  perform.     Come,  follow  us. 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick  j  for  this  bufincfs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

Jnt.  To  laughter,  as  I  take  it. 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III.     Changes  to  a  PrifoK. 

Enter  Paulina,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Paul  ft^  H  E  keeper  of  the  prifon,  call  to  him  : 

X  \Exit  Gentleman, 

Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am.     Good  lad/, 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee  ; 
What  dofl  thou  then  in  prifon  ?  now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,   do  you  not  ? 

Re-enter  Gentleman,  nvith  the  Goaler» 

Goa.  For  a  worthy  lady. 
And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

Paul,  Pray  you  then, 
Condud  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  may  not,  Madam; 
To  the  contrary  I  have  exprefs  commandment. 

Paul.  Here's  ado  to  lock  up  honefty  and  honour 
from 
Th'  accefs  of  gentle  vifitors !  Is't  lawful,  pray  you. 
To  fee  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ?  Emilia  F 

Goa.  So  pleafe  you.  Madam, 
To  put  a-part  tliefe  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Paul.  1  pray  you  now,  call  her  :  ♦ 

Withdraw  yourfelves.  {Exeunt  Gent.  &c» 

,    Goa.   And,  Madam, 
I  muft  be  prefent  at  your  conference, 

Paul.  Well  ;  be  it  fo,  pr'ythee. 
Enter  Emilia. 
Here's  fuch  ado  to  make  no  ftain  a  ftain. 
As  paiTes  colouring.     Dear  gentlewoman, 
How  fares  our  gracious  lady  ? 

Emil.  As  well,  as  one  fo  great  and  fo  forlorn 
May  hold  together  ;  On  her  frights  and  griefs, 
{Which  never  tender  lady  hath  borne  greater,) 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  time,  delivered, 

Paul.  A  boy  ? 

Emil.  A  daughter,  and  a  goodly  babe, 
I  ufty,  and  like  to  live  :  the  Queen  receivw 

Vol.  III.  N  Much 
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Much  comfort  in't  :  fays,  My  poor  prifoner, 
I'm  innocent  as  you. 

Paul.  1  dare  be  fworn  : 
Thefe  dangerous,  unfafe  lunes  i'tli'King!  befhrew  them. 
He  muft  be  told  on't,  and  he  fhall ;  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  beft.    ril  take't  upon  me. 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth,  let  my  tongue  blifter  ; 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  trumpet  any  more  !  Pray  you,  Emilia^ 
Commend  my  bell  obedience  to  the  Queen, 
Jf  Ihe  dares  trull  me  with  her  little  babe, 
I'll  Ihew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  th'  loud'll.     We  do  not  know. 
How  he  may  foften  at  the  fight  o'th'  chiW : 
Thefilence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Perfuades,  when  fpeaking  fails. 

Emil    Moll  wonhy  Madam, 
Your  honour  and  your  goodnefs  is  {o  evident. 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  mifs 
A  thriving  iffue  :    there  is  no  lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand.     Pleafe  your  ladylhip 
To  vifit  the  next  room,  I'll  prefently 
Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moll  noble  oifer. 
Who  but  to-day   hammer'd   of  this  defign ; 
But  durft.  not  tempt  a  miniiler  of  honour. 
Left  fhe  fhould  be  deny'd. 

Paul.  Tell  her,  Emilia, 
I'll  ufe  that  tongue  I  have ;  if  wit  flow  from't. 
As  boldnefs  from  my  bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  Ihall  do  good. 

Emil.  Now  be  you  bkft  for  it  1 
I'll  to  the  Queen  ;  pleafe  you,  come  fomething  nearer. 

Goa,  Madam,  if 't  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  Ihall  incur,  to  pafs  it. 
Having  no  warrant. 

Paul,  You  need  not  fear  it.  Sir; 
The  child  was  prifoner  to  the  womb,  and  is 
By  law  and  procefs  of  great  Nature  thence 
Free'd  and  enfranchised  ;  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty   of. 
If  any  be,   the  trefpafs  of  the  Queen. 
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Goa.  I  do  believe  it. 

Paul.  Do  not  you  fear  ;    upon  mine  honour,  I 
Will  ftand  'tvvixt  you  and  danger.  [Exeunt, 

•    SCENE     IV.      Changes  to  the  Palace. 
Enttr  Leontes,  Antigonns,  Lords  and  other  Attendants: 

Leo.  T^T  O  R  night,    nor  day,  no  reft; it  is  but 

X\l  weaknefs 

To  bear  the  matter  thus  ;  meer  weaknefs,  if 
The  caufe  were  not  in  being ;  part  o'th'caufe. 
She,  the  adult'reis  j  for  the  Harlot-King 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm ;  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  ray  brain  ;  plot-proof;  but  fhe 
I  can  hook  to  me  :  fay,  that  tat  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fre,   a  moiety  of  my  reft 
Might  come  to  m^  again.    Who's  there  ? 
Enter  an  Attendant. 

At  ten.  My  Lord. 

Leo.  How  do's  the  boy  ? 

Atten.  He  took  good  reft  to-night;  'tis  hop'd. 
His  ficknefs  is  difcharg'd* 

Leo.  To  fee  his  noblenefs ! 
Conceiving  the  diihonour  of  his  mother. 
He  ftraight  declin'd,  droop*d,   took  it  deeply  ; 
Faften'd,  and  fix'd  the  Ihame  on't  in  himfelf ; 
Threw  off  his  fpirit,  his  appetite,  his  fleep. 
And  down-right  languifh'd.     Leave  me  folely ;   go, 

{Exit  Attendant. 

See  how  he  fares —Fie,  fie,  no  thought  of  him  ; 

The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me ;  in  himfelf  too  mighty. 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance  ;  let  him  be. 
Until  a  time  may  ferve.     For  prefent  vengeance. 
Take  it  on  her.     Camillo  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  at  me ;  make  their  paftime  at  my  forrow ; 
They  fhould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them;  nor 
Shall  Ihe,  within  my  power. 

N  2  SCENE 
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^S  'C  E  N  E     V. 

^fiter  Paulina,   fwit/y  a  Child, 

Lord*  You  muft  not  enter. 

Paul.  Nay  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  fecond  to  me : 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  paffion  more,  alas, 
Than  the  Queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  foul. 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 
Ant.  That's  enough. 

Jtten.  \fv:ithin.']  Madam,  he  hath  not  flept  to-night, 
commanded 
None  fhould  come  at  him. 

Paul.  Not  fo  hot,  good  Sir ; 
I  come  to  bring  him  fleep.     'Tis  fuch  as  you, 
That  creep  like  fiiadows  by  him,  and  do  ilgh 
At  each  his  needlefs  heavings  j  fuch  as  you 
Nourifh  the  caufe  of  his  awaking.    I 
Do  come  with  words,  as  medicinal,  as  true ; 
3  Honeft,  as  either;  to  purge  him  of  that  humour. 
That  prefTes  him  from  fleep. 
Leo.  What  noife  there,  ho  ? 

Paul.  No  noife,  my  Lord,  but  needful  conference. 
About  fome  goifips  for  your  Highnefs. 
teo.  Howi? 

Away  with  that  audacious  lady. Antigonus^ 

I  charg'd  thee,  that  (he  fhould  not  come  about  rae  ; 
I  knew,  ihe  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  fo,  my  Lord, 
On  your  difpleafure's  peril,  and  on  mine, 
ghe  Ihould  not  vifit  you. 

tea.  What?  can'll  not  rule  her? 
Paul  From  all  diflionefty  he  can  ;  in  this, 
(Uriiefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done. 
Commit  me,  for  committing  honour,)  truft  it. 
He  ftiall  not  rule  me. 

Ant.  Lo-you  now,  you  hear. 
When  fhe  will  take  the  r°in,  I  let  her  run, 
But  Ihe'll  not  ftumble. 

3  Uonefi,  as  either  ; ]  /.  e.  whofe  fubjeft  is  the  Queen's  ia- 

rxcence :  oiherwife  there  would  be  a  tautology. 

Paui. 
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Paul.  Good  my  Liege,  I  come 

And  I  befeech  you,   hear  me,  who  profefs 
?»])felf  your  loyal  fervant,  your  phyfician. 
Your  moft  obedient  counfellor  :  yet  that  dares 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  evils, 
Than  fuch  as  moft  feem  yours.     I  fay,  I  come 
Prom  your  good  Queen. 

Leo.  Good  Qiieen  ? 

Paul.  Good  Queen,  my  Lord) 
Good  Queen,  1  fay,  good  Queen  ; 
♦  And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  fo  were  I 
A  man,  on  th'  worft  about  you. 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

PauL  Let  him,  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  tyts, 
Firft  hand  me  :  on  mine  own  accord,  I'll  ofF; 
But  firft,  I'll  do  my  errand.     The  good  Queen, 
Por  fhe  is  good,    hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter  j 
Here  'tis  j  commends  it  to  your  blefling. 

[Laying  doivn  the  child* 

Leo,  Out! 
A  mankind  witch  !  hence  with  her,  out  o'door  : 
A  moft  intelligencing  bawd ! 

PauL  Not  fo ; 
I  am  as  ignorant  in  That,  as  you 
In  fo  intituling  me  ;  and  no  lefs  honeft 
Than  you  are  mad ;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant. 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pafs  for  honeft. 

Leo.  Traitors ! 
Will  you  not  pufh  her  out?  give  her  the  baftard. 

[Te  Antigonus. 

4  And  ivould  by  combat  make  her  goody  fo  were  I 

A  man,  the  ivorji  about  you.'\  Paulina  fuppofes  tha  King's 
jeaicufy  to  be  raifed  and  inflamed  by  the  courtiers  about  him  j  who, 
flie  finely  fays, 

creep  like  Jhadcivi  by  him,  and  do  figb 

At  each  his  needlefi  headings  : 

Surely  then,  fhe  could  not  fay,  that  were  (he  a  man,  the  luorft  of 
*M\\  ^e  would  vindicate  her  miftrefs's  honour  againft  the  King  s 
fufpicions,  in  fingle  combat.     Shake/pear,  J  am  perfuaded,  wrote, 

• fo  ivere  I 

A  man,   on  th'  luorji  about  you. 
y.  e.  were  I  a  man,  I  would  viidicate  her  honour^  on  the  worft  of 
-jhefe  lycophants  that  are  about  you. 

N  3  Thou 
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Thou  dotard,  thou  art  vvoman-tyr'd  ;  unrooffeu 
By  thy  dame  Parf/ei  here.     Take  up  the  baftard, 
Take't  up,  1  fay ;  give't  to  thy  croan. 

Pau/.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  rhy  hands,  if  thou 
Take'il  up  the  Princef?.  by  that  s  forced  bafenefs 
"Which  he  has  pat  upon't .' 

Lt'y.  He  dreads  his  wife. 

Patfi    So,  I  would,  you  did  :    then  'twere  paft  all 
doubt. 
You'd  call  your  cliildren  yours. 

Leo.  A  neft  of  traytors  !   ^ 

^»/.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 

Pau/.  Nor  I  ;  nor  any 
But  one,  that's  here  ;  and  that's  himself.     For  he 
The  facred  honou"  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  fon's,  his  babe't*,  betrays  to  flander^ 
Whoie  fting  is  Iharper  than  the  fword's,    and  will  not 
(For  as  the  cafe  now  ftands,  it  is  a  curfe 
He  cannot  be  compcll'd  to't)  once  remove 
The  root  of  his  opinion,    which  is  rotten. 
As  ever  oak  or  ftone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  callat 
Of  boundlefs  tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  huftand, 

And  now  baits  me  ! This  brat  is  none  of  mine; 

It  is  the  lifue  of  Polixenes, 

Hence  with  it,  and  together  with  the  dam, 

Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

PauL    't  is  yours  ; 
And,  might  we  lay  th'  old  proverb  to  your  charge. 
So  like  you,  tis  the  worfe.     Behold,  my  lords, 
Akho'  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father  ;  eye,  nofe,  lip. 
The  trick  of 's  frown,  his  forehead,  nay,  the  valley. 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek,  his  fmiles. 
The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,   finger. 
And  thou,    good  Goddefa  Nature,   which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongft  all  colours 


-forced  bafenefs'^  forced  for  unnatural. 

No 
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No  yellow  in't ;  left  (he  fufpeft,  as  he  does. 
Her  children  not  her  hufband's. 

Lio.  A  grols  hag  ! 
And,  lozel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd. 
That  wilt  not  llay  htr  tongue. 

A'if.  Hang  ail  the  hufbands. 
That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourfelf 
Hardly  one  fubjecl. 

Leo.  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

Pau/.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leo,  ril  ha'  thee  burnt. 

Pau/.  I  care  not ; 
It  is  an  heretick  that  makes  the  fire. 
Not  file  which  burns  in't.     I'll  not  call  you  tyrant, 
But  this  moil  cruel  ufage  of  your  Queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accufation 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  fancy)  fomething  favour* 
Of  tyranny  ;    and  will  ignoble  make  you. 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  world. 

Leo.  On  your  allegiance. 
Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.     Were  I  a  tyrant. 
Where  were  her  life  ?  fhe  durft  not  call  me  fo. 
If  (he  did  know  me  one.     Away  with  her. 

Pau/.   1  pray  you,  do  not  pulh  me,  I'll  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord,  'tis  yours ;  J'o've  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  fpirit !  What  need  thefe  hands  ? 
You,  that  are  thus  fo  tender  o'er  his  follies. 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  fo  :   farewel,  we  are  gone.  [ExI/, 

SCENE    VI. 

Leo.  Thou,  traitor,  haft  fet  on  thy  wife  to  this. 
My  child?  away  with't      Even  thou,  thou  that  haft 
A  heart  fo  tender  o'er  it,    take  it  hence. 
And  fee  it  inftantly  confum'd  with  fire  ; 
Even  thou,  and  rone  but  thou.     Take  it  up  ftraight  s 
Within  this  hoiir  brirg  me  word  it  is  done, 
And  by  good  teitin.or.y,  or  I'll  feize  thy  life. 
With  what  thou  elfe  call'ft  thine  :  if  ti<ou  refufe^. 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  fay  fo  : 

N  4  The 
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The  baftard  brains  with  thefe  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dafh  out ;  go  take  it  to  the  fire. 
For  thou  fett'll  on  thy  wife. 

Ant.  I  did  not.  Sir  : 
Thefe  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  pleafe. 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lords.  We  can ;  my  royal  Liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leo.  You're  liars  all. 

Lords.  'Befeech  your  highnefs  give  us  better  credit. 
We've  always  truly  ferv'd  you,  and  befeech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us  :    and  on  our  knees  we  beg, 
(As  recompence  of  our  dear  fervices 
Paft,  and  to  come)    that  you  do  change  this  purpolc. 
Which  bemg  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody,  muft 
Lead  on  to  fome  foul  iffue.     We  all  kneel- • 

Leo.  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows : 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  baftard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?  better  burn  it  now, 
Than  curfe  it  then.     But  be  it ;   let  it  live  : 
It  fhall  not  neither. — You,  Sir,  come  you  hither ; 

[71?  Antigonus. 
You,  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  lady  xMargery,  your  mid.vife  there, 
To  fave  this  baftard's  life  ;    (for  'tis  a  baftard. 
So  fure  as  this  beard's  grey)    Vv'hat  will  you  adventure 
To  fave  this  brat's  life  ? 

Ant    Any  thing,  my  Lord, 
That  my  ability  may  undergo, 
And  noblenefs  impofe  :  at  leaft,  thus  much  j 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left. 
To  fave  the  innocent ;   any  thing  poffible. 

Leo.  Jt  fnall  be  pofTible  ;   fwear  by  this  fward. 
Thou  wilt  perform  m^  bidding. 
.  Ant.    T  will,   my  Lord. 

Leo.  Mark  and  perform  it ;   feeft  thou  ?  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  lliall  not  oi;ly  be 
Death  to  th^felf,    but  to  thy  lewd-tongu'd  wife, 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.     We  enjoyn  thee. 
As  thou  art  liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  baftard  hence,  and  that  thou  bear  it 

To 
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To  fome  remote  and  defert  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  dominions  i   and  that  there  thou  leave  it, 
(Without  more  mercy,)  to  its  own  protedion 
And  favour  of  the  climate.     As  by  ftrange  fortune 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  juftice  charge  thee. 
On  thy  foul's  peril  and  thy  body's  torture. 
That  thou  commend  it  ftrangely  to  fome  place. 
Where  chance  may  nurfe,   or  end  it.     Take  it  up, 

ylftt.  I  fwear  to  do  this :  tho'  a  prefent  death 
Had  been  more  merciful.     Come  on,   poor  babe ; 
Some  powerful  fpirit  inftruft  the  kites  and  ravens 
To  be  thy  nurfes !  Wolves  and  bears,  they  fay, 
(Calling  their  favagenefs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity.     Sir,  be  profperous 
In  more  than  this  deed  does  require  -,  and  blefling, 
Againfl:  this  cruelty,   fight  on  thy  fide  ! 

Poor  thing  condemn'd  to  lofs. 

\_Exity  ivith  the  child, 
Leo.  No  ;   I'll  not  rear 
Another's  ifiue. 

Enter  a  Meffengtr. 
Jirief.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  pofts. 
From  thofe  you  fent  to  th'  oracle,   are  come 
An  hour  fmce.     Ckomines  and  Dion, 
Being  well  arrived  from  Delphos,   are  both  landed. 
Hading  to  th'  court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you,  Sir,  their  fpeed 
Hath  been  beyond  account. 
Leo.  Twenty- three  days 
They  have  been  abfent :  this  good  fpeed  foretels. 
The  great  Apollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.     Prepare  you,  lords,  . 
Summon  a  feffion,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  moft  difloyal  Lady ;  for  as  Ihe  hathv 
Been  publickly  accus'd,  fo  (hall  Ihe  have 
A  jull  and  open  tryal.     While  ihe  lives, 
My  heart  will  be  a  burthen  to  me.    Leave  me. 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  \Exeunt  fe'verally, 

N  5  ACT 
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ACT    III.       SCENE     I. 

A  Part  of  Sicily,  near  the  Sea-fide, 
Enter  Cleomines  and  Dion. 

C/?^. ''nr^HE  climate's  delicate,  the  air  m oft  Twee t, 
X    ^  Fertile  the  ifle,  the  teiaple  much  lurpaffing 
The  common  praife  it  bears.  • 

Dion.  ^  It  fliames  report. 
Foremoft  it  caught  me,  the  celeftial  habits, 
(Methinks,  I  fo  fhould  term  them,)  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.  O,  the  facrifice  — 
How  ceremonious,,  folemn,  and  unearthly- 
It  was  i'th'  offering  f 

Cleo.  But  of  all,  the  burft 
And  the  ear-deafning  voice  o'th'  oracle. 
Kin  toy<?t;^'s  thunder,  fo  furpriz'd  my  fenfe,. 
That  I  was  nothing. 

Dion.  If  th'  event  o'th'  journey 
Prove  as  fuccefsful  to  the  Queen,  (O  be't  fo  ! ) 
As  it  hath  been  to  us,  rare,  pleafant,  fpeedy, 
3  The  ufe  is  worth  the  time  on't. 

I  Fertile  the  ifle, ]  But  the  temple  o{  Apollo  at  Be)fhi 

was  not  in  an  ifland,  but  in  pbocis,  on  the  continent.  Either 
ahakefpear,  or  his  Editors,  had  their  heads  running  on  Delos,  an 
jfland  of  the  Cyclases.     If  it  was  the  Editor's  blunder,  then  Sbukc' 

J'pear  wrote,  Fertile  the  foil, ■ — 

which  is  more  elegant  too  than  the  prefent  reading. 
2.  I  SHALL  report, 

For  most   it  caught   me,    &c.j    What  will  he  report?    And 
what  means  this  reafon  of  his  report,    that  the  celeftial  habits  moft 
flruck  his  obfervation  ?     Ws  Ihould  read, 
It  shames  report. 
Foremokt  it  caught  me.  ■  ■ 
Cleomines   had  jUft  befor.-  laid,  that    the  temple  much  furpajfed  the 

(ommor  praife   it  bore.     The  other,  very  naturally,  replitc it 

Jhamei  rtport,  as  far  AirpaSrirg  what  report  faid  of  it.  He  then  goes 
on  tc  particularize  the  wonders  of  th<  place  :  Foremoft,  or  firft  of 
all,  the  priefls  garments,  then  their  behaviour,  their  a£t  of  facri- 
fict,  &c.  in  reafonable  good  order. 

3  lie  time  is  Ivor  th  the  ufe  cnt.^   It /hould  be  juft  thereverfc> 
the  ufe  is  nvcrth  the  time  ori't. 
and  this  alteration  the  Q^^fird  Editor  approves. 

Cho. 
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CUo*  Great  Jpollo, 
Turn  all  to  th'  bell !  thefe  proclamations. 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  little  like. 

Dion.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 
Will  clear,  or  end  the  bufinefs ;  when  the  oracle, 
(Thus  by  Jpol/o's  great  divine  feal'd  up,) 
Shall  the  contents  difcover :  fomething  rare 
Even  then  will  rufh  to  knowledge.     Go  ;  frefli  horfes: 
And  gracious  be  the  iffue  !  iExiunt. 

SCENE    II.     Reprefents  a  Court  of  Jufiice, 

Leontes,  Lords  nnd  OfficerSy  appear  properly  feated, 

Z-^o.'T^HIS  feflion,  (to  our  great  grief,  we  pro- 

J^  nounce,) 

Ev'n  pufhes  'gainft  our  heart.     The  party  try'd. 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  our  wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd ;  —  let  us  be  clear'd 
Of  being  tyrannous,  fince  we  fo  openly 
Proceed  in  jiiftice,  which  fliall  have  due  courfe. 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. 

Produce  the  prifoner. 

Ofi.  It  is  his  Highnefs'  pleafure,  that  the  Queen 
Appear  in  perfon  here  in  court.     Silence  ! 

Hermione  is  brought  in,  guarded y  Paulina,  and  Ladles 
attending, 

Leo.  Read  the  indi£lment. 

Offi.  Hermione,  ^een  to  the  fworthy  Leontes,  King 
f/Sicllia,  thou  art  here  accufed  and  arraigned  of  high 
•  treafon,  in  committing  adultery  ixnth  Polixenes,  King  of 
Bohemia,  and  confpiring  nvith  Camillo  to  take  a^way  the 
.  life  of  cur  fo'jereign  lord  the  King,  thy  royal  hvjh and  v 
the  pretence  nvhereof  being  by  circiimfianccs  partly  laid 
open,  thou,  Hermione,  contrary  to  the  faith  and  alle- 
giance of  a  true  fubjeSt,  didjl  counfel  and  aid  them ^^ 
for  their  better  fnfety,  to  fly  aivay  by  night. 

Her,  Since  what  I  am  to  fay,  miift  be  but  I'hat 
Which  contradicts  my  accufation  ;  and 
The  teftimony  on  my  part,  no  other 

T?ut 
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But  what  comes  from  myfelf ;   it  Ihall  fcarce  boot  me 

To  fay,  Not  guilty  :  mine  integrity, 

Being  counted  falfliood,  (hall,  as  I  exprefs  it. 

Be  fo  received.     But  thus,  if  powers  divine 

Behold  our  human  aflion?,  as  they  do, 

I  doubt  not  then,  but  innocence  fhall  make 

Falie  accufation  blufti    *'  and  tyranny 

'*  Tremble  at  patience. — You,  my  lord,  befl  know. 

Who  leaft  will  feem  to  do  fo,  my  paft  life 

Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chafte,  as  true. 

As  I  am  now  unhappy  ;  which  is  more 

Than  hiftory  can  pattern,  tho'  devis'd, 

And  play'd,  to  take  fpec^lators.     For  behold  mc, 

A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,   which  owe 

A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  King's  daughter. 

The  mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  Handing 

To  prate  and  talk  for  life  and  honour,  'fore 

Who  pleafe  to  come  and  hear.     For  life,  I  prize  it 

As  I  weigh  grief,  which  I  would  fpare  j  for  honour, 

'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine. 

And  only  That  I  Hand  for.     I  appeal 

To  your  own  confcience.  Sir,  before  Polixenes 

Came  to  your  court,   how  I  was  in  your  grace. 

How  merited  to  be  fo  ;  fmce  he  came, 

With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I 

Have  ftrain'd  t'appear  thus ;  if  one  jot  beyond 

The  bounds  of  honour,  or  in  aft,  or  will 

That  way  inclining,  hardned  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'il  of  kia 

Cry,  iie,   upon  my  grave  ! 

Leo,  I  ne'er  heard  yet. 
That  any  of  thofe  bolder  vices  wanted 
Lefs  impudence  to  gain-fay  what  they  did, 
Than  to  perform  it  firft. 

Her.  That's  true  enough  j 
^  Tho'  'tis  a  faying,  Sir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leo,  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her,  More  than  miftrefs  of. 
What  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  T  muft  not 
At  all  acknowledge.     For  Polixenes, 
With  ^^hom  I  am  accus'd,  I  do  confefs, 

I  lov-a 
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I  lov'd  him,    as  in  honour  he  requir'd  ; 

With  fuch  a  kind  of  love,  as  might  become 

A  lady  like  me  ;  with  a  love,  even  fuch, 

So  and  no  other,  as  yourfelf  commanded  : 

Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think,  had  been  in  me 

Both  difobedience  and  ingratitude 

To  you,  and  towards  your  friend  ;  whofelove  hadfpoke. 

Even  fmce  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  infant,  freely. 

That  it  was  yours.     Now  for  Confpiracy, 

I  know  not  how  it  taftes,  tho'  it  be  difh'd. 

For  me  to  try  how  ;  all  I  know  of  it. 

Is,  that  Camilla  was  an  honell  man  ; 

And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelves 

(Wotting  no  more  than  I,)  are  ignorant. 

Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 

What  you  have  undertaken  to  do  in's  abfence. 
Her.   Sir, 

You  fpeak  a  language  that  I  underftand  not ; 

My  life  Hands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams. 
Which  I'll  lay  down. 

Leo-  Your  Adions  are  my  Dreams. 
You  had  a  Ballard  by  PoUxenes, 
And  I  but  dream'd  it :  —  as  you  were  part  all  fhame, 
(Thofe  of  your  Fa6l  are  fo)  fo  pail  all  truth  ; 
Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails  :  for  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  call  out,  like  to  itfelf. 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is,  indeed. 
More  criminal  in  thee  than  it)  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  jullice;  in  whofe  eafieft  paffage 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  threats ; 
The  bug,  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  feek  : 
To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity. 
The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  Favour, 
I-do  give  loll ;  for  1  do  feel  it  gone, 
But  know  not  how  it  went.     My  fecond  joy. 
The  f  rft-fruits  of  my  body,  from  his  prefence 
I'm  barr'd  like  one  infedious.     My  third  comfort, 
(Starr'd  moll  unluckily,)  is  from  my  breaft 
(The  innocent  milk  in  its  moll  innocent  mouth) 
Hard  out  to  murder  ;  myfelf  on  every  poll 
Proclaim 'd  a  flrumpet  with  immodeft  hatred ; 

The 
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The  child-bed  privilege  deny'd,  which  'longs 
To  women  of  all  fafhion  :  laflly,  hurried 
Here  to  this  place,  i'th'  open  air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  limit.     Now,  my  liege. 
Tell  me  what  bleffings  I  have  here  alive. 
That  I  fhould  fear  to  die  ?  therefore  proceed : 
But  yet  hear  this  ;  miftake  me  not ;  no  life,— • 
I  prize  it  not  a  ftraw  ;  but  for  mine  honour. 
Which  I  would  free,  if  I  ihall  be  condemned 
Upon  furmifes,  (all  proofs  fleeping  elfe. 
But  what  your  jealouiies  awake,)  I  tell  you, 
'Tis  Rigour,  and  not  Law.     Your  Honours  all, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oracle  : 
j^po/Zo  be  my  judge. 

SCENE    III. 
Enter  Dion  and  Clcomenes. 

Lord.  This  your  requeft 
Is  altogether  juft  ;  therefore  bring  forth. 
And  in  Jpollo\  name,  his  Oracle. 

Her.  The  Emperor  of  Rujfia  was  my  father  j 
Oh,  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  tryal  ;  that  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  mifery  ',  yet  with  eyes 
Of  Pity,  not  Revenge ! 

Offi.  You  here  fhall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Juftice, 
That  you,  Cleomines  and  Dion,  have 
;Seen  both  at  Delphos,  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feal'd-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  deliver'd 
Of  great  Apollo\  Prieft  ;  and  that  fmce  then 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal, 
Nor  read  the  fecrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  Seals,  and  read. 

Off.  Hermione  is  chu'e,  Polixenes  hiamelefs,  Ca- 
millo  a  true  SuhjeSl^  l,ec\ites  a  jealous  tyrant,  his  in- 
nocent bake  truly  begotte?  ,  and  the K:na/hallli've  'with' 
eut  an  heir,  if  That,  nxhich  is  loft,   be  not  fjund. 

Lords.  Now  blefled  be  the  great  Apollo  I 

Ber,  Praifed  ! 

LcOo 
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Leo.  Haft  thou  read  truth  ? 

Offi.  Ay,  my  lord,  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down. 

Leo.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'th'  Oracle  ; 
The  Sefiion  (hall  proceed  j  this  is  meer  falihood. 
Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  lord  the  King,  the  King  — 

Leo.  What  is  the  buiinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  fliall  be  hated  to  report  it. 
The  Prince  your  Ton,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  Queen's  Speed,  is  gone. 

Leo.  How  gone  } 

Ser.   Is  dead. 

Leo.  Apolloh  angry,  and  the  heav'ns  themfelves 
Do  ftrike  at  my  injuftice. — Now  now,  there  ? 

{Yitrmiont  faints. 

Paul.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  Queen :  look  down. 
And  fee  what  death  is  doing. 

Leo.  Take  her  hence  ; 
Her  heart  is  but  o'er-charg'd  ;  fhe  will  recover. 

[Exeunt  Paulina  and  ladies  'with  Hermoine. 

SCENE     IV. 

I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  fufpiclon  : 

'Befeech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 

Some  remedies  for  life,     ^ipollo,   pardon 

My  great  Prophanenefs  'gainfl  thine  Oracle  ! 

I'll  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes, 

New  woo  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  CamiUo ; 

(Whom  1  proclaim  a  man  of  Truch,  of  Mercy) 

For  being  tranfported  by  my  jealoufies 

To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chofe 

Camillo  for  the  minifter,  to  poifon 

My  friend  Polixenes ;  which  had  been  done. 

But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied 

My  fwift  command ;  tho'  I  with  death,  and  with 

Reward,  did  threaten,  and  encourage  him. 

Not  doing  it,  and  being  done ;  he  (moft  humane. 

And  iill'd  with  Honour)  to  my  kingly  Gueft 

Unclafp'd  my  practice,  quit  his  fortunes  here. 

Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 

Of  all  incertainties  himfelf  commended. 

No 
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No  richer  than  his  honour :  how  he  glitters 
Through  my  dark  Rufl !  and  how  his  Piety- 
Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker  ! 

SCENE     V. 
Enter  Paulina. 

Vaul.  Woe  the  while  ! 
O,  cut  my  lace,  left  my  heart,  cracking  it. 
Break  too.  — 

Lord,  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  ? 

Paul  What  ftudied  torments,  Tyrant,  haft  for  me  ? 
What  wheels  ?  racks  ?  fires  ?  what  flaying  ?  boiling  ? 

burning 
In  leads,  or  oils?  what  old,  or  newer,  torture 
Muft  I  receive  ?  whofe  very  word  deferves 
To  tafte  of  thy  moft  worft.    Thy  Tyranny 
Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufies, 
(Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 
For  girls  of  nine  !  )  O,  think,  what  they  have  done. 
And  then  run  mad,  indeed  ;  ftark  mad^  for  all 
Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  fpices  of  it. 
That  thou  betray 'dft  Polixenesy  'twas  nothing  ; 
That  did  but  +  fhew  thee  off,  a  fool,  inconftant. 
And  damnable  ingratcful :   nor  was't  much. 
Thou  would'ft  have  poifon'd  good  Camillo'^  honour. 
To  have  him  kill  a  King  :  poor  trefpaftes, 
More  monftrous  ftanding  by  -,  whereof  I  reckon 
The  cafting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter, 
To  be.  or  none,  or  little  ;  tho'  a  devil 
Would  have  fned  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't : 
Nor  is't  diredtly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 
Of  the  young  Prince,  whofe  honourable  thoughts 
(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender)  cleft  the  heart. 
That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  fooliih  Sire 
BlemiihM  his  gracious  Dam  :  this  is  not,  no. 
Laid  to  thy  anfwer;  but  the  laft,  O  lords. 
When  I  have  faid,  cry,  woe  !  the  Queen,  the  Queen,— 

4  .^— —  pjtio  thee  of  a  fcol — ]  So  all  the  copies.  We  fliould 
read,  --  Jheio  thee  off,  a  Jool^  —  ;.  e,  reprefent  thee  in  thy  true 
colours }  a  fool,  ao  laconHant;  ^i. 

The 
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The  fweeteft,  deareft,  creature^s  dead  j  and  vengeance 

for't 
Not  dropt  down  yet. 

Zor^.  The  higher  powers  forbid ! 

Paul   I  fay,  flic's  dead:  Til  fwear't:  if  word,  nor 

oath. 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee  :  if  you  can  bring 
Tinaure  or  luftre  in  her  lip,  her  eye, 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  Fll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.     *  Bat,  O  thou  tyrant ! 

*  Do  not  repent  thefe  things ;  for  they  are  heavier 
«  Than  all  thy  woes  can  ftir  :  therefore  betake  thee 

*  To  nothing  but  Defpair.     A  thoufand  knees, 

*  Ten  thoufand  years  together,  naked,  fafting* 

*  Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  Hill  winter 

«  In  ftorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 

*  To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leo.  Go  on,  go  on  :  ,       ^  ,         j  r     u 

Thou  can'ft  not  fpeak  too  much  ;  I  have  deierv  d 
All  tongues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord.  Say  no  more; 
Howe'er  the  bufinefs  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
I'th'  boldnefs  of  your  fpcech. 

Paul.  I  am  forry  for't. 
All  faults  I  make,  when  I  fhall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent  :  alas,  I've  fhewM  too  much 
The  rafhnefs  of  a  woman  ;  he  is  touch'd 
To  th'  noble  heart.     Whaf  s  gone,    and  what  s  paft 

help. 
Should  be  paft  grief.     Do  not  receive  affiidbon 
'At  my  petition,  I  befeech  you  ;  rather 
Let  me  be  punifh'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  fhould  forget.     Now,  good  my  liege, 
Sir,  royal  Sir,  forgive  a  fooliih  woman  ; 

The  love  I  bore  your  Queen— lo,  fooi  again  ! 

ni  fpeak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children  : 
I'll  not  reir.ember  you  of  my  own  lord, 
Who  is  loft  too.     Take  you  your  patience  to  you. 
And  I'll  fay  nothing. 

Leo.  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well. 
When  moft  the  truth  j  which  I  receive  much  better 

Than 
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Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.     Pr'ythee,  bring  mc 

To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  Queen  and  fon  ; 

One  grave  fhall  be  for  both.     Upon  them  (hall 

The  caufes  of  their  death  appear  unto 

Our  iTiame  perpetual ;  once  a  day  I'll  viilt 

The  Chapel  where  they  lye,  and  tears,   fhed  there. 

Shall  be   my  recreation.     So  long  as  natuic 

Will  bear  up  with  this  exercife,    fo  long 

I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.     Come,   and  lead  me 

To  thefe  forrows.  [ExeuKt. 

SCENE     VI. 

Changes  to  Bohemia.     A  defert  Country  ;    the  fea  at  a 
little  Diftance. 

Enter  Antigonus  cwlth  a  Child,  and  a  Mariner. 

Ant,  Op  H  O  U  art  perfed   then,    our  fnip  hath 

X  touch'd  upon 

The  deferts  of  Bohemia  F 

Mar.    Ay,  my  lord,    and  fear. 
We've  landed  in  ill  time  :   the  Ikies  look  grimly. 
And  threaten  prefent  blufters.     In  my  confcience. 
The  heav'ns  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry. 
And  frown    upon's. 

Ant.  Their  facred  wills  be  done  !   get  thee  aboard. 
Look  to  thy  bark,    I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  befl:  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'th'  land  ;  'tis  like  to  be  loua  weather. 
Befides,    this  place  is  famous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey,    that  keep  upon't. 

Arj.  Go   thou  away, 
ril  follow   inftantly. 

Mar.  Vm  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'  th'  bufinefs.  {Exit. 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe  ; 
I  have  heard,    but  not  bcliev'd,    the  fpirits  of  the  dead 
May  walk  again  ;  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appear'd  to  me  laft  night ;  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.     To  me  comes  a  creature. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  her  head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 

I  never  favv  a  velTel  of  like  forrow 

So  fll'd,  and  fo  becoming;  in  pure  white  robes. 

Like  very  fanclity,  ihe  did  approach 

My  cabin  where  I  lay  ;  thrice  bovv'd  before  me. 

And,  galping  to  begin  fome  fpeech,  her  eyes 

Became  two  fpouts;    the  fury  fpent,    anon 

Did  this   break  from  her.     Good  Antigonui, 

Since  fate,  againft  thy  better  diipofition. 

Hath  made  thy  perfon  for  the  thrower-out 

Of  my  poor  babe,    according  to  thine   oath, 

Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia^ 

There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying ;  and,  for  the  babe 

Is  counted  loft  for  ever  and  ever,  Perdita^ 

I  pr^ythee,  call't.     For  this  ungentle  bufmefs. 

Put  on  thee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  fhalt  fee 

Thy  wife  ^aulina  more.- -And  fo,  with  Ihrieks, 

She  melted  into  air.     Affrighted  much, 

I  did  in  time  colled  myfelf,  and  thought 

5  This  was  fo,  and  no  (lumber  :  Dreams  are  toys. 

Yet  for  this  once,  yea,  fuperftitioufly, 

I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe, 

Btrmione  hath  fuffer'd  death  ;  and  that 

JpoUo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  iffue 

Of  King  PoUxenes,  it  fiiould  here  be  laid. 

Either  for  life  or  death,    upon  the  earth 

Of  its  right  father.     Biofiom,  fpeed  thee  well ! 

\J^aying  doivn  the  child. 
There  lye,  and  there  thy  character  :  there  thefe, 
Which  may,  if  fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee,  pretty 
one, 

And  Hill  reft  thine.     The  ftorm  begins ; Poor 

wretch. 
That  for  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  expos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow,  (weep  i  cannot. 
But  my  htart  bleeds  :  and  moft  accnrft  am  I 
To  be  by  oath  enjoiu'd  to  this.)     Farewel ! 
The  day  frowns  more  and  more  ;  thou  art  like  to  have 

5  T/^Mwasso, ]  Inuher  think  5^ rt^?^<?ar  wrote  SOOTH, 

;'.  e,  a  truih,   a  reality.  ^   ,   , 

A  lul- 
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A  lullaby  too   rough  :    I  never  faw 

The  heav'ns  fo  dini'by  day.     A  favage  clamour  f 

Well  may  I  get  aboard  I  this  is  the  chace  ; 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exif,  purfuedhy  a  hear. 

SCENE     VII. 

filter  en  old  Shepherd. 

Shep.  '*  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and 
three  and  twenty,  or  that  youth  would  fleep  out 
the  reft  :  for  there  is  nothing  in  the  between  but 
getting  wenches  with  child,  wronging  the  ancientry, 

ftealing,  fighdng hark  you  now  ! would 

any  but  thefe  boiPd  brains  of  nineteen,  and  two  and 
twenty,  hunt  this  weather  ?  They  have  fcar'd  away 
two  of  my  bell  fheep,  which,  I  fear,  the  wolf  will 
looner  find  than  the  mafter ;  if  any  where  I  have 
them,  'tis  by  the  fea  fide,  brouzing  of  ivy.  Good 
1^  luck,  an't  be  thy  will!  what  have  we  here  ?  [Taking 
up  the  chiidJ]  Mercy  on's,  a  beame  !  a  very  pretty 
bearne  f  a  boy,  or  a  child,  I  wonder  !  a  pretty  one, 
a  very  pretty  one ;  fure,  fome  Ycape  :  tho'  I  am 
not  bookifli,  yet  I  can  read  waiting-gentlewoman  in 
the  'fcape.  This  has  been  fome  ftair-work,  fome 
trunk-work,  fome  behind-door-work :"  they  were 
warnier  that  got  this,  than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  I'll 
take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  I'll  tarry  'till  my  fon  come  :  he 
hollow'd  but  even  now ;  Whoa,  ho-hoa ! 
Enter  Clown. 

Glo.  Hilloa,  loa  ! 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near  ?  if  thou'lt  fee  a  thing  to 
talk  on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither. 
What  ail'ft  thou,   man  ? 

Clo  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights,  by  fea  and  by  land ; 
but  I  am  not  to  fay,  it  is  a  fea  ;  for  it  is  now  the  fky  ; 
betwixt  the  firmament  and  it  you  cannot  tliruft  a  bod- 
kin's point. 

Shep.  Why,  boy,  how  is  it  ? 
Clo.  "  I  would,  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how 
**  it  rages,    how  it  takes  up  the  Ihore ;  but  that's  not 
\^  to  tiie  point ;  oh,  the  moil  piteous  cry  of  the  poor 

"  foulsj 
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"  fouls,  fometimes  to  fee'  em,  and  not  ;o  fee  'em : 
*•  now  the  Ihip  boring  the  moon  with  her  main  maft» 
"  and  anon  fwaUow'd  with  yell  and  froth,  as  you'd 
,"  thruft  a  cork  into  a  hogfhead.     ^  And  then  for  the 

**  land  fervice to  fee  how  the  bear  tore  out  his 

"  ftioulder-bone,  how  he  cry'd  to  me  for  help,  and 
"**  faid,  his  name  was  Antigonus,  a  nobleman.  But  to 
**  make  an  end  of  the  fhip,  to  fee  how  the  fea  flap- 
"  dragon'd  it.  But  firft,  how  the  poor  fouls  roar'd, 
*'  and  the  fea  mock'd  them.  And  how  the  poor  gen- 
*'  tleman  roat'd,  and  the  bear  mock'd  him  ;  both 
"  roaring  louder  than  the  fea,  or  weather, 

Shep.  'Name  of  mercy,  when  was  this,  boy  ? 

C/o.  Now,  now,  I  have  not  wink'd  fmce  1  faw  thefe 
fights;  the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the 
bear  half  din'd  on  the  gentleman  ',  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  'Would,  I  had  been  by  to  have  help'd  the  old 
man. 

Clo,  I  would,  you  had  been  by  the  fhip-fide,  to  have 
help'd  her ;  there  your  charity  would  have  lack'd  foot- 
ing   yjiJe- 

Shep.  Heavy  matters,  heavy  matters !  but  look  thee 
here,  boy.  Now  blefs  thyfelf ;  thou  meet'll  with  things 
dying,  I  with  things  new-born.  Here's  a  fight  for 
thee  ;  look  thee,  a  bearing-cloth  for  a  fquire's  child  ! 
look  thee  here ;  take  up,  take  up,  boy,  open't ;  fo, 
let's  fee  :  it  was  told  me,  I  Ihould  be  rich,  by  the  fairies. 
This  is  fome  changeling  :  open't  ;  what's  within,  boy  ? 

Cio.  You're  a  mad  old  man;  if  the  fms  of  your 
youth  are  forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.  Gold ! 
all  gold! 

Shep.  This  is  fa'ry  gold,  boy,  and  will  prove  fo. 
Up  with  it,  keep  it  clofe  :  home,  home,  the  next  way. 
We  are  lucky,  boy  j  and  to  be  fo  ftiil  requires  nothing 
but  fecrefie.  Let  my  iheep  go  :  come,  good  boy,  the 
next  way  home. 

Ch.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings,   I'll 

6  And  then  for  the  land  fervice,"^  Every  one  fees  the  humour 
of  this  military  expreflion  of  land-fervice  j  and  how  well  it  is 
adapted  to  the  chara^er.    Yet  the  Oxford  Editor  alters  it  to  land' 
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go  fee  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman  ;  and 
how  much  he  hath  eaten  :    they  are  never  curft  but 
when  they  are  hungry  :  if  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll 
'  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed.  If  thou  may'ft  difcern 
by  that  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to 
th'  fight  of  him. 

Clo.-  Marry,  will  I ;  and  you  fhall  help  to  put  him 
i'th'  ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deeds 
on't.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Time,  as  Chorus, 
Time.  I,  that  pleafe  fome,  try  all,  both  joy  and  terror 
Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  error  ; 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Timey 
To  ufe  my  wings.     Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  paffage,  that  I  Aide 
O'er  fixteen  years,   7  and  leave  the  gulf  untry'd 
Of  that  wide  gap  j   fince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'erthrovv  iaw,  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant,  and  o'er  whelm  cuftom.     Let  me  pafs 
The  fame  I  am,  ere  ancient'fl  order  was. 
Or  what  is  now  receiv'd.     I  witnefs  to 
The  times,  that  brought  them  in  ;  fo  Ihall  T  do 
To  th'  freftieft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ftale 
The  gliftering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  tale 
Now  feems  to  it:  your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glafs ;  and  give  my  fcene  fuch  growing. 
As  you  had  flept  between.     Leontes  leaving 
Th'  effeds  of  his  fond  jealoufies,  fo  grieving 
That  he  (huts  up  himfelf ;   imagine  me. 
Gentle  fpedators,   that  I  now  may  be 
In  fair  Bohemia  ;  and  lemember  well, 
I  mention  here  a  fon  o'th'  King's,   whom  F/orizel 

•J  and   IccL've   the  "growth    wnry''d 

Of  that  tuide  ^ap  ;  J    Tl.e  grciotb  of  what  ?  The  reading 

is  nonfenfe.     Shr.hefpear  v,xox.'' 
——~  and  lea've  the  gvj  t   untry'^dy  i.e.   iinw?ded  thrr'.     By 
this  means,  too,  the  uriiorm.ty  of  the  nT-t-'plio     i?  reftoied.      All 
the  terms  I'f    ihe  renim'e.  ifhtine  to  a  C/«//"i  ?%  fwift  p^Jfj^e. — 
Jlide  o^er-^--.0-untiyd  ■■      wide  gap, 

I  now 
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I  now  name  to  you  ;  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 

To  fpeak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace 

Equal  with  vvondring.     What  of  ner  enfaes, 

I  lill  not  prophefie.     But  let  Time's  news 

Be  known,    when  'tis  brought  forth.      A  {hepherd's 

daughter. 
And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after. 
Is  th'  argument  of  time  ;  of  this  allow. 
If  ever  you  have  fpent  time  worfe  ere  now : 
If  never,  yet  that  'lime  himfelf  doth  fay, 
He  wiflies  earneftly,  you  never  may.  [Exit* 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The  Court  0/ Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo. 

Pol.  T  Pray  thee,  good  CamiUo,  be  no  more  importu- 
X  nate ;  *tis  a  ficknefs  denying  thee  any  thing,  a 
4eath  to  grant  this. 

Cam.  It  is  fifteen  years  fmce  I  faw  my  country  ; 
though  I  have  for  the  moft  part  been  aired  abroad,  I 
defire  to  lay  my  bones  there.  Belides,  the  penitent 
King,  my  mailer,  hath  fent  for  me  ;  to  whofe  feeling 
forrows  I  might  be  fome  allay,  or  I  o'erween  to  think 
fo,  which  is  another  fpur  to  my  departure. 

Pol.  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camilla^  wipe  not  out  the 
reft  of  thy  fervices  by  leaving  me  now ;  the  need  I 
have  of  thee,  thine  own  goodnefs  hath  made  :  better 
not  to  have  had  thee,  than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou 
having  made  me  bufmeffes,  which  none,  without  thee, 
can  fufficiently  manage,  mull  either  Hay  to  execute 
them  thyfelf.  or  take  away  with  thee  the  very  fervices 
thou  haft  done  ;  which  if  I  have  not  enough  confider'd, 
(as  too  much  E  cannot,)  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee 
fhall  be  my  ftudy ;  ^  and  my  profit  therein,  the  reaT>ing 

friendihips. 

1  and  my  profit  therein,  the  nt.  av  isG  frigtjdjhifs.]  This  is  non- 
fsnfe.     We  A^uld  read,    reapikx;  friendJJii^i^     The  King  had 

{did 
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friendfliips.  Of  that  fatal  country  Shilia,  pr'ythee, 
fpeak  no  more ;  whofe  very  naming  punifhes  me  with 
the  remembrance  of  that  penitent,  as  thou  caint  him, 
and  reconciled  King  my  brother,  whofe  lofs  of  his  mod 
precious  Queen  and  children  are  even  now  to  be  afrefli 
lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  faw'ft  thou  the  Prince 
Fiorizel  my  fon  ?  Kings  are  no  lefs  unhappy,  th^ir 
ilTue  not  being  gracious,  than  they  are  in  lofmg  them, 
when  they  have  approved  their  virtues* 

Cam,  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fmce  I  faw  the  Prince; 
what  his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown  : 
*  but  I  have  (m.ifllng  him)  noted,  he  is  of  late  much 
retired  from  court,  and  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  princely 
exercifes  than  formerly  he  hath  appeared. 

Pol,  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo,  and  with 
Tome  care  fo  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  fer\  ice, 
which  look  upon  his  removednefs ;  from  whom  I  have 
this  intelligence,  that  he  is  feldom  from  the  houfe  of  a 
moft  homely  fhepherd  ;  a  man,  they  fay,  that  from 
very  nothing,  and  beyond  the  imagination  of  his  neigh- 
bours, is  grown  into  an  unfpeakable  eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard,  Sir,  of  fuch  a  man,  who  hath 
a  daughter  of  moft  rare  note;  the  repo;t  of  her  is 
extended  more  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch 
a  cottage. 

Vol  That's  likewife  a  part  of  my  intelligence  ;  but, 
I  fear,  the  Angle  that  plucks  our  fon  thither.  _  Thou 
fhalt  accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not 
appearing  what  we  are)  have  fome  queftion  with  the 
Shepherd ;  from  whofe  fimplicity,  1  think  it  not  un  • 
eafie  to  get  the  caufe  of  my  fon's  refort  thither.    Pr'y- 

faid  his  fludy  fhould  be  to  reward  his  friend's  deferts  ;  and  then 
concludes  that  his  profit  in  this  ftudy  fliould  be  reaping  the  fmirs 
of  his  friend's  attachnient  to  him  ;  wh'.ch  refers  to  what  he  had 
before  faid  of  the  oecelfity  of  Camilh\  ftay,  or  oiherwife  he 
could  not  reap  the  fruit  of  thofe  bufineffei^  which  Camllo  had 
cut  out. 

2  but  I  have  {■iA\%%\nG'L^)  noted  y'l  We  fliould  read,  butlkayt 
(missing  him)  noted.  This  accounts  for  the  reafon  of  his  taking 
note,  becaufe  he  often  .mifled  him,  that  is,  wanted  his  agreeable 
company.  For  a  compliment  is  intended  ;  and,  in  that  fcTile,  it  is 
to  be  underftoodt    The  Oxford  Editw  reads,  w;y?«^/y  mted. 

thee, 
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thee,  be  my  prefent  partner  iii  this  bufinefs,  and  lay 
afide  the  thoughts  of  Sicilia. 

Cam.   I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

Pol.  My  bell  Camilio we  muft  difguife  ourfelves; 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE    ir.     Changes  to  the  Country. 
Enter  Autolicus  finging, 

WH  E  N  daffadils  begin  to  peere. 
With,  heigh!    the  doxy  o<ver  the  dale, 
3  Why,  then  come  in  the  /weet  o'th'  year  ; 

""Fore  the  red  blood  reins -in  the  ivinter  pale, 
^he  ivhite  Jheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge. 

With,  hey  !  the  fweet  birds,  O  honv  they Jing  f 
Doth  fet  my  (a^)  progging  tooth  on  edge : 

For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dijh  for  a  king, 
IThe  lark,   that  tirra-lyra  chants. 

With,  hey!  nvith,  hey!  the  thrujh  and  the  jay  : 
Are  fummer  fongs  for  me  and  my  aunts. 

While  nxe  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 
I  have  ferved  Prince  Florizel,    and  in  my  time  wore 
three-pile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  fervice. 
Butjhall  1  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear  ? 

The  pale  moon  Jhines  by  night  : 
And  ivhen  I  ^wander  here  and  there, 

I  then  do  go  moji  right. 
If  tinkers  may  ha've  lea've  to  li've. 

And  bear  the  fo^o-Jkin  budget  ; 
Then  my  account  I  nvell  may  gi've. 

And  in  the  Jlocks  avouch  it. 

3  Wby,  then  comes  in  the  fzocet  o'th*  year; 

For  the  red  blood  R  s  i  g N  s  /«  f -^e  w  i  n  T  E R ' s  pale.'\  I  thInJc 
this  nonfenfe  Hiould  be  read  thus, 

I'Fhy,  then  C07AT.  in  the  fzveet  o'th^year- 
'Fore  the  red  blood  reins-''«  the  ivinter  pale, 
i.  e.  Why  then  come  in,  or  let  us  enj ov,  pie  .fare,  while  the  fearoij 
fsrves,    before  pale  ivinter  reins-in  tht  red  or  youthful  blood;   aa 
much  a$  to  fay,    let  us  enjoy  life  in  youth,    before  old  age  comei 
and  freezes  up  the  blood. 

[(<»)  P^<^ii'"g Oxford  Edition Vulg.  puggirg.^ 

Vol.  III.  O  My 
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JMy  traffick  is  fhcets ;  when  the  kite  builds,  look  tg 
leffer  linnen.  ^  My  father  nam'd  me  Jutolicus,  being 
litter'd  under  Mercury  ;  who,  as  1  am,  was  likewife 
a  fnapper-up  of  unconfider'd  trifles :  with  die  and  drab, 
I  purchased  this  caparifon ;  and  5  my  revenue  is  the 
filly  cheat.  Gallows,  and  knock,  are  too  powerful 
on  the  high-way  ;  beating  and  hanging  are  terrors  to 
me:  for  the  life  to  come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of 
it.  w*^!'    A  prize !  a  prize ! 

SCENE    III. 
Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Let  mc  fee,— ^Every  eleven  weather  tods, 
Ctery  tod  yields  pound  and  odd  Ihilling ;  fifteen  hun- 
dred Ihorn,  what  comes  the  wool  to  ? 

Jut.  If  the  fprindge  hold,    the  cock's  mine. 

\_Jftde. 

do,  I  cannot  do*t  without  compters.  Let  me  fee, 
i^hat  am  I  to  buy  for  our  iheep-fhearing  feall,    three 

pound  of  fugar,    five  pound  of  currants,    rice^ 

%vhat  will  this  fifter  of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  but  my  fa- 
ther hath  made  her  millrefs  of  the  feaft,  and  (he  lays 
it  on.  She  hath  made  me  four  and  twenty  nofe-gays 
for  the  {hearers  -,   three-man  fong-men  all,   and  very 

4  My  father  nani'd  me  Autolicus,  Sfc]  Mr.  Tbiobald  fays, 
tie  allufion  is  unqutjiionably  to  Ovid.  He  is  miflaken.  Not  only 
the  allufion,  but  the  whole  fpeech  is  taken  from  Lucian  ;  who  ap* 
pears  to  havelcenone  of  our  poet's  favourite  authors,  as  may  be 
coUefted  from  feveril  places  of  his  works.  It  is  from  hii  d'fscurfe 
injudicial  Afirology,  where  Autolicus  talks  much  in  the  fame 
tnanner  ;  and  *tis  only  on  this  account  that  he  is  called  the  Ton  of 
Mercury  by  the  ancients,  namely  becaufe  he  was  born  under  that 
ylanet.  And  as  the  infant  was  fuppofed  by  the  Aftrologers  to  com- 
TOuntcate  of  the  sature  of  the  ftar  which  predominated,  fo  Autoli- 
cus was  a  thief. 

5  my  revenue  is  the  filly  chest. ^  Silly  is  ufed  by  the  writers  of 
cur  author's  rime,  for  fimple,  low,  mean  ;  and  in  this  the  hurnour 
of  the  fpeech  confiAs.  I  don't  afpire  to  arduous  and  high  things, 
as  bridewell  or  the  gallows ;  I  am  content  with  this  humble  anl 
Sow  way  of  life,  zt  ^  fnapper-up  of  unconfidtfd  trifie^.  But  the 
Oxford  Editor,  who,  by  his  emendations,  fecms  to  have  declared 
W4r  againft  all  Sbakejpear^s  bumOBr,  alters  it  to,  tbefy  cheat. 

good 
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good  ones,  but  they  are  moft  of  them  means  and  bafes ; 
but  one  Puritan  among  them,  and  he  fmgs  pfalms  to 
hornpipes.  I  mull  have  fafFron  to  colour  the  warden- 
pies,    mace dates none that's  out  of  xrty 

note :  nutmegs,  feven ;  a  race  or  two  of  ginger,  but 
that  I  may  beg  ;  four  pound  of  prunes,  and  as  liiany 
raifms  o'  th'  fun. 

Mt,  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 

[Groweling  en  the  Ground, 

Ch.  I'th'  name  of  me- 

Aut.  Oh,  help  me,  help  me  :  pluck  but  off  thefe 
rags,   and  then  death,  death 

Clo.  Alack,  poor  foul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  rags 
to  lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off. 

Jut.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loathfomnefs  of  them  offends  me, 
more  than  the  flripes  I  have  receivM,  which  are  mighty 
ones,  and  millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  man !  a  million  of  beating  may 
come  to  a  great  matter. 

Aut.  I  am  robb'd.  Sir,  and  beaten ;  my  money  and 
apparel  ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  things  put 
upon  me. 

Clo.  What,  by  a  horfeman,  or  a  footman? 

.Aut'  A  footman,  fweet  Sir,  a  footman, 

Ch,  Indeed,  he  ihould  be  a  foot-man,  by  the  gar- 
ments he  hath  left  with  thee  ;  if  this  be  a  horfe-man's 
coat,  it  hath  feen  very  hot  fervice.  Lend  me  thy 
hand,  I'll  help  thee.     Come,  lend  me  thy  hand. 

[He'piftg  him  up, 

Aui.  Oh !  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh  ! 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  foul. 

Aut.  O  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir  :  I  fear.  Sir,  my 
flioulder-blade  is  out. 

Clo,  How  now  ?  canft  ffand  ? 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  Sir;  good  Sir,  foftly;  you  ha' 
done  me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  money  I  I  have  a  little  money 
for  thee. 

Aut.  No,,  good  fweet  Sir  ;  no,  Ibefeechyou,  Sir; 

I  have  a  kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  of  a  mile 

hence,    unto  whom  I  was  going,    I  fhall  there  have 

O  z  montv. 
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money,  or  any  thing  I  want :    offer  me  no  money,  I 
pray  you  j  that  kills  my  heart. 

do.  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robb'd 

you  ? 

Aut.  "  A  fellow,  Sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go 
«  about  ^  with  trol-my-dames  :  I  knew  him  once  a 
"  fervant  of  the  prince  ;  I  cannot  tell,  good  Sir,  for 
««  which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly 
"  whipp'd  out  of  the  court. 

Clo.  "  His  vices,  you  would  fay ;  there's  no  virtue 
*^  whipp'd  out  of  the  court ;  they  cheriib  it  to  make 
**  it  Hay  there,  and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

Aut.  "  Vices  I  would  fay,  Sir.  I  know  this  man 
«'  well,  he  hath  been  fmce  an  ape  bearer,  then  a  pro- 
**  cefs-ferver,  a  bailiff;  then  he  compafs'd  a  7  motion 
**  of  the  prodigal  fon,  and  married  a  tinker's  wife 
'*  within  a  mile  where  my  land  and  living  lies ;  and, 
"•  having  flown  over  many  knavifh  profefiions,  he  fet- 
*«  tied  only  in  a  rogue  ;"  fome  call  him  Autolicus. 

Ch.  Out  upon  him,  prig  !  for  my  life,  prig  j—- 
he  haunts  wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Aut.  Very  true,  Sir  ;  he.  Sir,  he  ;  that's  the  rogue, 
that  put  me  into  this  apparel. 

Clo.  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  J^ohemia  ; 
'li  you  had  but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he'd  have 
lun. 

Aut.  I  muft  confefs  to  you  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter ;  I 
am  falfe  of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew,  I  war- 
^•ant  him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  now  ? 

Aut.  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was ;  I  can 
Sand,  and  walk  j  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you, 
and  pace  foftly  towards  my  kinfman's. 

Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

Aut.  No,  good-fac'd  Sir  ;  no,  fweet  Sir. 

Clo.  Then,  farewel,  I  muil  go  to  buy  fpices  for  our 
flieep-fhearing.  \_Extt. 

6  luitb  trol-my-dajnes ;]  trou-madane,  French.  The  game  of 
«lne-holes.  • 

7  motion  of  the  prodigal  fon,]  i.e.  the  Puppet -Jhevf,  then  called 
Mfitlins,    A  term  frequently  occurring  in  our  Author. 

Auf. 
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jiut.  Profper  you,  fweet  Sir  !  Your  purfe  is  not  hot 
tnough  to  porchafe  your  fplce.  Til  be  with  you  at 
your  fheep-fhearing  too  :  if  I  make  not  this  cheat 
bring  out  another,  and  the  Ihearers  prove  flieep,  ^  let 
jne  be  unroll'd,  and  my  name  put  into  the  book  of 
virtue  ! 

SONG. 

Jog  9?jy  Jog  on,  the  foot-path  nxjayt 

And  merrily  hent  the  Ji He- a, 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day. 

Tour  fad  tires  in  a  mile- a  >  [Exit. 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

1U  frofpea  of  a  Shepherd's  Cotte. 

Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

//<?.  ^T^H  E  S  E  your  unufual  weeds  to  each  part  of 

Do  give  a  life  :   no  fhepherdefs,   but  flora 
Peering  in  April's  front.     This  your  fheep-fhearing 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods. 
And  you  the  Queen  on't. 

Per.  Sir,  my  gracious  lord, 
To  chide  at  your  extreams  it  not  becomes  me : 
Oh  pardon,  that  1  name  them  :  your  high  felf. 
The  gracious  mark  o'th'  land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
With  a  fwain's  wearing)   and  me,  poor  lowly  maid. 
Moil  goddefs-like  prank'd  up.     But  that  our  feafts 
In  every  mefs  have  folly,    and  the  feeders 
Digeft  it  with  a  cuftom,  I  fhould  blufh 
To  fee  you  fo  attired  ;  9  fworn,  I  think. 

To 

%  Itt  tns  be  unroll' df  and  my  name  put  into  the  book  of  virtut  /J 
Befeging  gipfies,  in  the  time  of  our  author,  were  in  gangs  and  com- 
panies, thit  hid  fomething  of  tlie  Ihew  of  an  incorporated  Body. 
From  this  noble  fociety  he  wiihes  he  may  be  unrolled  if  he  does 
not  fo  and  fo. 

9  ■ fivorn,   I  think. 

To  Jhsiv  myfelf  a  glafs.'j  i.  e.  one  would  think  that  in  putting 

oa  this  habit  of  a  flieplurd,  you  had  fworn  to  put  me  out  cf  conn- 

O  3  tcnance; 
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To  fhew  myfelf  a  glafs. 

Flo.  I  blefs  the  time, 
'When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 
Thy  father's  ground. 

Per.  Now  Jonje  afford  you  caufe  ! 
To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  greatnefs 
Hath  not  been  us'd  to  fear  ;  ev^n  now  I  tremble 
To  think,  your  father,  by  fome  accident, 
Should  pafs  this  way,  as  you  did  :   oh,  the  fates ! 
How  would  he  look,    to  fee  his  work,    fo  noble, 
Vildly  bound  up  !    what  would  he  fay  !   or  how 
Should  I  in  thefe  my  borrow'd  flaunts  behold 
The  flernnefs  of  his  prefence ! 

Tlo.  Apprehend 
Nothing  but  jollity  :  the  Gods  themfelves, 
Humbling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  ftiapes  of  beafts  upon  them.     Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd  j  the  green  Neptunt 
A  ram,  and  bleated  ;  and  the  fire-rob'd  God, 
Golden  Apolh,  a  poor  humble  fwain. 
As  I  feem  now.     Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chaile :    fince  my  defires 
Run  not  before  mine  honour,  nor  my  lulls 
Burn  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Per.   O,  but,  dear  Sir, 
Your  refolution  cannot  hold,   when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  mull  be,  by  th'  power  o'th'  King. 
One  of  thefe  tv/o  muft  be  neceffities. 
Which  then  will  fpeak,    that  you  muft  change  this 

purpofe. 
Or  I  my  life. 

tcnance  ;  for  in  thif,  as  In  a  glafs,  you  fliew  me  how  much  below 
yoarfelf  you  muft  defccnd  betore  you  can  get  upon  a  level  with  me. 
The  fentiment  is  fine,  and  expreffts  nil  the  delicacy,  as  well  as 
humble  modeHy  of  the  charafttr.  But  the  O-xford  Editor  alters 
it  to, 

fwoon,    I  think. 
To  Jhtw  myjelf  a  gl^^fs. 
What  he  means  I  don't  know.     But  Perdita  was  not  h  much 
given  toftvooning,  as  appears  by  her  behaviour  at  the  King's  threats, 
Mhen  the  intrigue  was  difcoveied. 
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I7o.  Thou  deareft  Per^ita, 
With  theie  forc'd  thoughts,  I  pr'ythee,  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'th'  feaft  ;  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair. 
Or  not  my  father's.    For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.  To  this  I  am  moll  conftant, 
Tho'  deftiny  fay  no.  Be  merry,  (Gentle,) 
Strangle  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.     Your  guefts  are  comlng-i 
Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  'twere  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  fhall  come. 

Per.  O  lady  fortune. 
Stand  you  aufpicious  f 

SCENE.    V. 

EKter^hepherJ,  Clonvn,  Mopfa, 'Dorcas,  SifvafttJi 
nvith  Polixenes  and  Camillo  difguiid. 

Flo.  See,  your  guefts  approach ; 
Addrefs  yourfelf  to  entertain  them  fprightly. 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep.  "  Fie,  daughter ;  when  my  old  wife  liv'd,  upon 
"  This  day  fhe  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook, 
"  Both  dame  and  fervant ;  welcom'd  all ;  ferv'd  all ; 
•'  Would  nng  her  fong,  and  dance  her  turn  ;  now  hcrc 
«'  At  upper  end  o'th'  table,  now  i'th'  middle  : 
«'  On  his  fhoulder,  and  his  ;  her  face  o'  fire 
*«  With  labour ;  and  the  thing  fhe  took  to  quench  it 
**  She  would  to  each  one  fip."     You  are  retired. 
As  if  you  were  a  feafted  one,  and  not 
The  hoftefs  of  the  meeting  :  pray  you,  bid 
Thefe  unknown  friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known, 
Com«,  quench  your  blufhes,  and  prefent  yourfelf 
That  which  you  are,  miftrefs  o'th'feaft*  _  Come  on,' 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  fheep-lhearing. 
As  your  good  flock  fhaJl  profper. 

Per,  Sirs,  welcome.  [T^  Polix.  a «i^  Camillo.^ 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  fhould  take  on  me 

The  hoftefsfhip  o'th'day  ',  you're  welcome,  Sirsi      ^    ' 

Give  me  thofe  flowers  there,  Dorr^j  —  Reverend  Sirs, 

O  4  !!  Fer 
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•*  For  you  there*s  rofemary  and  rue,  thefe  keep 
*'  Seeming  and  favour  all  the  winter  long  : 
**  Grace  and  remembrance  be  anto  you  both, 
"  And  welcome  to  our  fhearing  ! 

PoL  Shepherdefs, 
(A  fair  one  are  you,)  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per,  "  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, 
•*  Not  yet  on  fummer's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
**  Of  trembling  winter,  the  faireH  flowers  o'th'  feafon 
•*  Are  our  carnations,  and  llreak'd  gilly- flowers, 
•*  Which  fome  call  nature's  baftards  :  of  that  kind 
**  Our  ruftick  garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
"  To  get  flips  of  them 

Po/.  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden. 
Do  you  negledl  them  ? 

Per.  "  For  I  have  heard  it  faid, 
•*  There  is  an  art,  which  in  their  piednefs  Iharcs 
**  With  great  creating  nature. 

Po/.  Say,  there  be  ; 
«*  Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean, 
«*  But  nature  makes  that  mean ;  fo  over  that  art, 
**  Which,  you  fay,  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
•*  That  nature  makes  j  you  fee,  fweet  maid,  we  marry 
•*  A  gentle  fcyon  to  the  wildeft  flock ; 
*'  And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  bafer  kind 
*'  Bv  bud  of  nobler  race.     This  is  an  art, 
<«  Which  does  mend  nature,  change  it  rather ;  but 
*'  The  art  itfelf  is  nature. 

Per.  So  it  is. 

Pol'   Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  gilly-flowers. 
And  do  not  call  them  ballardi. 

Per.  *'  ril  not  put 
•*  The  dibble  in  earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them  : 
•'  No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  I  would  wifli 
**  This  youth  fliould  fay,  'twere  well ;  and  only  there- 

"  fore 
<•  Deflre  to  breed  by  me.  —  Here's  flowers  for  you  ; 
'^  Hot  lavender,  mints,  favoury,  marjoram, 
**  The  mary-gold,  that  goes  co  bed  with  th'  fun, 
V  And  with  him  rifes,  weeping  :  thefe  are  flowers 

*'  Of 
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"  Of  middle  fummer,  and  1  think,  they  are  given 
«  To  men  of  middle  age."     Y'are  very  welcome. 

Cam.  I  fliould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock. 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  **  Out,  alas ! 
«'  You'd  be  fo  lean,  that  Wafts  of  January 
**  Would  blow  you  through  and  through.     Now,  my 

'*  faireil  friend, 
**  I  would,  I  had  fome  flowers  o'th'  fpring,  that  might 
**  Become  your  time  of  day  ;  and  yours,  and  yours^ 
•'  That  wear  upon  your  virgin -branches  yet 
**  Your  maiden-heads  growing  :  O  Froftrpina, 
"  For  the  flowers  now.  "that,  frighted,  thou  let'fl  fall 
«  From  Dis^s  waggon  !  daffadils, 
*'  That  come  before  the  fwallow  dares,  and  take 
**  The  winds  of  Mdrch  with  beauty  ;  violets  dim, 
"  But  fweeter  than  the  lids  of  Jutio\  eyes, 
«*  Or  Cythersas  breath,  pale  primrofes, 
**  That"'die  unmarried,  ere  they  can  behold 
*'  Bright  Fhtebus  in  his  ftrength;    (a  malady 
*•'  Moil  incident  to  maids  i)  (a)  gold  ox-lips,  and 
"  The  crown  imperial  ;  lillies  of  all  kinds, 
**  The  flower- delis  being  one.     O  thefe,  I  lack 
"  To  make  you  garlands  of,  and,  my  fweet  friend, 
**   To  ftrow  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flo.   What  ?  like  a  coarfe  ? 

Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  oa  > 
Not  like  a  coarfe  ;  or  if,  —  not  to  be  buried 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.  Come,  take  your  flowers  i 
Methinks,  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
In  Whitfon  paftorals  :  fure,  this  robe  of  mmq 
Does  change  my  difpofition. 

Flo.  What  you  do. 
Still  betters  what  is  done.    Wlien  you  fpeak,  (fweet) 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever  ;  when  you  flng, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo ;  fo,  give  alms  ; 
Pray,  fo ;  and  for  the  ordering  your  affairs, 
To  flng  them  too.     When  you  dance,  I  wifli  you 
A  wave  o'th'  fea,  that  you  might  ever  do 

l(a}  gold,  Qpiford  y.i\lQX ' Vulg.  bold.] 

O  5  Nothings 
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Nothing  but  that ;  move  ftill,  ftill  fo. 

And  own  no  other  fundion.     Each  your  doings 

So  fmgular  in  each  particular. 

Crowns  what  you're  doing  in  the  prefent  deeds. 

That  all  your  ads  are  Queens. 

Per,  O  DoricleSy 
Your  praifes  are  too  large  ;  but  that  your  youth. 
And  the  true  blood,  which  peeps  forth  fairly  through  it^ 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  fhepherd ; 
With  wifdom  I  might  fear,  my  Dor  ides. 
You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way. 

Flo,  *  I  think,  you  have 
As  little  ikill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 
To  put  you  to't.    But,  come ;  pur  dance,  I  pray  ; 
Your  hand,   my  Perdita  j  fo  turtles  pair,. 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  I'll  fwear  for  'em. 

Pol.  "  This  is  the  prettiefl  low-born  lafs,  that  ever 
*•  Ran  on  the  green-ford ;  nothing  fhe  does,    or  feems^ 
But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  herfelf. 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething, 
That  makes  her  blood  look  (a)  out :  good  footh,  Ihe  is 
The  Queen  of  curds  and  cream. 

Clo,  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 

Dor.  Mop/a  mud  be  your  millrefs ;  marry,   garlick 
^o  mend  her  kiffing  with 

Mop.  Now,  in  good  time  ! 

Cla.  Not  a  word,  a  word ;  we  Hand  upon  our  man- 
ners ;  come,  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Sbepherdejis. 

P^I.   Pray,   good  fhepherd,  what  fair  fwain  is  this 
Who  dances  with  your  daughter  ? 

Shep.  They  call  him  Dorklesy  and  he  boafts  himfelf 

I  ^  ,    , ..,  /  think,  you  have 

At  little  ficill  to  fear ]   To  have Jkill  to  do  a  thing  was  a 

phrafe  then  in  ule  equtvalent  to  our  to  have   rtafon  t9  do  a  tbing» 
Tht  Oxford  Editor,  igoorant  of  this,  alters  it  to. 

As  little  Jki  11  in  fear 

Krhich  has  no  kind  of  fenfe  in  this  place. 

(a)  tut»  Mr-  Tbtol^ald  —  Vulg.  «bV, 

To 
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To  have  *  a  worthy  breeding  ;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it : 
He  looks  like  footh  j  he  fays,  he  loves  my  daughter; 
I  think  fo  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  ftand  and  read 
As  'twere  my  daughter's  eyes ;  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  tiiink,  there  is  not  half  a  kifs  to  chufe 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Po/.  She  dances  featly. 

S^ep.  She  does  any  thing,  tho'  I  report  it 
That  fhould  be  filent  ;  if  young  Doricks 
Do  light  upon  her,  fhe  ftiall  bring  him  That 
Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

SCENE    VI. 
Enter  a  Ser^vant. 

Ser.  O  mailer,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedler  at  the 
door,  you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and 
pipe  :  no,  the  bag- pipe  could  not  move  you ;  he  fmgs 
feveral  tunes,  fafter  than  you'll  tell  money  ;  he  utters 
them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads,  and  all  men's  ears  grew 
to  his  tunes. 

C/o.  He  could  never  come  better ;  he  fhall  come  m  i 
I  love  a  ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  mat- 
ter merrily  fet  down;  or  a  very  pleafant  thijig  indeed, 
and  fung  lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  fongs  for  man  or  woman,  of  all  fizes; 
no  milliner  can  fo  fit  his  cuflomers  with  gloves :  he 
has  the  prettieft  love-fongs  for  maids,  fo  without 
bawdry,  (which  is  llrange)  with  fuch  delicate  burthen* 
«f  dil-do's  and  fa-ding's  :  jump  her  and  thump  her  : 
and  where  fome  ftretch-mouth'd  rafcal  would,  as  it 
were,  mean  mifchief,  and  break  a  foul  gap  into  the 
matter,  he  makes  the  maid  to  anfwer,  IVboop,  do  tnt 
no  hann^  good  man  ;  puts  him  oft',  flights  him,  wit^ 
Whoops  do  me  no  bar/n,  ^ooH  man, 
Pol.  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

a  —  d  worthy  FiiDiNG  j}  certainly  brjidin'Cs 
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Cio.  Believe  me,  thou  talkeft  of  an  admirable-con- 
ceittd  fellow  ;  has  he  any  unbraided  wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  ribbons  of  all  the  colours  i'th'  rain- 
bow; points,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia  can 
learnedly  handle,  though  they  come  to  him  by  the 
grofs  J  inkles,  caddiiTes,  cambricks,  lawns ;  why,  he 
iings  them  over,  as  they  were  Gods  and  Goddeffes  ; 
you  would  think  a  fmock  were  a  fhe-angel,  he  fo  chants 
to  the  (a)  flee ve- band  and  the  work  about  the  fquare 
on*t. 

Clo:  Pr'ythee,  bring  him  in ;  and  let  him  approach, 
finging. 

Per.  Forewarn  him,  that  he  ufe  no  fcurriloos  words 
in's  tunes. 

do.  You  have  of  thefe  pedlers  that  have  more  in 
'cm  than  you'd  think,  filler. 

Fgr,  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  to  think. 

Enter  Autolicus,  finging, 

Lanvn  as  nvhite  as  dri'ven  fnonv, 

Cyprus  black  as  e'^er  ivas  croiv  ; 

Glo<v£s  as  fmoeet  as  damajk  rofes, 

Majks  for  faces  and  for  nofes  ; 

Bugle  bracelet Sy  neck- lace  amber. 

Perfume  for  a  lady's  chamber  : 

Golden  guoifs,  and fiomachers. 

For  my  lads  to  gvve  their  dears  : 

Pins  and  poaking-jiicks  cf  Jieel, 

What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel : 

Come  buy  of  me^  come  :  come  buy^  come  huj^ 

Buy,  lads,  or  elfe  your  laffes  cry. 

Come  buy,  &c. 

Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfay  thou  fhouId'H 
take  no  money  of  me  ;  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  it 
*vill  alfo  be  the  bondage  of  certain  ribbons  and  gloves. 

Mop,  I  was  promised  them  againil  the  feaft,.  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promis'd  you  more  than  that,  or  there 
be  liars. 

(a)  pev$.bend,  Oxford  Editor  — Vulg./f^<-itflB«f» 
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Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promis'd  you  :  *may 
be,  he  has  paid  yoa  more  \  which  will  fhame  you  to 
give  him  again. 

CIo.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  ?  will 
they  wear  their  plackets,  where  they  fhould  wear  their 
faces  ?  is  there  not  milking-time,  when  you  are  going 
to  bed,  or  kill-hole,  to  whiftle  of  thefe  fecrets,  but  you 
muft  be  tittle-tattling  before  all  our  guefts  r  'tis  well, 
they  are  whifpring  ;  ?  clamour  your  tongues,  and  not 
a  word  more. 

Mop.  I  have  done :  come,  you  promis'd  me  a  taw- 
dry lace,  and  a  pair  of  fweet  gloves. 
^    Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd   by 
the  way,  and  loft  all  my  money  ? 

Aut.  And,  indeed.  Sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad, 
therefore  it  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Cio.  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  {halt  lofe  nothing 
here. 

Jut.  I  hope  fo,  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  par- 
cels of  charge. 

C/o.  What  haft  here  ?  ballads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now,  buy  fome  ;  1  love  a  ballad  in  prinf, 
or  a  life  j  for  then  we  are  fure  they  are  true. 

Jut.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  tune,  how  'a 
ufurer's  wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  money 
bags  at  a  burthen  ;  and  how  fhe  long'd  to  eat  adders' 
heads,  and  toads  carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you  r 

Jut.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  uiurer  \ 

Jut.  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't,  one  miftrefs 
7ate-portery  and  five  or  fix  honeft  wives  that  were  pre- 
fent.     Why  ftiou^d  I  carry  lies  abroad  ? 

Mop.  Pray  you  now,  bay  it. 

do.  Come  on  ;  lay  it  by  j  and  let's  firft  fee  more 
ballads  ;  we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

Jut.  Here's  another  ballad,  of  a  fifti  that  appear 'd 

5  Clamour  your  tongues,"]  The  phrafs  is  taken  from  ringing.. 
When  bells  are  at  the  height,  in  order  to  ceafe  them,  the  repetitio|» 
of  the  ftrokes  becomes  much  quicker  than  before  5.  this  i&  called  cla- 
laouriog  them.    The  ailuiioa  is  hiunoosouv 

upon 
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upon  the  coaft,  on  Wednefday  the  fourfcore  of  April, 
forty  thoufand  fadom  above  water,  and  fung  this  ballad 
againft  the  hard  hearts  of  maids ;  it  was  thought,  (he  was 
a  woman,  and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  fifh,  for  Ihe  would 
not  exchange  flefh  with  one  that  lov'd  her  ;  the  ballad 
is  very  pitiful,  and  as  true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  > 

Aut.  Five  juftices  hands  at  it ;  and  witneffes  more 
than  my  pack  will  hold. 

CIo.  Lay  it  by  too  :  another.  — — 

Jut.  This  is  a  merry  ballad,,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 

Aut.  Why,  this  is  a  paffing  merry  one,  and  goes  to 
the  tune  of  Tnvo  maids  nuooing  a  man  ;  there's  fcarce  a 
maid  wellward,  but  fhe  fmgs  it  j  'tis  in  requeft,  I  can. 
tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  fing  it ;  if  thoa'lt  bear  a  part^^ 
thou  fhalt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Do-r.   We  had  the  tune  on't  a  month  ago. 

Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part ;  you  muft  know,  'tis  my 
occupation  ;  have  at  it  with  you. 

Aut.  Get  you  henc^,  for  I  muft  go^ 

Where  it  Jit i  not  you  to  kno*w,: 
Dor.   Whither? 
Mo^.O  whither? 
Dor.   Whither? 
Mop.  //  becomes  thy  oath  full  fwell,  ■ 

Thou  txi  me  thy  ftcrets  tell. 
Dor.   Me  too^  let  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thou  goeji  to  the  grange^  or  mill,  .- 
Dor.   If  to  either  thou  doji  ill : 
Aut.    Neither. 
Dor.  Whai  neither  ? 
Aut.  Neither. 

Dor,  Tbou  haji  fviorn  my  lo've  to  he  % 
yiOTp.Thou  hajl/iuorn  it  more  to  me: 

Then  whither  goe(i  ?  fay,  nvhithtr  ? 

Clo.  We'll  have  this  fong  out  anon  by  ourfelves :  my 
father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  fad  talk,  and  we'll  nofi 

trouble 
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trouble  them  :    come,    bring  away  thy  pack  after  me. 
Wenches,    I'll  buy  for  you  both  :    Pedler,    let's  hare 
the  firft  choice  :  follow  me,  girls. 
Aut.  And  you  fhall  pay  well  for  'em. 

SONG. 

Wilt  you  luy  any  tape,  or  lace  for  your  cape. 

My  dainty  ducky  my  dear- a  P 
Jvdjilk,    and  thready  any  toys  for  your  head 

Of  the  nenjofty  and  fin  ft  y  fin  ft  Hx:ear-a  ? 
Come  to  the  Pedler  j  money's  a  medler,. 

Ihat  doth  utter  all  mens  n.vare-a. 

[Exe.  Clown,  Autolicus,  Dorcas,  ^zWMopfe^ 

SCENE    vir. 

Enter  a  Ser^vant. 

Ser.  Mafter,  there  are  three  carters,  three  fiiepher^^* 
three  neat-herds,  and  three  fwine-herds,  that  have 
made  themfelves  4-  all  men  of  hair,  they  call  themfelves 
Saltiers  :  and  they  have  a  dance,  which  the  wenches 
fay  is  a  gallymaufry  of  gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not 
in't :  but  they  themfelves  are  o'ch'  mind,  (if  it  be  not 
too  rough  for  fome,  that  know  little  but  bowling.)  it 
will  pleafe  plentifully. 

Shep.  Away !  we'll  none  on't ;  here  has  been  too 
much  homely  foolery  already.  I  know,  Sir,  we  weary 
you; 

Pol.  You  weary  thofe,  that  refrefh  us :  'pray,  let's 
fee  thofe  four-threes  of  herdfmen. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  Sir, 
hath  danc'd  before  the  King  ;  and  not  the  worft  of  the 
three  but  jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  th'  fquare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating  ;  fmce  thefe  good  men  are 
pleas'd,  let  them  come  in  ;  but  quickly  now. 
Here  a  Dance  of  tivelnje  Satyrs. 

4.  all  men  of  hair,']  t.  e,  nimble,  that  leap  as  if  they  rebounded  : 
The  phrafe  is  taken  from  tennis-balh,  which  were  Huffed  with 
bair«    So  in  Henry  V.  it  is  faid  of  a  cotirfer. 

He  b«undi  at  if  bis  entraih'wert  hairs^ 

PtL 
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5  PoL  O,  father,  you'Jl  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  'tis  time  to  part  them ; 

He's  fimple,    and  tells  much. How  now    fair 

fhepherd  ? 
Your  heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  doth  take 
Your  mind  from  fcafting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young,. 
And  handed  love,  as  you  do,  1  was  wont 
To  load  my  (he  with  knacks :  I  wou'd  have  ranfack'd 
The  pedler's  lilken  treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance  ;  you  have  let  him  go. 
And  nothing  marted   with  him..     If  your  lafs 
Interpretation  fliould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love  or  bounty ;    you  were  ilraited 
For  a  reply,   at  leafl,  if  you  make  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Fio.   Old  Sir,  1  know. 
She  prizes   not  fuch  trifles  as  thefe  are ; 
The  gifts,  Ihe  looks  from  me,    are  packt  and  lockt 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  alreadv. 
But  not  deliver'd.     O,  hear  me  breathe  my  love 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  fhould  feem, 
Hath  fometime  lov'd.     I  take  thy  hand,  this  hand. 
As  foft  as  dove's  down,  and  a?  white  as  it, 
Or  Ethiopian  ?i  tooth,/*  or  the  fann'd  fnow 
"  That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blail  twice  o'er. 

PoL  What  follo'ws  this  ? 
How  prettily  the  young  fwain  fecms  to  wafh 
The  hand,  was  fair  before  !  I've  put  you  oat ;. 
But,  to  your  proteilation  :  let  me  hear 
What  you  profefs. 

Fio.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  to't. 

Poi.  And  this  my  neighbour  too? 

Flo.  And  he,  and  more 
Than  he,    and  men;  the  earth,  and  heav'ns,  and  all 5 
That  were  I  crown'd  the  moll  imperial  Monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy,,  were  I  the  faireft  youth 

5  Pol,  0,  father y  you'll  kno'W  more  of  that  hereafter  J^  TMs  ?a 
replied  by  the  King  in  anfwer  to  the  Hiepherd's  faying,  ftncii  tbije 
good  men  are  pleafd.  Yet  the  O^f/tr^  Editor,  i  can't  teJi  why, 
gives  this  line  to  Florixil^  fe«ce  Fiorisael  ao^  the  old  man  w'ere  aoft 
ill  convecikuo£» 
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That  ever  made  eye  fwerve,  had  force  and  knowledge 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  love  j  for  her  imploy  them  all ; 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them,  to  her  fcrvice. 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Pel.  Fairly   oifer'd. 

Cam.  This  Ihews  a  found  afFedion, 

Shep.  But,  my  daughter. 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well,  no,  nor  mean  better. 
By  th'  pattern  of  mine  own  tlioughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  hands,  a  bargain  ; 
And,  friends  unknown,  you  fhall  bear  witnefs  to't: 
I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 
I'th'  virtue  of  your  daughter  j  one  being  dead, 
I  ihall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet. 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder  :  but  come  on. 
Contrail  us  *fore  thefe  witneffcs, 

Shep.  Come,  your  hand, 
And,  daughter,  yours. 

Pol  Soft,  fwain,  a-while ,-  'befeech  you. 
Have  you  a  father  ? 

Flo.  I  have ;  but  what  of  him  ? 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo    He  neither  does,  nor  fhall. 

Pol.  Methinks-  a  father 
Ts,  at  the  nuptial  of  his  fon,  a  gueft 
That  beft  becomes  the  table  :  'pray  you  once  more. 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonable  affairs  ?  is  he  not  ilupid 
With  age,  and  alt'ring  rheums  ?  can  he  fpeak  ?  hear  ? 
Know  man  from  man  ?  difpute  his  own  ellate  I 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid  ?  and,  again,  does  nothing. 
But  what  he  did  being  childifh  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir  ; 
He  has  his  health,    and  ampler  ftrength,    indeed. 
Than  moft  have  of  his^  age, 

*  Pol. 
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PoL  By  my  white  beard, 
You  ofFer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial :  Reafon,  my  fon 
Should  chufe  himfelf  a  wife  ;    bnt  as  good  reafon, 
rjie  father  (all  whofe  joy  is  nothing  elfc 
But  fair  poilerity)  flioald  hold  fome  counfel 
In  fuch  a  buf;nefs, 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this  ; 
But  for  fome  other  reafons,   my  grave  Sir, 
Which  ^tis  not  fit  )'ou  know,  I  i^pt  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  bufinefs. 
Pol.  Let  him  know't. 
Tlo.  He  fhall  not. 
Pol.  Pr'ythee,    let.  him. 
Flo.  No  ;  he  muft  not. 

Bbep.  Let  him,  my  fon,  he  fhall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  mull  not : . 
Mark  our  contrad. 

Pol.  Mark  your  divorce,  young  Sir, 

{P'lfcorjering  himfelf. 
Whom  fon  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledg'd.    'Thou  a  fcepter's  heir. 
That  thus  afFea'ft  a  fneep-hook  !     Thou  old  traytor, 
I'm  forr}',  that,  by  hanging  thee,  I  can  but 
Shorten  thy  life  one  week.     And  thou  frefli  piece 
Gf  excellent  witchchraft,  who  of  force  muil  know 

The  royal  fool  thou  coapTi  with 

Shep.  O  my  heart  I 

Pol,  I'll  have  ihy  beauty  fcratch'd  with  briars,  and 
made 
More  homely  than  thy  flate.     For  thee,  fond  boy. 
If  I  may  ever  know'  thou  doll:  but  figh 
That  thou  no  more  fhalt  fee  this  knack,  as  never 
I  mean  thou  fhalt,  we'll  bar  thee  from  fucceffion  j 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no,  not  our  kin. 
Far'  than  Deucalion  off :  mark  thou  my  words  ; 
Follow  us  to  the  court.     Thou  churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho'  full  of  our  difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee. 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it :  and  you,  enchantment. 
Worthy  enough  a  Jierdfman  i  yea  him  too, 

Tfet 
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That  makes  himfelf;  but  for  our  honour  therein. 

Unworthy  thee ;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 

Thefe  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 

Or  hoope  his  body  more  with  thy  embraces, 

I  will  devife  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee. 

As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  [Exit. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Per.  Even   here  undone  : 
•«  6  I  was  not  much  afraid;    for  once  or  twice 
**  I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
*«  The  felf-fame  fun,  that  Ihines  upon  his  court, 
**  Hides  not- his  vifage  from  our  cottage,  but 
"  Looks  on  alike. — Wilt  pleafe  you,  Sir,  be  gone  ? 

[To  Flori/el. 
1  told  yoo,  what  would  come  of  this.     'Befeech  you^ 
Of  your  own  ftate  take  care  :  this  dream  of  mine, 
**  Being  now  awake,  I'll  queen  it  no  inch  farther, 
"  But  milk  my  ewes,    and  weep/' 

Cam*  Why,  how  now,  father  ? 
Speak,    ere  thou  dieft. 

S/jep.  I  cannot  fpeak,    nor  think. 
Nor  dare  to  know  That  which  I  know.     O  Sir, 

[To  Florizel. 
**  7  You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore  three, 
"  That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet;  yea, 
*•  To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  dy'd, 
**  To  lye  dole  by  his  honeft  bones ;   but  now 
**  Some  hangman  muft  put  on  my  fhrowd,  and  Iffy  mc 
**  Where  no  prieft  ihovels  in  duft.     O  curfed  wretch ! 

[To  Perdita. 

6  I  was  not  much  afraid  ;  &c.]  The  character  is  here  finely 
fuftaincd.  To  have  made  her  quite  aftonifhed  on  the  king's  difco- 
very  of  himfelf,  had  not  become  her  birth  ;  and  to  have  given  her 
prefence  of  mind  to  have  made  this  reply  to  the  King,  had  not  be- 
come her  education. 

7  Tou  have  undone  a  man  of  fourfcore  three,  &c,]  Thefe  fenti- 
ments,  which  the  poet  has  heighten'd  by  a  ftrain  of  ridicule  that 
runs  thro'  them,  admirably  charafterize  the  fpeakerj  whofe  felfifh- 
nefs  is  feen  in  concealing  the  adventure  of  Perdita^  and  here  fup- 
ported,  by  lliewing  no  regard  for  his  fon  or  her,  but  being  taken  up 
entirely  with  hitefelf,  iho\igh  fourfccrt  three. 

That 


5oS         The  Winter's  Tale. 

That  knew^ft.  This  was  the  Prince ;  and  would'ft  ad- 

\'enture 
To  mingle  faith  with  him.     Undone,  undone  ' 
If  I  might  die  within  tjiis  hour,  1  have  liv'd 
To  die  wiien  I   defne.  [Ext 

S  C  E  N  E    JX. 

F/o,  Why  iook  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afraid  j   delay 'd. 
But  notliing  altered  I  what  I  was,  I  am  ; 
More  ftraining  on,  for  plucking  back ;  not  following 
My  leafh  unwillingly. 

Cam.  Gracious   my  Lord, 
You  know  your  father's  temper  :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  fpeech,  (which  1  do  guefs. 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him ;)  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fieht,    as  yet  I  fear; 
Then,  'till  the  fury  of  his  Highnefs  fettle. 
Come  not  before  him. 
F/o.  1  not  purpofe  it. 

I  think,     Camilla- — 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Fer.  How  often  have  I  told  you,  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  dignity  would  lall 
l^ut  'till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,    but  by 
The  violation  of  my  faith,    and  then 
Let  nature  crufh  the  fides  o'th'  earth  together. 
And  mar  the  feeds  within  I  —  Lift  up  thy  looks  !  — 
From  my  fuccefiion  wipe  me,  father,  I 
Am  heir  to  my  aifedlion. 
Cam.  Be   advis'd. 

Flo.  I  am ;  and  by  my  fancy ;  if  my  reafon 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reafon ; 
li  not,    my  fenfes,  better  pleas'd  with  madnefs. 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate,    Sir. 
Fla.  So  call  it ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  j 
I  needs  mufl  think  it  honefty.     Camillo, 
Not  for  Bohemia^  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd  j  for  all  the  fun  {(i^^,  or 

The 
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•The  clofe  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  feas  hide 

In  unknown  fadoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 

To  this  my  fair  belov'd  :  therefore,  I  pray  you. 

As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  friend, 

When  he  fhall  mifs  me,  (as,  in  faith,  I  mean  not 

To  fee  him  any  more)  cail  your  good  coauiels 

Upon  his  paffion  ;  let  mylelf  and  fortune 

Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     Thib  you  may  know. 

And  fo  deliver.  I  am  put  to  fea 

With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  fliore ; 

And,  mod  opportune  to  our  need,  I  have 

A  vefiel  rides  fail  by,  but  not  prepar'd 

For  this  defign.     What  courfe  I  mean  to  hold 

Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 

Concern  me  the  reporting. 

Cam.  O   my  lord, 
I  would  your  fpirit  were  eafier  for  advice. 
Or  ilronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  Hark,   Perdita—-^ 
ril  hear  you  by  and  by.  \Jo  Cam. 

Cam.  He's  irremoveab'e, 
Refolv'd  for  flight  :  now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour  j 
Purchafe  the  fight  again  of  dear  Slci^ia, 
And  that  unhappy  king,  my  mailer,  whom 
I  fo  much  thirft  to  fee.  [Jjide: 

Flo.  Now,  good  Camillo  ; 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  bufmefs,  that 
I  leave   out  ceremony. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think, 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  fervices,  i'tli*  love 
Thac  I  have  borne  your  father  ? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have  you  deferv'd  :  it  is  my  father's  mufick 
To  fpeak  your  deeds,  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompens'd,  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Weil,  my  lord, 
If  you  may  pleafe  to  think  I  love  the  King, 
And  through  him,   what's  nearefl  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  my  duret^on; 
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(If  your  more  ponderous  and  fettled  projedl 
May  faffer  alteration,)  on  mine  honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  fhall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  (hall  become  your  highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  miltrefs ;  from  the  whom,  I  fee, 
There's  no  disjantlion  to  be  made,  but  by 
(As,  heav'ns  forefend  !)  your  ruin.     Marry  her. 
And  with  my  beft  endeavours,  in  your  abfence. 
Your  difcontented  fatner  Til  flrive  to  qualifie. 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.    How,    Cnmillo^ 
May  this,  almoft  a  miracle,  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  man. 
And  after  That  trull  to  thee  ? 
Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet : 
But  as  th'unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Ourfelves  to  be  the  Haves  of  ciiance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 
Cant.  Then  lift  to  me  : 
This  follows,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe,, 
But-undergo  this  flight,  make  for  ^icilia  ; 
And  there  prefent  yourfelf,  and  your  fair  Princefs 
(For  fo,  I  fee,  ihe  muft  be)  Yore  Leant es  ; 
She  fliall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.     Methinks,   I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth  ;  aflcs  thee,  the  fon,  forgivenefs, 
As  'twere  i'th'  father's  perfon  ;  kiflTes  the  hands 
Of  your  freih  Princefs ;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him, 
'Twixt  his  unkindnefs^,  and  his  kindnefs :  th'  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fafter  than  thought  or  time. 

Flo.   Worthy  C  ami  lie. 
What  colour  for  my  vifitation  fhall  I 
Jiold  up  before  him  ? 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.     Sir, 
Tie  ;nanner  of  your  Bearing  towards  him,  with 

What 


The  Winter's  Tale.        jh 

>fhat  you,  as  from  your  father,  fliall  deliver. 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  write  you  down  j 
^  The  which  fiiall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting. 
What  you  muft  fay ;  that  he  ihall  not  perceive. 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  bofom  there,    . 
And  fpeak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  fome  fap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  courfe  more  promifing 
Than  a  wild  dedication  of  your  felves 
To  unpath'd  waters,  undream'd  fhores ;  moft  certain^ 
To  miferies  enough  :   no  hope  to  help  you. 
But  as  you  fhake  off  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain  as  your  anchors,    who 
Do  rheir  beft  office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  yoa 
Where  youUi  be  loth  to  be  :  befides,  you  know, 
Profperity's  the  very  bond  of  love, 
Whofe  freih  complexion  and  whofe  heart  togethej 
Affliction  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thefe  is  true  : 
I  think,  afflidlion  may  fubdue  the  cheeky 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  fhall  not  at  your  father's  houfe,    thcfc  fevcn 

years, 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

Th.  My  good  Camillo. 
She  is  as  forward  of  her  Breeding,  as 
She  is  i'th'  rear  o'  our  birth. 

Cam.  I  cannot  fay,  'tis  Pity 
She  lacks  inftruclions,  for  fhe  feems  a  miflreis 
To  moft  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this : 
I'll  blulh  you  thanks. 

Flo.  My  prettieil  Perdita 

8  The  ivbtch  p?  all  pint  you  forth  at  every  fitting,]  Every  fit- 
tif-g,  fays  Mr.  Theobald,  methirks,  gi'ves  Ui  but  a  very  poor  idea. 
But  n  poor  kiea  is  better  than  none ;  which  it  comes  to,  when  he 
has  aJter'd  it  to  ever  fitting.  The  truth  is,  the  common  reading  is 
•very  exprelTive  ;  and  means,  at  every  audience  yon  fhaJl  have  of  the 
King  and  Council.  The  Council-days  being,  in  our  author's  time, 
•ailed,  in  ccmmon  fpcech,  the  Sittings, 

But. 
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But,  oh,  the  thorns  we  ftand  upon  I  Camil/o, 
Preferver  of  my  father,  now  of  me  ; 
The  medicine  of  our  Houfe  !  how  (hall  we  do  ? 
We  are  not  furniih'd  like  Bohemias  fon. 
Nor  fhall  appear  in  Hici^y 

Cam.  My   lord. 
Fear  none  of  this :  I  think,  you  know,  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lye  there  :  it  fliall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  Scene,  you  play,  were  mine.     For  inftance,  Sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  fhall  not  want  ;  one  word. — • 

\JIhey  talk  ajide, 

SCENE    X. 

Enter  Autolicus. 

Jut.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  fool  Honefty  is !  and  Truft, 
his  {worn  brother,  a  very  fimple  gentleman  !  J  have 
fold  all  ri:y  trumpery  ;  not  a  counterfeit  ftone,  not  a 
ribbon,  glafs,  pomander,  browch,  table-book,  ballad, 
knife,  tape,  glove,  fhoe-tye,  bracelet,  horn- ring  to 
keep  my  Pack  from  failiug  :  they  throng  who  Ihould 
buy  firft,  as  if  my  trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and 
brought  a  benedidnon  fo  the  buyer  ;  by  which  means, 
I  faw  whofe  purfe  was  bell:  in  pidure  ;  and  what  I  faw, 
to  my  good  ufe,  I  remember'd  My  good  Clown 
(who  wants  but  fomething  to  be  a  reafonable  man) 
grew  fo  in  love  with  the  wenches  fong,  that  he  would 
not  ftir  his  pettitoes  'till  he  had  both  tune  and  words ; 
which  fo  drew  the  refl:  of  the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their 
other  fenfes  rtuck  in  ears;  you  might  have  pinch'd  a 
placket,  it  was  fenfelefs ;  'tvvas  nothing  to  geld  a  cod- 
piece of  a  purfe ;  I  would  have  filed  keys  off,  that 
hung  in  chains  :  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  Sir's 
fong,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it.  So  that  in 
this  time  of  lethargy,  I  pick'd  and  cut  mofl  of  their 
fertival  purfes :  and  had  not  the  old  man  come  in  with 
a  whoo-bub  againft  his  daughter  and  the  King's  fon, 
and  fcar*d  my  choughs  from  the  chafF,  J  had  not  left 
a  purfe  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

[Caijxilio,  Flor.  and  Perd.  com f  forward. 

CaMt 
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Cam,  Nay  j   but  my  letters  by  this  means  being 
there, 
So  foon  as  you  arrive,  fhall  clear  that  Doubt. 

Fior.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  King  Le- 
§ntes. 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  father. 

Per.  Happy  be  you  ! 
AH  that  you  (peak  fhews  fair. 

Carn.  Who  have  we  here  ?  [^Seeing  Autol. 

We'll  make  an  inftrumcnt  of  this ;  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

Jut.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now  :  why,  hang- 
itig.  l-Jide. 

Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow, 
Why  fhak'ft  thou  fo  ?  fear  not,  man. 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Jut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow.  Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  flill ;  here's  no  body  will  fteal 
That  from  thee  ;  yet  for  the  outfide  of  thy  poverty, 
we  muft  make  an  exchange  ;  therefore  difcafe  ti.ee  in- 
flantly  :  (thou  muft  think,  there's  necefiity  in't)  and 
change  garments  with  this  gentleman  :  tho'  the  penny- 
w^orth,  on  his  fide,  be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's 
fome  boot. 

Jut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  Sir ;  (I  know  ye  well 
enough  ) 

Cam,  Nay,  pry'thee,  difpatch  :  the  gentleman  is 
half  flead  already. 

Jut.  Are  you  in  earneft.  Sir  ?  (I  fmell  the  trick 
on't.) 

Flo.  Difpatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Jut.  Indeed,  I  have  had  Earneft,  but  I  cannot  with 
confcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  Miftrefs !  {let  my  Prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye,)  you  muft  retire  yourfelf 
Into  fome  covert ;  take  your  fweet-heart's  hat. 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows  i   muffle  your  face, 
Difmantle  you  ;  and,  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  truth  of  your  own  Seeming ;  that  you  may 
(For  I  do  fear  eyes  over  you)  to  fhip^board 

Vol.  III.  P  Get 
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Get  undefcry'd. 

Per.  I  fee,  the  Play  fo  lyes. 
That  I  muft  bear  a  Part. 

Cam.  No  remedy 

Have  you  done  there  ? 

Flo,  Should  I  now  meet  my  father. 
He  would  not  call  me  fon. 

Cafn.  Nay,  you  Ihall  have  no  hat : 
Come,  lady,  come :  farewel,  my  friend. 

Aut.  Adieu,  Sir. 

F/o.  O  Perdita,  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
Pray  you,  a  word. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next,  ihall  be  to  tell  the  King 

OF  tills  Efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound  : 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  fhall  fo  prevail 
To  force  him  after ;  in  whofe  company 
I  ihall  review  Sicilia  ;  for  whofe  fight 
I  have  a  woman's  Longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us ! 
Thus  we  fet  on,  Camillo,  to  th'  fea-fide. 

{Exit  Flor.  ivith  Per. 

Cavi.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  [Exit. 

SCENE    XI. 

Jut.  I  underftand  the  bufmef?,  I  hear  it :  to  have 
an  open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  ne- 
ceiTary  for  a  cut-parfe;  a  good  nofe  is  reqaifite  alfo, 
to  fmell  cut  work  for  th'  other  fenfes.  I  fee,  this  is 
the  time  that  the  unjuft  man  doth  thrive.  What  an 
exchange  had  this  been,  without  boot  ?  what  a  boot  is 
iere,  with  this  exchange  ?  fure,  the  Gods  do  this  year 
connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do  any  thing  extempore. 
The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece  of  iniquiiy;  iieal- 
ing  away  from  his  father,  with  his  clog  at  his  heels. 
{a)  If  I  tliought  it  were  not  a  p'ece  of  nonefty  to  ac- 
quaint the  King  withal,  I  would  do't :  I  hold  it  the 
jnore  knavery  to  conceal  it  s  and  therein  am  I  con- 
^nt  tQ  my  Profcfiion, 

{a)  Oxford  Edition— Vulg.  If  I  thought  it  "Mere  a  fisce  of  bs- 
ssfij^  U  acquaint  the  KJt>g  withal^  I  would  nat  do  it, 
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Enter  Clonvn  and  Shepherd. 

Afide,  afide, here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  brain  ; 

every  lane's  end,  every  fhop,  church,  feffion,  hanging, 
yields  a  careful  man  work. 

Clo.  See,  ice  ;  what  a  man  you  are  now !  there  is 
no  other  way,  bat  to  tell  the  King  ihe's  a  Changeling, 
and  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Ch.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

Shep^  Go  to  then. 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  flefh  and  blood,  your 
flefh  and  blood  has  not  offended  the  King  ;  and,  io, 
your  flefh  and  blood  is  not  to  be  punifh'd  by  him. 
Shew  thofe  things  you  found  about  her,  thofe  fecret 
things,  all  but  what  fl'ie  has  v.'ith  her  ;  this  being  done, 
let  the  law  go  whiltle  ;  I  warrant  you. 

Shep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  word,  yea,  and 
his  fon's  pranks  too  ;  "  who,  I  may  fay,  is  no  honefl 
*'  man,  neither  to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about 
*'  to  make  me  the  King's  brother-in-law." 

Clo.  **  Indeed,  brother-in-law  was  the  fartheft  ofF 
'*  you  could  have  been  to  him  ;  and  then  your  blood 
*'  had  been  the  dearer  by  I  know  how  much  an 
*'  ounce." 

Aut.  Very  wifely,  puppies !  [Afide, 

Shep.  Well ;  let  us  to  the  King ;  there  is  That  in 
this  farthel  will  make  him  fcratch  his  beard. 

Aut.  I  know  not,  what  impediment  this  Complaint 
may  be  to  the  flight  of  my  mailer. 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily,  he  be  at  the  Palace. 

Aut.  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honefl,  I  am  fo  fome- 
times  by  chance  :  let  me  pocket  up  my  Pedler's  excre- 
ment.    How  now,  rufliques,  whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep.  To  th'  Palace,  an  it  like  your  Worfliip. 

Aut.  Your  affairs  there,  what,  with  whom,  the 
condition  of  that  farthel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling, 
your  names,  your  age,  of  what  having,  breeding, 
and  any  thing  that  is  fitting  for  to  be  known,  difcover. 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,   Sir. 

Aut.  A  lie ;  you  are  rough  and  hairy  ;  let  me  have 
no  lying ;   it  becomes  none  but  tradefmen,   and  they 

P  z  oftea 
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©ftcn  give  us  foldiers  the  lie  ;  but  we  pay  them  for  k 
with  ftamped  coin,  not  ftabbing  Peel,  9  therefore  they 
do  give  us  the  lie. 

C/o.  Your  Worfhip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one, 
if  you  had  not  taken  your  felf  with  the  manner. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  an  like  you.  Sir  ? 

Jut.  Whether  it  like  me,  or  no,  I  am  a  Courtier. 
Seeft  thou  not  the  air  of  the  Court  in  thefe  enfoldings  ? 
Jiath  not  my  gait  in  it  the  meafure  of  the  Court  ?  re- 
ceives not  thy  nofe  court-odour  from  me  ?  refled  I  not, 
on  thy  bafenefs,  court-contempt  ?  think'ft  thou,  for 
that  I  insinuate,  or  toze  from  thee  thy  bufniefs,  I  am 
therefore  no  Courtier  ?  I  am  Courtier,  Cap-a-pe  i  and 
one  that  will  either  pufli  on,  or  pluck  back  thy  bufi- 
nefs  there  ',  Vi^hereupon  I  command  thee  tp  open  thy 
affair. 

Shep.  My  bufinefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 

Jut.  What  Advocate  haft  thou  to  him  ? 

Shep.  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 

do.  *  Advocate's  the  court-word  for  a  pheafant; 
fey,  you  have  none. 

Shep.  None,  Sir ;  I  have  no  pheafant  cock,  nor  hen. 

Jut.  "  How  blefs'd  are  we,  that  are  not  fimple  men  ! 
'*  Yet  Nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are, 
*'  Therefore  I  v^ill  not  difdain." 

C/o.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier. 

Shep.  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not 
handfomely. 

Clo.  **  He  feems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being 
**  fantaftical ;  a  Great  man,  V\\  warrant ;  I  know,  by 
**  the  picking  on's  teeth.'' 

Jut.  The  farthel  there  ?  what's  i'th'  farthel  ? 
Wherefore  that  box  ? 

Shep.  Sir,  there  lyes  fuch  fecrets  in  this  farthel  and 
box,  which  none  muft  know  but  the  King  ;  and  which 

9  Therefore  they  do  not  gi-ve  us  the  lie..']  Dele  the  negitive  ;  the 
fcnfe  requires  it.  The  Joke  is  this,  they  hjve  a  profit  in  lying  to 
«s  by  advancing  the  price  of  their  commodities  ^  therefore  they  io 
]k. 

t  Ad'vofatt't  the  ^urt-xvord  for  a  pheafant  ."^  This  fa  tire,  on 
(uie  bribery  of  courts,  not  unpleafant* 
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he  fhall  know  within  this  hour,    if  I  may  come  to  th' 
fpeech  of  him. 

Aut.  A'ye,  thou  haft  loft  thy  labour. 
SJpep.  Why,  Sir  ? 

Jut.  The  King  is  not  at  the  palace  ;  he  is  gone 
aboard  a  new  ihip,  to  purge  melancholy,  and  air  him- 
felf ;  for  if  thou  be'ft  capable  of  things  ferious,  thoa 
muft  know,  the  King  is  full  of  grief. 

Sh  p.  So  'tis  faid,  Sir,  about  his  fon  that  fhould  have 
married  a  fnepherd's  daughter. 

Jut.  If  that  {hepherd  be  not  in  hand-faft,    let  him 
fly  ;  the  curfes  he  fliall  have,  the  tortures  he  fhall  feel, 
will  break  the  back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monfter. 
C/o.  Think  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Jut.  Not  he  alone  fhall  fufFer  what  wit  can  make 
heavy,  and  vengeance  bitter  ;  but  thofe  that  are  ger- 
mane to  him,  tho'  remov'd  fifty  times,  fhall  all  come 
under  the  hangman  ;  which  tho'  it  be  great  pity,  yet  it 
is  necefTary  An  old  Sheep-whiftling  rogue,  a  ram- 
tender,  to  offer  to  have  his  daughter  come  into  grace ! 
fome  fay,  he  fhall  be  fton'd ;  but  that  death  is  too  foft 
for  him,  fay  1  :  draw  our  throne  into  a  fheep-coat ! 
all  deaths  are  too  few,  the  fharpeft  too  eafy. 

Ch.  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  fon.  Sir,  do  you  hear, 
an*t  like  you,  Sir  .? 

Jut  He  has  a  fon,  who  fhall  be  flay'd  alive,  then 
'nointed  over  with  honey,  fet  on  the  head  of  a  wafp's 
neft,  then  ftand  'till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram 
dead;  then  recover'd  again  With  Jguwvit^,  or  fomc 
other  hot  infufion  ;  then,  raw  as  he  is,  (and  in  the  hot- 
teft  day  prognoftication  proclaims)  fhall  he  be  fet  againfl 
a  brick  wall,  the  Sun  looking  with  a  fouthward  eye 
upon  him,  where  he  is  to  behold  him,  with  flies  blown 
to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  thefe  traitorly  rafcals, 
whofe  miferies  are  to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  offences  being 
fo  capital  ?  Tell  me,  (for  you  feem  to  be  honeft  plain 
men)  what  you  have  to  the  King ;  being  fomething 
gently  confider'd,  Fll  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard, 
tender  your  perfons  to  his  prefence,  whifper  him  in 
your  behalf,  and  if  it  be  in  man,  befides  the  King,  to 
eifed  your  fuits,  here  is  a  man  fliall  do  it. 

P  3  CU. 
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Clo.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  authority ;  clofe  with 
him,  give  him  gold ;  **  and  tho'  authority  be  a  ftub- 
*'  born  Bear,  yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  nofe  with  gold  ;'* 
ihew  the  infide  of  your  purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  hand, 
and  no  more  ado.  Remember,  fton'd,  and  fiay'd 
alive- — \ 

^hep.  An't  pleafe  you.  Sir,  to  undertake  the  bufinefs 
for  us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have;  I'll  make  it  as  much 
more,  and  leave  this  young  man  in  pawn  'till  I  brine 
it  you. 

Aut,  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed  } 

Shep.  Ay^  Sir. 

Aut.  Well,  give  me  the  moiety.  Are  you  a  party 
in  this  bufinefs .? 

C/o.  "  In  fome  fort.  Sir ;  but  tho'  my  cafe  be  a  pi- 
'*  tiful  one,  I  hope  I  fhall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it. 

^  Jut.  Oh,  that's  the  cafe  of  the  fhepherd's  fon  j  hang 
iiim,  he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo.  Comfort,  good  comfort;  we  muft  to  the  King, 
and  (hew  our  ftrange  fights ;  he  muft  know,  'tis  none 
of  your  daughter,  nor  my  fifcer :  we  are  gone  elfe. 
Sir,  I  will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old  man  does,  when 
the  bufinefs  is  performed ;  and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your 
Pawn  'till  it  be  brought  you. 

Jut.  I  will  truft  you,  walk  before  toward  the  fea- 
fide,  go  on  the  right  hand  i  I  will  but  look  upon  the 
hedge  and  follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  blefs'd  in  this  man,  as  I  may  fay,  even 
blefs'd. 

Shep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us  j  he  was  provided 
to  do  us  good.  {Exeunt  Shep.  and  Clo^jjn* 

Jut.  M  1  had  a  mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee.  Fortune 
would  not  fulfer  me  ;  fhe  drops  booties  in  my  mouth. 
I  am  courted  now  with  a  double  occafion  :  gold,  and 
a  means  to  do  the  Prince  my  maf-rer  good  j  which, 
who  knows  how  That  may  turn  back  to  my  advance- 
ment ?  I  will  bring  thefe  two  moles,  thefe  blind  ones, 
aboard  him  ;  if  he  think  it  fit  to  fhoar  them  again,  and 
that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the  King  concerns  him 
nothing,  let  him  call  me  rogue,  for  being  fo  far  offici- 
ous ',  for  I  am  proof  againll  that  Title,  and  what  Ihame 
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clfe  belongs  to't :    to  him   will   I  prefent  them,^therc 
may  be  matter  in  it. 


[Exif, 


A  C  T     Y.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Changes  to  SiciLiA. 

Enter  Leontes,    Cleomines,    Dion,  Paulina,  and  Ser- 
tvants. 

Cle.  C  ^  ^'   >^^  ^^^'^  ^°^'^  enough,   and  have  per- 

13  form'd 

A  faint-like  forrow  :  no  fault  could  you  make, 
Which  you  have  not  redeem'd  ;  indeed,  paid  down 
More  penitence,  than  done  trefpafs.     At  the  laft. 
Do  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil ; 
With  them,  forgive  yourfelf. 

Leo,  Whilft  1  remember 
Her  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemilhes  in  them,  and  fo  ftill  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  myfelf ;  which  was  fo  much, 
That  heir  lefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom  ;  and 
Deftroy'd  the  fweet'll  companion,  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of. 

Pmi/.  True,  too  true,  my  lord  ; 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world. 
Or,  from  the  All  that  are,  took  fomething  good, 
To  make  a  perfeft  woman ;  Ihe,  you  kill'd. 
Would  be  unparalleled . 

Leo.  I  think  fo      Kill'd  ? 
Kiird  ?  Ihe  i  kiliM  ?  I  did  fo,  but  thou  Itrik  ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did  ;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.  Now,  good  now. 
Say  fo  bat  feldom. 

C/e.  Not  at  all,  good  lady  ; 
You  might  have  fpoke  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindnefs  better. 

PauL  You  are  one  of  thofe. 
Would  have  him  wed  again, 

P4  ^'*- 
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Dio.  If  you  would  not  To, 
You  pity  not  the  ftate,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  moft  fovereign  name  ;  confider  Jittle, 
"What  dangers  (by  his  highnefs'  fail  of  ifTue) 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers  on      What  were  more  holy, 
'  Than  to  rejoice  the  former  Queen  ?     This  will. 
What  holier,  than  for  royalty's  repair, 
For  prefent  comfort,    and  for  future  good. 
To  blefs  the  bed  of  majerty  again 
With  a  fvveet  fellow  to't  ? 

Paul   There  is  none  worthy, 
I^efpeding  her  that's  gone  ;  htMes,  the  Goda 
WjU  have  iamVd  their  fecret  purpofes : 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  faid, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  oracle, 
That  King  LecTites  ihall  not  have  an  heir, 
'Till  his  loft  child  be  found  ?  which,  that  it  fhall, 
Js  all  as  monftrous  to  our  human  reafon, 
As  my  Antigonui  to  break  his  grave, 
And  come  again  to  me ;    who,  on  my  life. 
Did  perifh  with  the  infant.     'Tis  your  counfel. 
My  lord  fhoald  to  the  heav'ns  be  contrary  ; 

3  Than  to  rejoice,  the  former  ^een  is  well  ?]  The  fpeaker  is 
here_  giving  reafons  v/hy  the  King  /hould  marry  apain.  One  rsafon 
JS,  pity  to  the  Stat-  j  anotter,  regard  to  the  continuance  of  die  royal 
family  j  and  the  tbird,  comfort  and  confolation  to  tl^e  King's  afflidi- 
on.  All  hitherto  is  plain,  and  becoming-!  a  Privy -couof'-lbr.  But 
Jiow  comes  in,  v^hat  he  cal!s,  a  ho/y  argument  for  it,  and  that  is  a 
rejoicing  that  the  former  S^ueen  is  ivell  and  at  refi.  To  make  this 
argument  of  force,  we  muft  conclude  that  the  fpeaker  went  rpoti 
this  opinion,  that  a  widower  can  never  heartily  rdoice  that  his  for- 
mer wife  is  at  reft,  till  he  has  got  another.  Without  doubt  ^bake- 
fpear  wrote, 

——What  nuere  more  holy, 

Than  to  rejoice  the  former  ^een?  This   will. 

What,  fays  the  fpeaker,  can  be  a  more  holy  motive  to  a  new  choice 
than  that  it  will  gbd  the  fpirit  of  the  former  Queen  ?  for.fhe 
was  of  fo  excellent  a  difpofitinn  that  the  happinefs  of  the  King  and 
Kingdom,  to  be  procured  by  it,  will  give  her  extreme  pl.-afurc^'The 
Poet  goes  upon  the  general  opinion,  that  the  fpirits  of  the  happy  in 
the  other  world  are  concerned  iox  the  condition  of  their  furviving 
Pleads. 

Oppofc 
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Oppofe  againil  their  wills.— Care  not  for  ifTue ; 

^^        '^  ^  [To  the  King. 

The  crown  will  find  an  heir.     Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  th'  worthieft ;  fo  his  fucceffor 
Was  like  to  be  the  beft. 

Leo.   Good  Paulinay 
Who  haft  the  memory  cf  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour  :  O,  that  ever  I 
Had  fquar'd  me  to  thy  counfel !  then,  even  now 
1  might  have  look'd  upon  my  Queen's  full  t^^^. 
Have  taken  treafure  from  her  lips ! 

PauU  And  left  them 
More  rich,    for  what  they  yielded. 

Leo.  Thou  fpeak'ft  truth  : 
No  more  fuch  wives,  therefore  no  wife;  one  worfe. 
And  better  us'd,  would  make  her  fainted  fpirit 
Again  pofTefs  her  corps  \  and  on  this  ftage, 
(Where  we  [a]  offend  her  now)  appear  foul-vext. 
And  begin.  Why  to  me  r 

Paul,  Had  Ihe  fuch  power. 
She  had  juft  caufe. 

Leo.  She  had,  and  would  incenfe  me 
To  murder  her  I  married. 

Paul  I  IhoLild  fo  : 
Were  I  the  ghoft  that  walk'd,   Td  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye,  and  tell  me,  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chofe  her  ;  then  I'd  ihriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Shou'd  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  followed 
Should  be.  Remember  mine. 

Leo.  Stars,  liars, 
And  all  eyes  elfe,  dead  coals :  fear  thou  no  wife : 
I'll  have  no  wife,  Paulina, 

Paul.  Will  you  fwear 
Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  free  leave  ? 

Leo.  Never,  Paulina  ;  fo  be  blefs'd  my  fpirit ! 

Paul.  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witnefs  to  his  oatk. 

Cleo'.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Paul.  Unlefs  another. 
As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  pidure. 
Affront  his  eye. 

[  (a)  offend  ber,  Mr,  Theobald .Vulg.  vfendtrs. 

P  5  ClfO> 
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Cko.  Good  Madam,  pray,  have  done.  ^ 

Taul.  Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry;  if  you  will,  Sir; 
No  remedy,  but  you  will ;  give  me  the  office 
To  chufe  you  a  Queen  ;  fhe  fhall  not  be  fo  young 
As  was  your  former  ;  but  fhe  fhall  be  fuch, 
As,  walk'd  your  firft  Queen's  ghoft,  it  ihould  take  joy 
To  fee  her  in  your  arms. 

Leo    My  true  Paalinay 
We  fhall  not  marry,  'till  thou  bid'ft  us. 

Paul.  That 
Shall  be,  when  your  iirll  Queen's  again  in  breath  : 
Never  'till  then. 

S  C  E  N  E    ir. 

Enter  a  Gentleman 

Gent.  One  that  gives  out  himfelf  prince  Fkrizel^ 
Son  of  ^'^lixenes,    with  his  princefs  (fhe. 
The  faireft  I  have  yet  beheld)  defires  accefs 
To  your  high  prefence. 

Leo.  What  wiih  him  ?  he  comes  not 
IJke  to  his  father's  greatnefs ;  his  approach. 
So  out  of  circumllance  and  fudden,  tells  us,. 
*Tis  not  a  vifitation  fram'd,  bat  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.     What  tram  I 

Gent.  But  few. 
And  thofe   but  mean, 

Leo.  His  princefs,  fay  you,  with  him  ? 
Gent.  Yes ;  the  molt  peerleis  piece  of  earth,  I  think. 
That  e'er  the  fun  ihone  bright  on. 

Paul  Oh  Hermione, 
As  every  pre  lent  time  doth  boaft  irfelf 
Above  a  better,  gone  ;  ^  fo  muft  thy  grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.     Sir,  you  yourfcif 
Have  faid,   and  writ  fo  i  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme  ,•  Jhe  had  not  been. 
Nor  ^jasjhe  to  he  equaWd\  thus  your  verfc 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once ;  'tis  (hj-ewdly  ebb'd. 
To  fay,  you've  feen  a  better.. 

a Ji  mufi  thy  grave]  Graitt  for  Epitaph, 

Genu 
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Gent.  Pardon,  Madam  ; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot,  (your  pardon) 
The  other,  when  ilie  has  obtain'd  your  eye. 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.     This  is  a  creature, 
Would^lhe  begin  a  i'ecl,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  profeffors  elfe,  make  profelites 
Of  who  ihe  but  bid  follow. 

Paul.  How  ?  not  women  .? 

Gent.  Women  will  love  her,  that  flie  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man  :  men,  that  fhe  is 
The  rareft  of  all  v/omen. 

Leo,  Go,   Cleomines ; 
Yourfelf  (alnftcd  with  your  honour'd  friends) 
Bring  them  to  our  embracement.     Still  'tis  ftrange 
He  thus  fhould  ileal  upon  us.  \_Exit  Clet. 

Paul.  Had  our  prince 
(Jewel  of  children)  feen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd 
Well  with  this  lord  ;  there  was  not  full  a  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leo.  Pr'ythee,  no  more ;  ceafe ;  thou  know'ft. 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  fure. 
When  I  Ihall  fee  this  gentleman,  thy  fpeeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confider  that  which  may 
Unfurnifn  me  of  reafon.     They  are  come. 

SCENE    HI.. 

Enter  Florizel,  Perdita,  Cleomines,  and  others. 

Your  mother  was  moft  true  to  wedlock,  prince. 
For  fhe  did  print  your  royal  father  off, 
Conceiving  you.     Were  I  but  twenty  one. 
Your  father's  image  is  fo  hit  in  you, 
His  very  air,  that  I  fhould  call  you  brother. 
As  I  did  him,    and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  perform'd  before.     Moil  dearly  welcome. 

As  your  fair  princefs,  goddefs ! oh  !  alas ! 

I  loll  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heav'n  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  flood  begetting   wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  couple,  do  ;  and  then  I  loft 
(All   mine  own  folly!)  the  fociety, 
Amity  too  of  your  brave  father,    whom..  \ 

^Tho' 
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(Tho'  bearing  mifery)  J  defire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on. 

Flo.  Sir,  by  his  command 
Have  I  here  touch'd6"/r//m,  and  from  him 
Give  you  aU  greetings,  that  a  King,  (at  friend) 
Can  fend  his  brother  ;  and  but  infirmity. 
Which  waits  upon  worn  times,  hath  fomething  feizM 
His  wifh  d  ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon  you  ;  whom  he  loves. 
He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  fcepters. 
And  thofe  that  bear  them  living. 

Leo.  Oh,  my  brother  ! 
Good  gentleman,  the  wrongs  I  have  done  thee  ftir 
Afrelh  within  me ;  and  thefe  thy  offices. 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind  hand  flacknefs.     Welcome  hither 
As  i^  the  fpring  to  th'  earth.     And  hath  he  too     ' 
Expos'd  this  paragon  to  th'  fearful  ufage 
(Atleall,   ungentle)   of  the  dreadful  A>^/r,';?r, 
To  greet  a  man,  not  worth  her  pains  -,  much  Icfs, 
Th  adventure  of  her  perfon  ? 
Flo    Good  my  lord, 

She  came  from  Libya. 

Leo.    Where  the  warlil^^'  Smalusy 

That  noble  honoured  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd  ? 
Flo.   Moll  royal  Sir, 

From  thence  ;  from  him,  whofe  daughter 

His  tears  proclaim'd  his  parting  with  her  ;  thence 

(A  profperous  fouth-wind  friendly)  we  have  crols'd. 

To  execute  the  charge  my  father  gave  me. 

For  vifiting  your  highnefs  -,  my  beft  train 

I  liave  from  your  Sicilian  fhores  difmifs'd. 

Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  figniiie 

Not  only  my  fuccefs  in  Libya,  Sir, 

But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  fafety 

Here,  where  we  are. 
Leo.  The  blelTed  Gods 

^urge  all  infeftion  from  our  air,  whilft  you 

Po  climate  here !  You  have  a  holy  father, 

Agraceful  gentleman,  againfl  whofe  perfoD, 
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So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  iln  ; 
For  which  the  heavens,  taking  angry  note. 
Have  left  me  iffue-lcfs ;  and  your  father*s  blefs'd. 
As  he  from  heaven  merits  it,  v^^ith  you. 
Worthy  his  goodnefs.  What  might  I  have  been. 
Might  I  a  fon  and  daughter  now  have  looked  on. 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  ? 

SCENE    IV. 
Efiter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Moft  noble  Sir, 
That,  which  I  fhall  report,  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  fo  high.     Pleafe  you,  great  Sir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me  ; 
Defires  you  to  attach  his  fon,  who  has, 
His  dignity  and  duty  both  call  off. 
Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  ihepherd's  daughter. 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemia  P  fpeak. 

Lord.  Here  in  your  city;  I  now  came  from  him. 
I  fpeak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,    and  my  meilage :    to  your  court 
Whilfthe  was  haftning,  in  the  chafe,  it  feems. 
Of  this  fair  couple,  meets  he  on  the  way, 
The  father  of  this  feeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  country  quitted 
With  this  young  Prince. 

F/o.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me  ; 
Whofe  honour  and  whofe  honefty  'till  now 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  fo  to  his  charge  ; 
He's  with  the  King  your  father. 

Leo.  Who?  Camillo P 

Lord.  Camilloy  Sir,  I  fpake  with  him  ;  who  now 
Has  thefe  poor  men  in  queftion.     Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake  ;  they  kneel ;  they  kifs  the  earth  -, 
Forfwear  themfelves,  as  often  as  they  fpeak  : 
Bohemia  Hops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths,  in  death. 

?er.  Oh,  my  poor  father! 
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The  heav'n  fets  fpies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  contradl  celebrated. 
Leo.  You  are  marry'd  ? 
Flo.  We  are  not,  Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be  ; 
The  ftars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  valleys  firitj 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike, 

Leo,  My  Lord, 
Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  King  ? 

Flo,  She  is. 
When  once  Ihe  is  my  wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  father's  fpeed. 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.     I  am  forry, 
(Moll  forry)  you  have  broken  from  his  liking  ; 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  duty  ;  and  as  forry, 
5  Your  choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  birth  as  beauty. 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  De:r,  look  up  ; 
Though  Fortune,  vifible  an  enemy, 
Shoald  chafe  us,  with  my  father  \  power  no  jot 
Hath  fhe  to  change  our  loves.     'Befeech  you.  Sir, 
Remember,  fmce  you  ow'd  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  now ;  with  thought  of  fuch  afFedions, 
Step  forth  mine  advocate  ;  at  your  requell, 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things,  as  trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  miftrefs. 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Faul.  Sir,  my  liege. 
Your  eye  hath  too  m.'ch  youth  in't ;  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  Queen  dv  'd,  flie  was  more  worth  fuch  gazes 
Than  what  yo  i  look  on  now. 

Leo.  .1  thought  of  her. 
Even  in  thefe  looks  I  made  —  But  your  petition 

{To  Florizel. 
Is  yet  unanfwer'd  ;  I  will  to  your  father  j 
Your  honour  not  o'erthrown  by  your  deflres, 

3    Your  choice  h  net  Jo  rich  in   worth  ai  beauty, "^    The  Poet 
muft  \\\vz  wtote, 

Tiur  choice  ii  not  fo  rich  in  birth  ai  beauty  j 
Bernife  LeoKtes  wis  fo  far  from  H:fpra:;.ing,  or  thinking  meanly  of 
her  worch,  ih.t,  on  the  cootia/y,  ie  rather  efleems  her  a  treafurc  j 
a.>d^  in  his  next  fpeech  to  the  Prince,  caJJs  her  his  precious  mijirefs. 

V.m 
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I'm  friend  to  them  and  you  ;  upon  which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him,  therefore  follow  me. 
And  mark  what  way  I  make  :  come,  good  my  lord. 

lExeunt^ 

SCENE    V.     Near  the  Court  in  Sicilia. 
Enter  Autolicus,  and  a  Gentleman. 
^«/.  T3  ESEECH  you.  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this 
IJ     relation  ? 
I  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  farthel,  heard 
the  old  fhepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it ; 
whereupon,    after  a   little   amazednefs,    we  were   all 
commanded  out  of  the  chamber  :  only  this,  methought, 
I  heard  the  ihepherd  fay,  he  found  the  child. 
Aut.  I  would  molt  gladly  know  the  iiTue  of  it. 

1  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery^  of  the  bufmefs ; 
but  the  changes  I  perceived  in  the  King,  and  Camilla, 
were  very  notes  of  admiration  ;  they  feem'd  almoft, 
wkh  flaring  on  one  another,  to  tear  the  cafes  of  their 
eyes.  There  was  fpeech  in  their  dumbnefs,  language 
in  their  very  gefture  ;  they  look'd,  as  they  had  neard 
of  a  world  ranfom'd,  or  one  dellroy'd  j  a  notable  paf- 
fion  of  wonder  appear'd  in  them  ;  but  the  wileft  be- 
holder, that  knew  no  more  but  feeing,  could  not  fay 
if  th'  importance  were  joy  or  ioirow ;  but  in  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  one,  it  mua  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gent Uman. 
Here  comes  a  gentleman,  that,  liappily,  knowsmore: 
the  news,   Roger o  P 

2  Gent,  Nothing  but  bonfires :  the  oracle  is  fulfill'd ; 
the  King's  daughter  is  found  ;  fuch  a  deal  of  wonder 
is  broken  out  within  this  hour,  that  ballad  makers  can- 
not be  able  to  exprefs  it. 

Enter  an.ther  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  the  lady  Fauina^  Stev/ard,  he  can  deliver 
you  more.     How  goes  it  now,  Sir  ?  this  news,  which 
is  call'd  true,  is  fo  like  an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of 
it  is  in  ftrong  fufpicion  ;  has  the  king  found  his  r  eir  ? 

I  Gent.  Moft  true,  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by 
circumftance :  That,  which  you  hear,  you'll  iwear  you 

fee^. 
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fee,  there  is  fuch  unity  in  the  proofs.     The  mantle  of 

Queen  Hermione  —  her  jewel  about  the  neck  of  it 

the  letters  oi  Antigonus  found  with  it,  which  they  know 
to  be  his  charafter,  —  the  majefty  of  the  creature,  in 
rcfemblance  of  the  mother,  —  the  affedion  of  noble- 
nefs,  which  nature  (hews  above  her  breeding,  —  and 
many  other  evidences  proclaim  her  with  all  certainty 
to  be  the  King's  daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  meeting 
of  the  two  Kings  ? 

2  Gent.  No. 

3  Gent.  Then  have  you  loft  a  fight,  which  was  to  be 
fcen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of  There  might  you  have  be- 
held one  joy  crown  another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner, 
that  it  feem'd,  forrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them,  for 
their  joy  waded  in  tears.  There  was  carting  up  of  ^yts, 
holding  up  of  hands,  with  countenance  of  fuch  diftrac- 
tion,  that  they  were  to  be  known  by  garment,  not  by 
favour.  Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  himfelf, 
for  joy  of  his  found  daughter  j  as  if  that  joy  were  now 
become  a  lofs,  cries,  oh,  thy  mother,  thy  mother  !  then 
aiks  Bohemia  forgivenefs ;  then  embraces  his  fon -in-law ; 
then  again  worries  he  his  daughter,  with  clipping  her. 
Now  he  thanks  the  old  Ihepherd,  who  ftands  by,  "  Hke 
"  a  weather-beaten  conduit  of  many  Kings'  reigns." 
I  never  heard  of  fuch  another  encounter,  which  lames 
report  to  follow  it,  and  undoes  defcription  to  do  it. 

2  Gent.  What,  pray  you,  became  of  y^<^//W«j,  that 
carry 'd  hence  the  child  ? 

3  Gent.  Like  an  old  tale  ftilJ,  which  will  have  mat- 
ters to  rehearfe,  tho'  credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  ear 
open  ;  he  was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear  j  this  avouches 
the  fhepherd's  fon,  who  has  not  only  his  innocence, 
which  feems  much  to  juftifie  him,  but  a  handkerchief 
and  rings  of  his,  that  Paulina  knows. 

I  Gent.  What  became  of  his  bark,  and'his  followers? 

3  Gent.  Wreckt  the  fame  inftant  of  their  mafter's 
death,  and  in  the  view  of  the  fhepherd ;  fo  that  all  the 
inftruments,  which  aided  to  expofe  the  child,  were  even 
then  loil,  when  it  was  foand.  But,  oh,  the  noble 
combat,  that  'twixt  joy  and  forrow  was  fought  in  Pau- 
lina  !  She  had  on©  eye  declined  for  the  lofs  of  her  huf- 

band> 
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band,  another  elevated  that  the  Oracle  was  fulfill'd. 
She  lifted  the  prlncefs  from  the  earth,  and  fo  locks 
her  in  embracing,  as  if  fhe  would  pin  her  to  her  heart, 
that  llie  might  no  more  be  in  danger  of  lofing. 

I  Gent.  The  dignity  of  this  ail  was  worth  the  audi- 
ence of  Kings  andVrinces;  for  by  fuch  was  it  adted. 

3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettieil  touches  of  all,  and  that 
-^ which  angled  for  mine  eyes,  was,  when  at  the  rela- 
tion of  the  Queen's  death,  with  the  manner  how  Ihe 
came  to  it,  bravely  confefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King, 
how  attentivenefs  wounded  his  daughter  ;  'till,  from 
one  f'gn  of  dolour  to  another,  Ihe  did  with  an,  a/as  I 
I  v.ould  fain  fay,  bleed  tears;  for,  I  am  fure,  my  heart 
wept  blood.  Who  was  moft  marble,  there  charged 
colour  ;  fome  fvvooned,  all  forrowed  ;  if  all  the  world 
could  have  feen't.  the  woe  had  been  univerfal. 

I   Gent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  ? 

3  Geftt.  No.  The  Princefs  hearing  of  her  mother's 
ftatue,  which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina,  a  piece  ma- 
ny years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  performed  by  ?thal 
rare  Italian  mafter,  JuIio  Romano  ;  who,  had  he  him- 
felf  eternity,  and  could  put  breath  into  his  work,  would 
beguile  nature  of  her  cuftom,  fo  perfeftly  he  is  her  ape: 
He  fo  near  to  Hermione  hath  done  Hermione,  that  they 
fay,  one  would  fpeak  to  her,  and  ftand  in  hope  of  an- 
fwcr  :  Thither  with  all  greedinefs  of  afFcdion  are  they 
gone,  and  there  they  intend  to  fup. 

4  ivhicb  angled  for  mire  eyes,  [caught  tie  'water,  tbo'  net  the 
fijh,  <wai,  &c.]  I  dare  pronounce  what  is  here  in  hooks,  a  moft 
ftupid  intciprl.tion  of  fome  player,  that  angled  fjf  a  witticifm  }  and 
therefore  hive  Oruck  it  out  of  the  text. 

5  that  rare  Italian  mafier,  Ja'io  Roi^iano,  &c.]  Mr.  Theobald 
fays,  All  the  encomiums  put  together,  that  have  been  conferred  on  this 
excellent  artiji  in  painting  and  archite^ure,  do  not  amount  to  the  fine 
praife  here  gi'ven  him  by  our  author.  Kut  he  Is  ever  the  unluckieft 
of  ail  criticks  when  he  paffcs  judgment  on  beauties  and  refeas.  The 
pafTige  happens  to  be  quite  Miw^orMy  Shake jpear.  i.  He  makes 
his  fpeaker  fay,  that  was  Julio  Romano  the  God  of  Nature,  he 
would  outdo  Nature.  For  this  is  '.he  plain  meaning  of  the  words, 
bad  be  hinf:  If  eternity ,  and  could  put  breath  into  bis  loork,  be  'would 
beguile  Nature  of  her  cujiom.  zdly.  He  makes  of  this  famous  Fainter, 
a  Statuary  ;  1  fuppofe  confounding  him  with  Michael  Angeh  j  but, 
what  is  worft  of  all,  i  painter  vffiatues,  like  Mrs.  Salmon  of  her 
wax- work, 

2  Getth 
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^  2  Ge^t.  I  thought,  fhe  had  fome  great  matter  there 
in  hand,  for  fhe  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a-day 
ever  fince  the  death  of  Hermione,  vifited  that  removed 
houfe.^  Shall  we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece 
the  rejoicing  ?  ^     /  r 

I  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit 
of  accels  ?  every  wink  of  an  eye,  fome  new  grace  will 
be  born  :  our  abience  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  know- 
ledge.    Let^s  along.  iE,.eunt, 

Aut.  J\ov/,  had  I  not  the  dafh  of  my  former  life  in 
me,  would  preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought 
the  old  man  and  his  fon  aboard  the  Prince  ;  told  him, 
I  heard  them  talk  of  a  farrhel,  and  J  know  not  what  • 
but  he  at  that  time,  over-fond  of  the  ihepherd's  daugh- 
ter, (fo  he  then  took  her  to  be)  who  began  to  be  much 
fea-fick,  and  himfelf  little  better,  extremity  of  wea- 
ther^ continuing,  this  myilery  remained  undifcovered. 
But  'tis  all  one  to  me  \  for  had  I  been  the  finder  out  of 
this  fecret,  it  would  not  have  reliih'd  among  my  other 
difcredits. 

SCENE    VI. 
Evler  Shepherd  and  Clonvn, 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againfl  my  will, 
and  already  appearing  in  tlie  blofibms  of  their  fortune. 
Shep-  Come,  boy,  I  am   pail  more    children  ;  but 
thy  fons  and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  born. 
Clo.  *'  You  are  well  met.  Sir  ;  you  denied  to  fight 
with  me  this   other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  gentle- 
man born  :    fee  you  thefc  cioaths  ?    fay,  yoa    fee 
them  not,  and  think  me  ilill  no   gentleman   born. 
Ycu  were  befl  fay,  thefe  robes  are  not  gentlemen 
born.     Give  me  the  lie ;  do,  and  try  whether  I  am 
not  now  a  gentleman  born. 
Jut.  I  know  you  are  now,  Sir,  a  gentleman  born. 
Clo,  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 
Shep.  And  fo  have  I,  boy. 

C/o.  So  you  have  ;  bat  I  was  a  gentleman  born  be- 
fore my  father ;  for  the  King's  fon  took  me  by   the 
hand,  and  call'd  me  brother  ;  and  then  rhe  tu  o  Kings 
C-all'd  my  father  brother  ;  and  then  the  Prince  my  bro- 
ther, 
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ther,  and  the  Princefs  my  filler,  calPd  my  father,  fi- 
ther[  and  10  we  wept ;  ''  and  there  was  thefirft  gen- 
**  tleman-like  tears  that  ever  we  Ihed. 

S/:ep.  We  may  live,  Ton,  to  fhed  many  more. 
C/o.  Ay,  or  elfe  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  fo  pre- 
poilerous  ellate  as  we  are. 

Jut.  I  humbly  befeech  you.  Sir,  to  pardon  me  all 
the  faults  I  have  committed  to  your  worfhip,  and  ta 
give  me  your  good  report  to  the  Prince,  my  mailer. 

S/jep.  Tr'y  thee,  fon,  do  ;  fox  we  mull  be  gentle, 
now  we  are  gentlemen. 

CIo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  ? 
Juf.  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worfhip.. 
C/o.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  I  will  fwear  to  the  Prince^ 
thou  art  as  honeft  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia, 
Shcp.  You  may  fay  it,  bat  not  fwear  it. 
Clo.  Not  fwear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  ?  let  boors 
and  franklins  fay  it,  FU  fwear  it. 
Skep.  How  if  it  be  falfe,  fon  ? 
Clo.  If  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe,  a  true  gentleman  may 
fwear  it  in  the  behalf  of  his  friend  :  and  I'll  fwear  to 
the  Prince,  thou  art  a   tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,  and 
that  thou  wilt  not  be  drunk  ;  but  I  know,  thou  art  no 
tall  fellow  of  thy  hands  -,  and  that  ihou  wilt  be  drunk  ; 
but  I'll  fwear  it ;  and,  I  would,  thou  would'ft  be  a  tall 
fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Jut.  I  will  prove  fo,  Sir,  to  my  power. 
Clo.  Ay,  by  any  means  pi^ove  a  tall  fellow  ;  if  I  do 
not  wonder  how  thou  dar'ft  venture  to  be  drunk,  not 
being  a  tall  fellow,  trull  me  not.  Hark,  the  Kin^s  and 
the  Princes,  our  kindred,  are  going  to  fee  the  Queen's 
piaure.  Come,  follow  us :  we'll  be  thy  good  mailers. 
*  [Exeunt  a 

SCENE    VII.      Changes  to  Paulina'j  Hou/e. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  Florizel,  Perdita,  Camillo* 

Paulina,    lords  and    Jttendants. 
Leo.r\  Grave  and  good  Paulina,  the  great  comfort 
\J  That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 
PauL  What,  fovereign  Sir, 
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1  did  not  well    I  meant  well;  all  my  fervices 
W  have  pa.d  home      Bat  that  you  have  vouchfafd. 
Wi.h  your  crovvn  d  brother,  and  thefe  your  contraded 
hen-s  of  your  kingdoms,  my  poor  houfe  to  vifit ; 
Jt  IS  a  furplus  of  your  Grace,  which  never 
My  life  may  laft  to  anfwer. 

^?^.   O  Paulina^ 
We  honour  you  with  trouble;  but  wc  came 
I  o  fee  the  ftatue  of  our  Queen.     Your  eallery 
Have  we  pals'd  through,  not  without  much  content, 
in  many  fmgulanties ;  but  we  faw  not 
That    which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
1  he  Itatue  of  her  mother. 

Paul  As  fhe  liv'd  peerlefs. 
So  her  dead  likenefs,  I  do  well  believe. 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon. 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done;  6  therefore  I  keep  it 
JLovely,  apart.     But  here  it  is ;  prepare 
To  fee  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  fleepmock'd  death;  behold,  and  fay,  'tis  well ! 
[Paulina  nra^ws  a  curtain^  and  eii/roveri 
...  .,  Hermione>«rf'/«^  //i^  ajiatut. 

1  like  your  filence,  it  the  more  fhews  off 
Your  wonder;  but  yet  fpeak,  £rftyou,  my  Liege. 
Comes  It  not  fomething  near  ?  -^        o  ' 

Leo.  Her  natural  pofture  ! 
Chide  me,  dear  ftone,  that  I  may  fay,   indeed, 
7  hou  art  Henjiione ;  or  rather,  thou  art  fhe. 
In  thy  not  chiding  ;  for  fhe  was  as  tender 
As  infancy  and  grace.     But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  fo  much  wrinkled,  nothing 
So  aged  as  this  feems. 
Pol.  Oh,  not  by  much. 

\\n.^l^\  ^°  "^"^^  ^^^  "^^^^  our  carver's  excellence, 
VV hich  lets  go  by  fome  fixteen  years;  and  makes  her. 
As  Hie  hvU  now.  ' 


-therefore  I  keep 


Lovely,  apart. ]   Loi^ely,  i,  e.  charily,    with  more  th^a 

ordinary  regard  and  tendernefs.     The  Oxford  Editor  reads 

Lonely,    apart ' 

As  if  it  could  be  apart  without  being  alme, 

Lee. 
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Leo,  As  now  flie  might  have  done, 
So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  foul.     Oh,  thus  ihe  flood  ; 
Even  with  fuch  life  of  Majefty,    (warm  life, 
As  now  it  coldly  Hands)  when  firft  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  alham'd  ;  do's  not  the  ilone  rebuke  me. 
For  being  more  ftone  than  it  ?  oh,  royal  piece  ! 
There's  magick  in  thy  Majefty,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance  ;  and 
From  my  admiring  daughter  took  the  fpirits. 
Standing  like  ftone  with  thee. 

Per.  And  give  me  leave, 
And  do  not  fay  'tis  fuperilition,  that 

I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her  bleffmg Lady, 

Dear  Queen,  that  ended  wiien  I  but  began. 
Give  me  that  hand  of  yours  to  kifs. 

Pau/.  O,  patience; 

The  ftatue  is  but  newly  fix'd ;  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  My  Lord,  your  forrow  was  too  fore  laid  en. 
Which  lixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away. 
So  many  fummers  dry  :  fcarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  fo  long  live ;  no  forrow, 
But  kiird  itfelf  much  fooner. 

PoL  Dear  my  brother. 
Let  him,  that  was  the  caufe  of  this,  have  power 
To  take  off  fo  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

Paul.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
If  I  had  thought,  the  fight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  (for  the  ftone  is  mine,) 
rd  not  have  ihew'd  it. 

Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Pau/.  No  longer  fhall  you  gaze  on't,  left  your  fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  move. 

Leo.  Let  be,  let  be  ; 
7  Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  mcthinks,   already— 

7  Would  J  were  dead^  but  that,  metbivkt,  already — ]  The  fen- 
fence  compleated  is, 

^-~— but  that ^  metbinhsy  already  I  convtrft  witb  the  dead. 
But  there  his  pai^oa  made  him  break  off. 

What 
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What  was  he,  that  did  make  it  ?  fee,  my  Lord, 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  ?  and  that  thofe  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  ? 

Pol.  Mafterly  done  ! 
The  very  life  feems  warm  upon  her  lip. 

Leo.  '^  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  in't. 
As  we  were  mock'd  with  art. 

Paul,  ri!  draw  the  curtain. 
My  Lord's  almoft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon,  it  lives. 

Leo.   O  fweet  Paulina, 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  years  together  : 
No  fettled  fenfes  of  the  world  can  match 
The  pleafure  of  that  madnefs.     Let't  alone. 

Paul.  I'm  forry,  Sir,  I  have  thus  far  llirr'd  you  i  but 
9  I  could  afflid  you  further. 

Leo.  Do,   Paulina  ; 
For  this  afRidion  has  a  tafte  as  fweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort.     Still,  methinks. 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her.     What  fine  chizzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?  let  no  man  mock  me. 
For  I  will  kifs  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  lord,  forbear ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  lip  is  wet ; 
You'll  marr  it,  if  you  kifs  it ;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  painting ;  fhall  I  draw  the  curtain  ? 

Leo.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  years. 

Per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  looker  on. 

Paul.  Either  forbear. 
Quit  prefently  the  chapel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement ;  if  you  can  behold  it, 

8  The  FIXURE  cf  her  eye  has  motion  Int.J  This  is  fad  nonfenfe* 
We  fliould  read, 

The  FISSURE  of  her  eye . 

i.  ei  the  focket,    the  plice  where  the  eye  is. 

9  /  cculd  affi'ici  you  further. ^  If  it  had  not  been  for  the  anfwer, 
one  ftionld  have  concluded  the  Poet  had  wrote,  affcB  you  ;  how- 
ever he  ufes  afflEi  in  the  fenfe  of  affeEl.  This  is  only  obfervcd  to 
fliew,  that  when  we  find  words  to  which  wc  muft  put  an  unufual 
fignification  to  make  i^r\{s:^  that  we  ought  to  conclude  Sbakefpear 
took  that  liberty,  and  that  the  text  is  not  corrupted,  A  thing  the 
Oxford  Editof  fhould  have  confidered, 

I'U 
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ril  make  the  ftatue  move,  indeed  j  defcend, 
And  take  you  by  the  hand  ;  but  then  you'll  think. 
Which  I  protcft  againft,  I  am  afiifted 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leo.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on  ;  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear :  for  'tis  as  eafie 
To  mak«  her  Tpeak,  as  move. 

PauL  It  is  requir'd. 
You  do  awake  your  faith;  then,  all  ftand  ftill  : 
And  thofe,  that  think  it  is  unlawful  bufmefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed  -, 
No  foot  Ihall  ftir. 

Paul.  Mufick  ;  awake  her  :  ftrike  ;  [MuJicL 

'Tis  time,  defcend  ;  be  ftone  no  more ;  approach. 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.     Come, 
ril  fill  your  grave  up  :  Air  ;  nay,  come  away  : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  numbnefs  ;  for  from  him 
Dear  hfe  redeems  you  ;  you  perceive,  Ihe  flirs ; 

[Hermione  comes  dovjn. 
Start  not ;  her  adlions  fhall  be  holy,  as, 
You  hear,  my  fpell  is  lav/ful ;  do  not  (hun  her, 
Untill  you  fee  her  die  again,  for  then 
You  kill  her  double.     Nay,  prefent  your  hand  ; 
When  fhe  was  young,  you  woo'd  her  ;  now  in  age, 
Is  fhe  become  the  fuitor. 

Leo.  Oh,  fhe's  warm  ;  [Embracing her. 

If  this  be  magick,  let  it  be  an  art 
Lawful  as  eating. 

Pol.  She  embraces  him. 
Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck ; 
If  fhe  pertain  to  life,  let  her  fpeak  too. 

Pol.  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  wher£  fhe  has  livM, 
Or  how  flol'n  from  the  dead  ? 

PauL  That  flie  is  living, 
Were  it  but  told  you,  fhould  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale ;  but  it  appears,  fhe  lives, 
Tho'  yet  fhe  fpeak  not.     Mark  a  little  while, 
Pleafe  you  to  interpofe,  fair  Madam,  kneel. 
And  pray  your  mother's  bleifing ;  turn,  good  Lady  : 

Qui 
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Our  Perdita  is  found. 

[Pnftntin-^  Perdita,  iMho  kneels  to  Hermionc. 

Her.  You  Gods,  look  down, 
And  from  your  facred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon  my  daughter's  head  ;    tell  me,    mine  own. 
Where  haft  ti^ou  been  prefcrv'd  ?    where  liv'd  ?    how 

found 
Thy  father's  court  ?  for  thou  (halt  hear,  that  I,  -j 

Knowing  by  Paulina  that  the  Oracle  ■ 

Gave  hope  thoj  waft  in  being,    have  preferv*d 
Myfelf,    to  fee  the  ilfue. 

Paul.  There's  time  enough  for  That; 
Left  they  defire,    upon  this  pu(h,    to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation.     Go  together. 
You  precious  winners   all,   your  exultation  j 

Partake  to  every  one ;  "  I,  an  old  turtle,  ^ 

"  Will  wing  me  to  fome  wither'd  bough,  and  there' 
**  My  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again, 
"  Lament  'till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.  O  peace,  Paulina  : 
Thou  fhouldft  a  huft^and  take  by  my  confent. 
As  I  by  thine,  a  wife.     This  is  a  match. 
And  made  betwcen's  by  vows.    Thou  haft  found  mine, 
But  how,  is  to  be  quellion'd  ;  for  I  faw  her, 
As  I  thought,  dead ;  and  have,  in  vain,  faid  many 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave.     I'll  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  hufband.     Come,  Camillo, 
And  take  her  by  the  hand  ;    whofe  worth  and  honefty 
Is  richly  noted  j  and  here  juftified 
By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.     Let's  from  this  place. 
What  ?  look  upon  my  brother :  Both  your  pardons. 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 
My  ill  fufpicion  :  this,  your  fon-in  law. 
And  fon  unta  the  King — whom  heav'ns  direding. 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter.     Good  Paulina^ 
Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  Icifurely 
Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 
PerformM  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  fmce  firft 
We  were  diffcver'd.    Haltily  lead  away. 

{Exeunt  omnes. 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

The  Court  (j/*  E  N  G  l  A  N  d. 

Enter  King  John,  ^een'EWnor,  Pembroke,  Effex,  and 
Salifbury,  ^ith  Chatilion. 

K.  John.  1^  T  OW,  fay,  Chatilion,  what  would  France 
^^\  with  us  ? 

jL   ^      Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  fpeaks 
the  King  of  France, 

In  my  behaviour,  to  the  Majefty, 

The  borrow'd  Majefly  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  flrange  beginning  ;  borrow'd  iVTajefty  f 

K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother  ;  hear  the  embaffic. 

Chat.   Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 

Of  thy  deceafed  brother  Geffreys  fon, 

Arthur  Planta^enety  lays  lawful  claim 

To  this  fair  iiland,  and  the  territories  : 

To  Ireland,   PeiSiiers,   Jlnjou,  Touraine,  Maine  : 

Defiring  thee  to  lay  afide  the  fword. 

Which  fways  ufurpingly  thefe  feveral  titles  ; 

1  The  trouhhfome  reigv  of  King  John,  was  written  in  two  parts^ 
by  ly.  Shakefi>ear  and  W.  Rciuley,  and  printed  l6li.  But  the 
prefent  Play  is  intirely  different,  and  infinitely  fuperior  to  it. 

Mr.  Pope. 

0^2  And 
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And  put  the  fame  into  young  Arthurs  hand. 
Thy  nephew,    and  right-royal  Sovereign. 

K.  John,  What  follows,  if  we  difallow  of  this  ? 
Chat.  The  proud  controul  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
T'inforce  thefe  rights  fo  forcibly  with -held. 

Kyjohn.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for 
blood, 
Controulment  for  controulment ;  ^o  anfwer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  King's  defiance  from  my  mouth, 
.The  farthefl  limit  of  my  embafGe. 

K.  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  fo  depart  in  peace. 
Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  oi  France ^ 
For  ere  thou  canft  report,  I  will  be  there. 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  fhall  be  heard. 
So,  hence  f  be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath. 
And  fuUen  prefage  of  your  own  decay. 
An  honourable  condu£l  let  him  have, 
Fgmbroke,  look  to't;  farewel,  Chatilion. 

[Exeunt  Chatilion  and  Pemb  roke. 
Eli.  What  now,  my  fon,  have  I  not  ever  faid. 
How  that  ambitious  Conjiance  would  not  ceafe, 
*Till  fhe  had  kindled  France  and  all  the  world. 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  fon  ? 
This  might  have  been  prevented,   and  made  whole 
With  very  eafy  arguments  of  love ; 
"Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  misft 
^With  fearful,  bloody,  ifTue  arbitrate. 

K.  John.  Our  ftrong  polTefiion,  and  our  right  for 

us 

jE//.  Your  llrong  pofTefTion  much  more  than  your 
,  J-ight, 
Or  elfe  it  muft  go  wrong  with  you  and  me  ; 
So  much  my  confcience  whifpers  in  your  car. 
Which  none  but  heav'n,  and  you,  and  I  fhall  hear. 
Effex,  My  Liege,  here  is  the  flrangeft  controverfie. 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you. 
That  e'er  I  heard  :  fhall  I  produce  the  men  i 

K.  John.  liCt  them  approach. 
Our  abbies  and  our  priories  fhall  pay 
This  expedition's  charge.  —  What  men  are  you  ? 

S  CENE 
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SCENE    II. 

Inter  Robert  Faalconbridge,  and  Philip,  hh  'BrUherl 
the  Bajiard* 

Phil  Your  faithful  fubjea,  I,  a  gentlcmaa 
Born  in  Northafnptcnjhire,  and  eldell  fon. 
As  I  fuppofe,  to  Robert  Taulconhridgey 
A  foldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  Cceur-de-iiou  knighted  in  the  field. 
K.  John.  What  art  thou  ? 

Robert.  The  fon  and  heir  to  that  fame  Taulconhridge* 
K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heirf 
You  came  not  of  one  mother  then,  it  feems  ? 

Phil.  Moll  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  King, 
That  is  well  known ;  and,  as  I  think,  one  father  : 
But  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heav'n,  and  to  my  mother; 
GfthatI  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eii.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man !  thou  doll  Ihamc  thy 
mother. 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Phil.  I,  Madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reafon  for  it  i 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine  ; 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  he  pops  me  out 
At  leaft  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year : 
Heav'n  guard  my  mother's  honour,  and  my  land  ? 
K.Jehn.  A  good  blunt  fellow  3  why,  being  youngC| 
born. 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  hihcritance? 

Phi/.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land  f 
But,  once,  he  flander'd  me  with  baftardy : 
But  whether  I  be  true  begot  or  no. 
That  Hill  I  lay  upon  my  mother's  head  ; 
But  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  Liege, 
(Fair  fall  the  bones,  that  took  the  pains  for  mc!} 
Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourfelf. 
If  old  Sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 
And  were  our  father,  and  this  fon  like  him ; 

0  old  Sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee 

1  give  heav'n  thanks,  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

*  0^3  K.  jBhn. 
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K,  John   Why,  what  a  mad  cap  hath  heav'n  leat  ua 
here  ? 
'^11  He  hath  a  trick  of  Caur-de-lion\  face, 
ihe  accent  of  his  tongue  affedeth  him  • 
Do  you  not  read  fome  tokens  of  my  fon 
In  the  large  compofition  of  this  man  ? 

A  ^a'Pa^^'I  ^'"^  ^>'^  ^^^^  '^^^^  examined  his  pam. 
And  finds  them  perfeft  Rkhard :  Sirrah,  fpeak. 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother^s  land  ? 
wCu    u     \^^^fl  ^^  ^^'^  ^  half  face,  like  my  father. 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land  ? 
p  i^  groat,  five  hundred  pound  a  year  ' 

Ko6    My  gracious  Liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd. 

Your  brother  did  jmploy  ray  father  much  ; 

V  ^^"\  ^^^"'  ,^^^'  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land. 
Your  tale  mull  be,  how  he  imploy'd  my  mother; 

M.  And  once  difpatch'd  him  in  an  embaffie 
To  Germany  ;  there  with  the  Emperor 
To  treat  of  high  aiFairs  touching  that  time  • 
Th'  advantage  of  his  abfence  took  the  King, 
And  in  the  mean  time  fojourn'd  at  my  father's  • 
Where,  how  he  did  prevail,  I  fhame  to  fpeak  •' 
But  truth  is  truth  ;  large  lengths  of  feas  and  fhores 
iictween  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
(As  I  have  heard  my  father  fpeak  himfelf ) 
When  this  fame  lully  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeath'd 
His  lands  to  me  j  and  took  it  on  his  death, 
That  this,  my  IT, other's  fon,  waj  none  of  his; 
And  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 
Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  coarfe  of  time  : 
Then,  good  my  Liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 
My^father's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K.  John.  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate  ; 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him  • 
And  if  ihe  did  play  falfe,  the  fault  is  hers  ; 
Which  fault  lyes  on  the  hazard  of  all  hufrands. 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who,  as  you  fay,  took  pains  to  get  this  fon. 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  fon  for  his  r 
Infooth,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 

This 


King    John.  54J 

"This  calf,  bred  from  his  cow,  from  all  the  world. 
In  footh,  he  might  ;  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's. 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him  ;  nor  your  father. 
Being  none  of  his,  refufe  him  ;  this  concludes. 
My  mother's  fon  did  get  your  father's  heir. 
Your  father's  heir  muit  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob.  Shall  then  my  father's  Will  be  of  no  force 
To  difpoffefs  that  child,  which  is  not  his  ? 

Phil.  Of  no  more  force  to  difpoffefs  me.  Sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  i  think. 

EU    Whether  hadft  thou  rather  be  a  Faukonhridge, 
And,  like  thy  brother,  to  enjoy  thy  land  : 
Or  the  reputed  Son  of  Caeur-de-lion, 
^  Lord  of  the  prefence,  and  no  land  befide  ? 

Phil.  Riadam,  and  if  my  brother  had  my  fliape^ 
And  I  had  his.  Sir  Robert  his,  like  him  ; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  fuch  riding  rods. 
My  arms  fuch  eel-lkins  ftuft ;  3  my  face  fo  thin, 
4- That  in  mine  ear  I  durft  not  flick  a  rofe. 
Left  men  fhould  fay,  *'  Look,  v/here  three,  farthings? 
goes  !  " 

a  Lord  of  THY  prefence,  and  no  land  hefdef]  Lord  of  thy  pre. 
ence  can  fi^nify  only,  M^/ier  of  tbyfilfj  and  it  h  a  Rranee.expref- 
fion  tt.  fign;:y  even /£><:/.  Howevtr  that  he  mig'tit  be,  wilbouc 
pelting  with  his  land.     We  fhoald  reud, 

Lord  cf  THZ  pi ejcnct  — 

i.e.    Prince  of  the  Blood. 

3 .  ■    .       my  face  fo  thirty 

That  in  mine  ear  I  durfi  not  fit ck  a  lo.e, 
Lf/?  m^nfoouldfay,.  ijck,  -tvlere  thre.;-farthings  ^««/  J 
"We  muft  obkrve,  to  explain  this  allufion,  that  Queea  EU.i^abetb 
was  the  firft,  and  indeed  tl'ic  only  Prince  who  coin'd  in  England 
three-half-pencc,  and  three-farthing  pieces.  She  at  one  and  the 
fame  time  coin'd  fhiliings,  fix-p^-nces,  groats,  three-pences,  two- 
pences,  ti^ree-haif  pence,  pence,  three-farthings,  and  half- pence  : 
And  ihefe  pieces  ail  had  her  head,  and  were  alternately  with  the  Rofe 
behind,  and  without  the  Roje.  The  ihihing,  grcar,  two- pence, 
penny,  and  half-penny  had  it  not  :  the  other  intermediate  coins, 
•viz,,  the  fix-pence,  three-pence,  three  half-pence,  and  three-farth- 
ings had  the  Rfe.  Mr.  Theobald. 

4  T:'bat  in  mine  ear  I  durft  mt  ftic\  a  rofe]  The  flicking  Rofes 
about  them  was  then  all  the  court-fafliion,  as  appears  from  this  paf- 
fage  of  the  Confeffion  Catholique  du  S.de  Sancy,  1.  2.  c.  i.  Je  luy  ay 
appris  a  mettre  des  Roses  par  tcus  hs  coins,  i.  t.  in  every  place 
about  him,  fays  the  Speaker,  of  one  to  whom  he  had  taught  all  the 
court- faihions* 

Q^  4  And 
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And  to  hisfhape  were  heir  to  all  his  land  ;*' 
Would,  I  might  never  ftir  from  ofFthis  plaoe, 
I  d  give  It  ev'ry  foot  to  have  this  face  ; 
I  would  not  be  Sir  Nobhe  in  any  cafe. 

Bit.  I  like  thee  well;  wilt  thou  forfake  tliy  fortune^ 
bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me? 
1  am  a  foldier,  and  now  bound  to  Trance. 

Phil.  Brother,   take   you  my  land,   I'll  take  roj^ 
chance ; 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Yet  fell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

EIL  Nay,  I  would  have  you  go  before  me  thither; 
Phil.  Our  country  manners  give  our  betterrway. 
K.  John.  What  is  thy  name  ? 
nFf^^'  ^^^^^P->  ^y  J^iege,  fo  is  my  name  begun  ; 
Fbdip,  good  old  Sir  Robert^  wife's  eldeft  fon. 

K.  John,  From  henceforth  bear  his  name,  whofe 
form  thou  bear'ft : 
ICneel  thou  down  Fhilipy  but  rife  up  more  great ; 
Arife  Sir  i?/V/^^r^,    zxA  Plant agenet. 

Phil.  Brother  by  th'  mother's  fide,  give  me  yo)a^ 
hand  ; 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  yours  gave  land. 
Kow  bleffed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day,  .  j 

When  I  was  got,  Sir  Robert  was  away  \  j 

Eli.  The  very  fpirit  of  Plantagenet  \  « 

I  am  thy  grandam;  Richard,  call  me  {o. 

Phil.  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth  j  what 
though  ? 
Something  about,  a  little  from  the  right. 

In  at  the  window,  or  elfe  o'er  the  hatch  : 
Who  dares  not  flir  by  day,  muft  walk  by  night. 

And  have  his  have,  however  men  do  catch ; 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  ftill  well  fhot  ; 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

K.  Johtr.  Go,  Faiilconbridge,  now  haft  thou  thy  de- 
lire  ; 
A  landlefs  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'Squire  r 
Come,  Madam  ;  and  come  Richard  ;  we  muft  fpeed 
^01  Frence,  for  France ,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Phil: 
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Ph'tL  Brother,  adieu  ;  good  fortune  come  to  thee. 
For  thou  waft  got  i'th'  way  of  honefty. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Philip: 

SCENE    III. 

A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was. 

But  many  a  many  foot  of  land  the  worfef 

Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady. 

««  Good-den,  Sir  i^/V-J'^r^,  —  God-a-mercy,  fellow  ; 

"  And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter  ; 

•'  For  new-made  honour,  doth  forget  men's  names: 

"  'Tis  too  refpe£live  and  unfociable 

«»  For  your  converfing.    Now  your  traveller, 

«  He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  worfhip's  mefs  j 

"  And  when  my  knightly  ftomach  is  fuffic'd, 

"  Why  then  I  fuck  my  teeth,  and  catechife 

*♦  My  5  piked  man  of  countries ;  —  My  dear  Sir, 

«  (Thus  leaning  on  mine  elbow,  I  begin] 

**  I  ihali  befeech  you,  —  that  is  queftion  now  5 

"  And  then  comes  anfwer  like  an  ABC-book: 

««  O  Sir,  4ys  anfwer,  atyourbeft  command, 

■<'  At  your  employment,  at  your  fervice.  Sir  : ' 

•'  No,  Sir,  fays  queftion,  I,  fweet  Sir,  at  yours,  — 
"  6  And  {q  ^'cr  anfwer  knows  what  queftioa  would, 

"  Saving. 

5  Piked  man,']  i.  e.  formally  bearded.         _         Mr.  Pope, 
6  And  Jo  e'er  anfwer  hnoivT  ivhat  queftion  itfsuld. 

Saving//:  dialogue  of  compliment. ]\n  this  fine  fpeech  FauJ^ 
eenbridge  wouli  fbew  the  advantages  and  prerogatives  of  men  ofivor- 
pip.  He  obferves,  particularly,  that  he  has  the  Traveller  at  com- 
mand  ;  (people  at  that  time,  when  a  new  world  was  difcovering, 
in  the  higheft  eftimation.)  At  the  firft  intimation  tf  his  defire  to 
hearftrange  ftories>  ttie  Traveller  complies,  and  will  fcarce  guc 
him  leave  to  make  his  queftion,  but  e'er  anf^wer  knoivs  ivbat  que- 
fiion  'would  —  What  then  ?  why,  according  to  the  prefent  reading, 
it  grows  townrds  fupper-time  :  And  is  not  this  -worppful  foaety  ? 
To  fpend  all  the  time  between  dinner  and  fupper  before  either  of 
them  knows  what  the  other  would  be  at.  Read  servikg  inftead 
of  faving,  and  all  this  nonfenfe  is  avoidedj  and  the  account  ftands 
thus,  «*  E'er  anfwer  knows  what  queftion  would  be  at,  my  travd- 
*'  kr  fervei  in  bi%  dialogue  of  compliment,  which  is  his  ftanding 
<•«  dt(h  at  all  tables  j  \hen  he  comes  to  talk  of  the  Jlp'^  and 
"  Apennines,  &c.  and,  by  the  time  this  difccurfe  concludes,  it  draws 
«  tovfards  fuPPer»    All  this  is  fenfible  and  humaurous  5  and  the. 
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*'  Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment ; 

"  And  talking  of  the  J/ps  and  Jpennines, 

*^  The  Pyrenean  and  the  river  Po  ; 
'  **  It  draws  towards  fupper  in  concluiiou,  fo. 

**  But  this  is  worfhipful  fociety. 

And  fits  the  mounting  fpirit  like  my{dfi 

For  he  is  but  a  ballard  to  the  time. 

That  doth  not  fmack  of  obfervation  ; 

[7  And  fo  am  I,  whether  I  fmack  or  no  :] 

And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device 

Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement ; 

But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 

Sweet,  fweet,  fweet  poifon  for  the  age's  tooth  j 

Which  tho'  I  will  not  praftife  to  deceive. 

Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn  ; 

For  it  fhall  ftrew  the  footfteps  of  my  rifing. 

But  who  comes  in  fuch  hafte,  in  riding  robes  ? 

What  woman-poll  is  this  ?    hath  Ihe  no  hufband'. 

That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  ? 

O  me  !  it  is  my  mother ;  now,  good  lady, 

.What  brings  you  here  to  court  fo  hailily  ? 

S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Enter  lady  Faulconbridge,  and  James  Gurney. 

lady.  Where  is  that  flave,  thy  brother,  where  is  he^ 
That  holds  in  chafe  mi»e  honour  up  and  down  ? 
Pkil  My  brother  Robert,  old  Sir  Robert^  fon, 
■  Colhrand  the  giant,  that  fame  mighty  man. 
Is  It  Sir  Robert's  fon,  that  you  feek  fo  ? 

_  Lady.  Sir  Robert's  fon  ?  ay,  thou  unrev'rend  boy^ 
Sir  Robert's  fon  t  why  fcorn'ft  thou  at  Sir  Robert  ? 
He  is  Sir  Robert's  fon  ;  and  fo  art  thou. 

phrafe  o(  femjing  in  is  a  very  pleafant  one  to  denote  that  this  was 
his  worihw's  fuonJcourfe.  What  follows  fhews  the  roirantic  turn 
of  the  voyagers  of  that  time  ;  how  greedily  their  relations  were 
fwallowed,    which  he  caXh  fiueet  poifon  for  the  age's  tnotb  -  and 

hew  acceptable  it  made  men  at  court For  it  fhall  ftrfw  th& 

fbotflepi  of  tny  rifmg.  And  yet  the  Oxford  Editor  fays,  by  this 
fweet  poifon  is  meant  flattery, 

jAndfo  am  I,  ivbetber  I  fmack  or  noA     A  nonfenfical  line  of 
the  Players. 
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Phil.  James  Gurney,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while  ? 
Gur.  Good  leave,  good  ?hHi(). 

Phil.  ^  Philip  ! fpare  me,  James ; 

There's  toys  abroad ;  anon  I'll  tell  thee  more. 

[Exif  Jamesk" 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  Sir  Roberth  fon. 
Sir  Robert  might  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-Friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  fafl : 
Sir  Robet t  coMldi'diO  v.t\\i  marr>',  confefs  ? 
Could  he  get  me  ?  Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it ; 
We  knew  his  handy-work ;  therefore,  good  mother. 
To  whom  am  I  beholden  for  thefe  limbs  ? 
Sir  Robert  never  holpe  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady.  Haft  thou  conrpired  with  thy  brother  too, 
That,  for  thine  own  gain,  fhould'ft  defend  mine  honour  ? 
What  means  this  fcorn,  thou  moft  untoward  knave  ? 

Phil.   9  Knight,  Knight,  good  mother Bajilifce 

like. 
What !  I  am  dub'd ;  I  have  it  on  my  Ihoulder  : 
But,  mother,   I  am  not  Sir  Robertas  Son  j 
I  have  diiclaim'd  Sir  Robert,  and  my  land  j 
Legitimation,  name,  and  all  is  gone : 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father  j 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope  j  who  was  it,  mother  7 
Lady.  Haft  thou  deny'd  thy  felf  a  Faulconhridge  ? 
Phil  As  faithfully,  as  I  deny  the  devil. 
Lady.  King  Richard  C^ur-de-lion  was  thy  father; 
By  long,  and  vehement  fuit,  I  was  feduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  hufband's  bed. 
Heav'n  lay  not  my  tranfgreffion  to  my  charge  ! 
Thou  art  the  iffue  of  my  dear  offence, 
Which  was  fo  ftrongly  urg'd  paft  my  defence, 

8  Philip,  fparrow,  James.']   I  think  the  poet  wrote. 

Phi  Zip  '. fpare  me,  yames. 

i.  e.  dcni:  affrort  me  with  an  appellation  that  comes  from  2  hn'iy 
which  I  difcia'm. 

9  Knight,  Kr.ight;  good  mother Bafilifco  A'c^]  The  words  al- 
lude to  an  expreffion  in  an  o'd  foorih  ply,  then  the  common  Eutt  of 
ridicule.  But  the  beauty  tf  the  paflage  confilts  in' his  alluding,  at 
the  fame  time,  to  hij,  high  original.  His  father,  Richard  the  fir jl^ 
was  furnamed  Coeur. de-lion.  And  the  Cor  Leonis,  a  fixed  flar  of  tlie 
§ixk  magnitude^-  in  the  Cgn  Lev,  is  called  BafiUjcQ^ 

PkH. 
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PhiL  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  agaTn, 
Madam,  I  would  not  wifh  a  better  father     ^     "^ 
^me  fins  do  bear  their  privilege  on  earth, 
And  fo  doth  yours ;  your  fault  was  not  your  foUv  ^ 
Needs  muft  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  difpofe,         " 
Subjeded  tribute  to  commanding  love  -, 
Agamft  whofe  fury,  and  unmatched  force, 
i  he  awlefs  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight ; 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard'i  hands. 
He,  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts. 
May  ea%  win  a  womaa's.    Ay,  my  mother. 
With  all  my  heart,  I  thank  thee  for  my  father. 
Who  lives,  and  dares  but  fay,  thou  didft  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  lend  his  foul  to  hell 
Come    lady,  I  will  ihew  thee  to  my  kin. 

Tf  1     ^^l^^\  ^f ^*    ^^'^  ^^'^^'^  ^^  begot. 
If  thou  hadft  faid  him  nay,  it  had  been  fm/ 

Who  fays.  It  was,  he  lyes ,  I  fay,  'twas  not, 

[Exeunn 

ACT    II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Before  the  TTalls  e/^Angiers  in  France. 

F/tf^r  Philip  a:/«^<,/ France,    Lewis />^^  Dauphin,  ti,- 
^chduke  e/'Aiiftria,  Conftance,  and  Arthur. 

i:.a./..-nEFORE  Angiers  well  met.  brave ^«A/^; 
X>  Arthur  !    that  great  fore-runner  of  thy- 
blood  '^ 

^Jch^rd,  that  robbed  the  lion  of  hfs  heart. 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Pahjiine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  early  to  \{i,  grave, 
And  for  amends  to  his  pofterity 
At  our  importance  hither  i^  he  come, 
To  fpread  his  colours,  boy,  iii.  thy  behalf : 
And  to  rebuke  the  ufurpation 
Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,    Englijh  John. 

XToZ^l'^r^'""-  ^''  ^^^  welcome  hitheK 
^t^.  God  fluU  forgive  you  Cuur-de-Iion'^  deat)i 

The 
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The  rather,   that  you  give  his  offspring  life; 
Shadowing  their  right  under  your  wings  of  war. 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  pov/rlefe  hand^ 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  unftained  love : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Jngiersy  Duke. 

Leivts.  A  noble  boy  !  who  would  not  do  thee  right? 

Juji.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zcalous^  kifs» 
As  Teal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love  ; 
That  to  my  home  I  will  no  more  return, 
*Till  Jngier^  and  the  right  thou  haft  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  (hore, 
Whofe  foot  fpurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides^ 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  iflanders ; 
Ev'n  'till  that  England^  hedg'd  m  with  the  main. 
That  water-walled  bulwark.  Hill  fecure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purpofes, 
Ev'n  'till  that  utmoft  corner  of  the  weft. 
Salute  thee  for  her  King.     'Till  then,  fair  hoy^ 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Confi.  O,  take  his  mother's  thanks,,  a  widow's  thanks, 
*Till  your  ftrong  hand  fhall  help  to  give  hhn  ftrength^ 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Juji.  The  peace  of  heav'n  is  theirs,  who  lift  their 
fwords 
In  fuch  a  juft  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Philip.  Well  then,  to  work ;  our  engines  ftiallbe 
bent 
Againft  the  brows  of  this  refifting  town  r 
Call  for  our  chiefeft  men  of  difcipline. 
To  cull  the  plots  of  beft  advantages. 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones. 
Wade  to  the  market  place  in  French-men   ;bIood^ 
But  we  will  make  it  fubjedt  to  this  boy. 

Conji.  Stay  for  an  anfwer  to  your  Embaffie, 
Left  unadvis'd  you  ftain  your  fwords  with  bloods 
My  lord  Chatilion  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  Ixere  we  urge  in  war ;. 
And  then  we  ihall  repent  each  drop  of  blood,. 
That  hot  rafli  hafte  fo  indiredly  Ihed. 
Enter  Chatilion, 

X  PhiUp*  A  wonder,  lady !  lo^  upon  thy  wifti 
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Our  meiTenger  Chatilion  is  arrived  ; 

What  England  fays,   fay  briefly,  gentle  lord 

We  coldly  paufe  for  thee.     Chatilion,  fpeak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paultryfieee 
And  ftir  them  up  againft  a  mightier  tafk.  -^      6  * 

England,  impatient  of  your  juft  demands, 
Hath  put  himfelf  in  arms ;  the  adverfe  winds 
Whofe  leifure  I  have  ftaid,  have  giv'n  him  timi 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  foon  as  I. 
His  marches  are  expedient  to   this  town 
Kis  forces  ftrong,    his  foldiers  confident! 
Widyiim  along  is  come  the  mother-Queen; 
An-^^  ftirring  him  to  blood  and  ilrife. 
With  her,  her  niece,  the  lady  hlanch  of  ^ain  ;. 
With  them  a  baftard  of  the  King   deceas'd 
And  all  th'  unfetded  humours  of  the  land;  * 

Rafli,  inconfid'rate,  fiery  voluntaries, 

With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons'  fpleens. 

Have  fold  their  fortunes  at  their  native  homes* 

Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs. 

To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortunes  here. 

In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntlefs  fpir^ts. 

Than  now  the  EngUJh  bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 

Did  never  float  upon  the  fwelJing  tide. 

To  do  offence  and  fcathe  in  chriiiendom. 

The  interruption  of  their  churliih  drums'  [Drums  heat. 

Cuts  off  more  circumllance;  they  are  at  hand. 

To  parly,  or  to  fight,  therefore  prepare. 

K.Philip.  How  much  uniookd  for /is  this  expedi- 
tion !  ^ 
^ujl.  By  how  much  unexpected,  by  fo  much 

We  mufl:  awake  endeavour  for  defence  : 

For  courage  mounteth  v/ith  occafion  : 

Let  them  be  welcome  then,  we  are  prepar'd. 

SCENE    JL 

I.ntei^  King  <»/England,  Faulconbridge,  Elinor,  Blancb, 
Pembroke,  and  others. 

K.  John.  Peace  be  to  FrRnce^  \S  Frame  in  peace 
permit 
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Our  juft  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own  : 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  afcend  to  heav'n. 
Whilft  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,    do  corred 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beats  his  peace  to  heav'n. 
K.  Philip.  Peace  be  to  England,  it'  that  war  retura 
From  France  to  Englandy  there  to  live  k  peace  I 
England  we  love  :  and  for  that  England's  fake 
With  burthen  of  our  armour  here  we  fweat ; 
This  toil  of  ours,  fhould  be  a  work  of  thine^ 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  fo  far, 
That  thou  hail  under- wrought  its  lawful  King  ; 
Cut  off  the  fequence  of  pof^erity ;  y'^l^ 

Out-faced  infant  ilate  j    and  done  a  rape         ^J^ 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geffrey  s  face. 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his  » 
This  little  abftrad  doth  contain  that  large. 
Which  dy'd  in  Geffrey  ',  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  large  a  volume. 
That  Geffrey  was  thy  elder  brother  born, 
And  this  his  fon  ;  England  was  Geoffrey's  right. 
And  this  is  Geffrey  s ;   in  the  name  of  God, 
How  comes  it  then,  that  thou  art  call'd  a  King, 
When  living-  blood  doth  in  thefe  temples  beat. 
Which  own  the  crown  that  thou  o'er-maftereft  ? 
K.  Philip.  From  whom  hafl  thou  this  great  com- 
miCion,  France, 
To  draw  my  anfwer  to  thy  articles  ? 

K.  Philip.  From  that  fupernal  judge,  that  ftirs  good 
thoughts 
In  any  breaft  of  ftrong  authority, 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  flains  of  right. 
That  judge  hath   made   me  guardian  to  this  boy  h 
Under  whofe  warrant  I  impeach  thy  v>/rong. 
And  by  whofe  help  I  mean  to  chaftife  it. 
K.John.  Alack,  thou  doll  ufurp  authority. 
K.  Philip.  Excufe  il^  'tis  to  beat  umrping  dowru 
Eli.  Who  is't,.  that  thou  doft  call  ufurper.  Francs  .f 
Conji.  Let  me  make  anfwer :  tlxy  ufurping  fon.        * 
Eli.  Out,  infolent  \  thy  ballard  ihall  be  King, 
That  thou  may'fl:  be  a  Q^een,  and  check  the  world  ^ 

Canjf* 
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Conji,  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  fon  as  truer 
As-  thine  was  to  thy  hufband  ;  and  this  boy, 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Gefrey, 
Than  thou  and  John,  m  manners  being  as  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  baltard !  by  my  foul,  I  think. 
His  father  never  was  (o  true  begot ; 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  v^ert  his  mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  fathen 

ConJ}.  There  s  a  good  grandam,   boy,  that  wouldi 
blot  thee. 

jiuji.  Peace- 


Faulc.  Hear  the  crier. 

Mji.  What  the  devil  art  thouT 

faulc.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  Sir,  with  you^ 
An  a'may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare,  of  whom  the  proverb  goes, 
Whofe  valour  plucks  dead  Lions  by  the  beard  ; 
I'll  fmoak  your  fkin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right ; 
Sirrah,  look  to't ;  i'faith,  I  will,  iTaith. 

Blanch.  O,  well  did  he  become  that  Lion's  robe. 
That  did  difrobe  the  Lion  of  that  robe. 

Faulc.  It  lies  as  fightly  on  the  back  of  him. 
As  great  j^ hides'  *  fhews  upon  an  afs  ; 
But,  afs,  I'll  take  that  burthen  from  your  back. 
Or  lay  on  that,  fnall  make  your  Ihoulders  crack. 

Aiiji.   What  cracker  is  this  fame,  that  deafs  our  earr 
With  this  abundance  of  fjperi5uous  breath  } 
King  Philip.,  determine  what  we  fnall  do  ftrait. 

K.  Philip.  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  con- 
ference. 
King  JohfT,  this  is  the  very  fum  of  all ; 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Mahe, 
In  rig  fit  of  Arthur  I  do  claim  of  thee  : 
Wilt  thou  reflgn  them,    £nd  lay  down  thy  arms  > 

K.  John.  My  life  as  foon. — I  do  defie  tliee,  Frami>^ 
Aithiir  of  Britain,  yield  thee  t©  my  hand  ; 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  I'll  give  thee  more, 
•Than  e'er  the  cowaxd-hand  ol  France  can  win. 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

x_/&ewj]  Spelt  right  by  iM/.  IbitthaU^ 
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Sit.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Co»Jf.  Do,  child,  go  to  it  grandajn,  child,  -i 

Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it  grandam  will 
Give  It  a  plum,    a  cherry,  and  a  fig ; 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Jrti^.  Good  my  mother,  peace ; 
1  would,  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave ; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil,  that's  made  for  me. 

E/i.  His  mother  fhames  him  fo,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 

CoftJ.  Now  fhame  upon  you,  whe'er  fhe  does  or  no  > 
His  grand am's  wrong,  and  not  his  mother^s  Ihames, 
Draws  thofe  heav'n- moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes, 
Which  heav'n  fhall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee  : 
Ay,  with  thefe  cryflal  beads  heav'n  Ihall  be  bri-b'd 
To  do  him  juftice,    and  revenge  on  you. 

J?//.  Thou  monftrous  flanderer  of  heav'n  and  earth  ! 

Con/h  Thou  monftrous  injurer  of  heav'n  and  earth  I 
Call  me  not  flanderer  ;  thou,  and  thine,  ufurp 
The  domination,  royalties  and  rights 
Of  this  oppreffed  boy  ;  tliis  is  thy  eldeft  fon's  fon» 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee  : 
Thy  fins  are   vifited  in  this  poor  child  j 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him  ; 
Being  but  the  fecord  generation 
Removed  from   thy  nn-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John    Bedlam,  have  done. 

Con  ft.  I  have  but  this  to  fay. 
That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  fm. 
But  God  hath  made  her  fin  and  her  the  plague 
On  this   removed  iffue,    plagu'd  for  her. 
And  with  her  plague  her  fm ;    his  injury. 
Her  injury,    the  beadle  to  her  fm. 
All  punifhM  in  the  perfon  of  this  child. 
And  all  for  her,    a  plague  upon  her  ! 

Eli.  Thou  unadvifed  fcold,  I  can  produce 
A  will,    that  bars  the  title  of  thy  fon. 

Conft.  Ay,  who  doubts  that  ?  a  will !—  a  wicked  will ; 
A  woman's  will,  a  cankred  grandam's  will. 

K.  Philip.  Peace,  Lady ;  paufe,  or  be  more  temperate; 
It  ill  befeems  this  prefence  to  cry  Aim 
To  thefe  ill -tuned  repetitions. 

Some 
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Some  trumpet  fummon  hither  to  the  walls 
Wh?r  "^v?  ^^^'^S^'/^  ^  Jet  us  hear  them  fpeak, 
Whofe  title  they  admit,  Jrthur',  ov  JofJs 


SCENE    III. 
Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  IValls. 

A.  ^;A,,/,^.     Tis  ^^-^^r^,  for  Eng/and. 
Ji.  John.  England  for  ilitM i 

\oa  men  ofy%;..,  and  my  loving  fubjeds 

fJbTeas,''  "^   "^'"   oiAng^crs,     Arthur^, 

^-)^'ra        ^^£,0^^' advantage;  therefore  hear  us  firfl : 

^  hefe  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 

Before  the  eye  and  profpedt  of  your  town. 

Have  hither  nmrcii'd  to  your  endamagement. 

The  cannons  iiave  their  bov/els  full  of  wrath  j 

jAnd^  ready  mounted  are  they  to  fpit  forth 

Iheir  iron  mdignation  'gainrt  your  walls: 

AW  preparations  for  a  bloody  ^lea^ 

^nd  mercilefs  proceeding,    by  thefe  French, 

Confront  your  city's  ^y^s,    your  winking  gates  ; 

And    but  for  our  approach,  thofe  fleepin|  iW 

That  as  a  ^vafle  do  girdle  you  about     ^    *" 

^y  the  compulfon  of  their  ordnance 

^  this  time  from  their  f.xed  beds  of  lime 

Had  been  diihabited,  and  wide  havock  made 

^or  Dioody  power  to  rufh  upon  your  peace. 

iiut  on  the  fight  of  us  your  lawful  King, 

(VVho  pamfully  with  much  expedient  march 

Have  brought  a  counter- check  before  your  gates. 

To  fave  unfcratch'd  your  city's  threatned  cheeks) 

^ehold,  the  rrer:ch,  amaz'd,  vouchfafe  a  parle  ; 

And  now,  inftead  of  bullets  wrap'd  in  fire, 

1  o  malce  a  Shaking  fever  in  your  walls, 

ih^y  fhoot  but  calm  words  folded  up  in  fmoak, 

Fo  make  a  faithlefs  error  in  your  eari  ; 

Which  truft  accordingly,  kind  citizens; 

And 
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And  let  In  us,  your  King,  whofe  labour'd  fplrits, 
Fore-weary'd  in  this  adlion  of  fwift  fpeed. 
Crave  harbourage  within  your  city-walls. 

K.  Philip.  When  I  have  faid,    make  anfwer  to  us 
both. 
Lo  !   in  this  right  hand,  whofe  protedion 
Is  moll  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,   Hands  young  Flantagenet ; 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man. 
And  King  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys. 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  thefe  greens  before  your  town  : 
Being  no  further  enemy  to  you. 
Than  the  conllraint  of  hofpitable  zeal. 
In  the  relief  of  this  oppreffed  child, 
ReligiouHy  provokes.     Be  pleafed  then 
To  pay  that  duty,  which  you  truly  owe 
To  him  that  owns  it ;  namely,  this  young  prince. 
And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear. 
Save  in  afpedl,  hath  all  offence  feal'd  up  : 
Our  cannons'  malice  vainly  Ihall  be  fpent 
Againft  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heav'n ; 
And  with  a  bleffed,   and  unvext  retire. 
With  unhack'd  fwords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd. 
We  will  bear  home  that  lufly  blood  again. 
Which  here  we  came  to  fpout  againft  your  town; 
And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you  in  peace. 
l^ut  if  you  fondly  pafs  our  proffer'd  oifer, 
'Tis  not  the  rounder  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 
Can  hide  you  from  our  meffengers  of  war  : 
Tho'  all  thefe  Englip,  and  their  difcipline. 
Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference. 
Then  tell  us,  fhall  your  city  call  us  lord. 
In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it? 
Or  Ihall  we  give  the  fignal  to  our  rage,  . 
And  ftalk  in  blood  to  our  pofTeiTion  ? 

Cit.  In  brief,  we  are  the  King  of  England'^  fjbje<5ls ; 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  King,  and  let  me  in. 

Cit.  That  can  we  not  i    but  he   that  proves   the 
King, 

Tt> 
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To  him  will  wc  prove  loyal;  'till  that  time. 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  agalnft  the  world. 
K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England -ox ovq  the: 
King? 
And  if  not  chat,  I  tring  you  witnefTes, 

Twice  fifteen  thoufand  hearts  oi  EnglancTi  breed 

Faulc.  (Bafiards,  and  elfe) 

K.  John.  To  verify  cur  title  with  their  lives. 

K.  Philip.  As  many,,  and  as  well-Lorn  bloods  as 

thofe 

Faulc^  (Some  baftards  too.) 

K.  Philip.  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradi<Sl  his  claim. 
CzV.   'Till  you  compound,   whofe  right  is  worthieft,. 
We  for  the  wortliieft  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the   £n  of  all  thofe 
fouls. 
That  to  their  everlafting  refidence,. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  fiiall  fleet,. 
In  dreadful  tryal  of  our  kingdom's  King! 

K,  Philip.  Amen^  Amen. Mount  chevaliers,  t» 

arms  ?  • 

Faulc.  Saint  George  that  fwing'd  the  dragon, .  andl 
e'er  iince 
Sits  on  his  horfeback  at  mine  hoftefs'  door. 
Teach  us  fome  fence.     Sirrah,  were  I  at  home 
At  your  den,  firrah.  with  your  Li onefs, 
I'd  fet  an  ox  head  to  your  Lion's  hide. 

And  make  a  monfter  of  you. \To  Audrla. 

yiuft.  Peace,  no  more. 

Faulc.  O,  tremble  ;  for  you  hear  the  Lion  roar. 
K.John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain,    where  we'll  fet 
forth 
In  beft  appointment  all  our  regiments. 

Faulc.  Speed  then  to  take  th'  advantage  of  the  field. 
K.  Philip.  It  ihall  be  fo  ;  and  at  the  other  hill 
Goininiind  the  reft  to  ftand.    God,  and  om  right ! 

[Exeunt, 


SCEKE 
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SCENE    IV. 

■A  long  Charge  founded :  then^  after  excurjicns,  enter  tb^ 
Herald  of  France  ^nth  trumpets  to  the  gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  oi  Angurs^  open  wide  your  gates, 
And  let  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Bretagne  in  ; 
Wiio  by  the  hand  of  France  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  Engli/h  mother, 
Whofe  fons  lye  fcatter'd  on  the  bleeding  ground  : 
And  many  a  widow's  hufband  groveling  lies. 
Coldly  embracing  the  difcolour'd  earth ; 
While  viftory  with  little  lofs  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French ; 
Who  are  at  hand  triumphantly  difplay'd. 
To  enter  conquerors ;    and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretague,  E»g Zand's  King,  and  yours. 

Enter  Englifti  Herald  nvith  Trumpets, 

X.Her.  Rejoice,   you  men  of  Angiers  ;    ring  yoar 

bells; 
King  John,  your  King  and  Eng/and*s,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day. 
Their  armours,  that  marchM  hence  fo  filver-bright. 
Hither  return  all  gilt  in  Frenchmen's  blood. 
There  ilruck  no  plume  in  any  Englifh  Creft, 
That  is  removed  by  a  ftaJf  of  France. 
Our  Colours  do  return  in  thofe  fame  hands ; 
That  did  difplay  th^m,  when  we  firft  marched  forth  i 
And,  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntfmen,  come 
Our  lufiy  Engl'ijh,  all  with  purpled  hands ; 
Dy'd  in  the  dying  (laughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  viftors  way. 

Cit.  Heralds,  from  off  oar  tow'rs  we  might  behold. 
From  firft  to  laft,  the  Onfet  and  Retire 
Of  both  your  armies,  whofe  equality 
By  our  beft  eyes  cannot  be  cenfured  ; 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,    and  blows  have  anfwcr'd 

blows ; 
Strength  match'd  with  ftrength,  and  power  confronted 

power. 

Both 
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Both  are  alike,  and  both  alike  we  like ; 

One  muft  prove  greateft.     While  they  weigh  fo  even, 

We  hold  our  town  for  neither ;  yet  for  both. 

SCENE    V. 

£ftter  the  tivo  Kings  nv'ith  their  PonverSy    at  feveral 
Doors, 

K.  John.  Trance,   haft  thou  yet  more  blood  to  caft 
away  ? 
Say,  fliall  the  current  of  our  Right  run  on  ? 
Whofe  pafiage,  vext  with  thy  impediment. 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-fwell 
With  courfe  difturb'd  ev'n  thy  confining  Ihores ; 
TJnlefs  thou  let  his  filver  water  keep 
A  peaceful  progrefs  to  the  ocean 

K.  Philip.  England,    thou  haft  not  fav'd  one  drop 
of  blood 
In  this  hot  tryal,  more  than  we  of  France ; 
Rather  loft  more.     And  by  this  hand  I  fvvear. 
That  fways  the  earth,  this  clim.ate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  by  our  j  all -borne  arms. 
We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainft  whom  thefe  arms  we  bear; 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead  ; 
Gracing  the  fcroul,  that  tells  of  this  war's  lofs. 
With  {laughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  Kings. 

Faulc.  ria  !  Majefty, — how  high  thy  glory  towers. 
When  the  rich  blood  of  Kings  is  fet  on  fire ! 
Oh,  now  doth  Death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  fteel ; 
The  fvvords  of  foldiers  are  his  teeth,    his  phangs  ; 
And  now  he  feafts,  mouthing  the  flelh  of  men 
In  undetermined  diiFrences  of  Kings. 
Why  ftand  thefe  royal  Fronts  amazed  thus  ? 
Cry  havock.  Kings ;  back  to  the  ftained  field. 
You  equal  Potents,  fiery-kindled  fpirits  ! 
Then  let  Confufion  of  one  part  confirm 
The  other's  peace;  till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death. 

K.  John.  Whofe  party  do  the  townfmen  yet  admit  .* 

K.  Phil  p.  Speak,  Citizens,  iox  England,  who's  your 


Kijig? 
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Cit.  The  King  of  England,    when  we  know  the 
King. 

K.  Philip.  Know  him  in  us,    that  liere  hold  up  his 
Right. 

K.  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy. 
And  bear  poffefiion  of  our  perfon  here  j 
Lord  of  our  prefence,  Jngiers,  and  of  you. 

Cit.  *  A  greater  pow'r,  than  ye,  denies  all  this ; 
And  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  fcruple  in  our  ftrong-barr'd  gates. 

Kings  are  our  fears, until  our  fears  reiblv'd 

Be  by  fome  certain  King  purg'd  and  depos'd. 

Fau/c.  By  heav'n,  the  Scroyles  of  Angiers  flout  you. 
Kings, 
And  ftand  fecurely  on  their  battlements. 
As  in  a  Theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  induflrious  Scenes  and  Afts  of  death. 
You  royal  prefences,   be  rul'd  by  me  j 
Do  like  the  Mutines  of  Jerufalemy 
Be  friends  a  while,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  fliarpell  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town. 
By  eaft  and  weft  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  batt'ring  cannon  charged  to  the  mouths ; 
'Till  their  foul-fearing  clamours  have  braul'd  down 
The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  City. 
I'd  play  incelTantly  upon  thefe  jades ; 
Even  'till  unfenced  defolation 
Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 
That  done,  diflever  your  united  ftrengths. 
And  part  your  mingled  Colours  once  again  ; 
Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point. 
Then  in  a  moment  fortune  fhall  cull  forth 
Out  of  one  fide  her  happy  minion  ; 
To  whom  in  favour  fhe  ihall  give  the  day. 
And  kifs  him  with  a  glorious  Viftory. 
How  like  you  this  wild  counfel,  mighty  States  ? 

a  A  greater  fffw^r,  than  wt^  diniei  all  tk'S  \ 

Kings  OF  rw  fears, ]  We  jTiould   read   than  ye.     What 

power  was  th  s  ?    their  fears.     It  is  plain  therefore  we  ihould  read 

Kings  are  our  fears^- 

/,  e,  our  fears  are  the  Kings  which  at  prefent  rule  us. 

Smacks 
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Smacks  it  not  fomething  of  the  Policy  f 

K.  John.  Now  by  the  flcy,    that  hangs  above  our 
heads, 
I  like  it  well.     France,  fhall  we  knit  our  Pow'rs, 
And  lay  this  Angien  even  with  the  ground. 
Then,  after,  fight  who  fhall  be  King  of  it  ? 

Faulc.  And  if  thou  haft  the  mettle  of  a  JCing, 
Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevifh  town,  ' 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery. 
As  we  will  ours,    againft  thefc  fawcy  walls; 
And  when  that  we  have  dafh'd  them  to  the  greund, 
Why,  then  defie  each  other ;  and,  pell-mell. 
Make  work  upon  ourfelves  for  heav'n  or  hell. 

K.  Philip.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  fay,  where  will  you  afTauIt? 
K,  John.  We  from  the  weft  will  fend  deftrudtion 
Into  this  City's  bofom. 
Auji.  I  from  the  north. 
K.  Philip.  Our  thunder  from  the  fouth 
Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Faulc.  O  prudent  difcipline  !  from  North  to  South  5 
Aafirta  and  France  fhoot  in  each  other's  nujutli. 
I'll  ftir  them  to  it ;  come,  away,  away ! 

Cit.   Hear  us,  ^reatr  Kings ;    vouchfafc  a  while  t« 
ftay, 
And  I  fhall  fliew  you  peace,  and  fair-fac'd  league ; 
Win  you  this  city  without  fbroak  or  wound; 
Refcue  thofe  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds. 
That  here  come  facrifices  for  the  field; 
Perfever  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  Kings. 

K.  John.  Speak  on,   with  favour ;   we  are  bent  to 

hear. 
Cit,  That  daughter  there  of  Spainy  the  lady  Blanch^ 
Is  near  to  England i  look  upon  the  years 
Of  Le'wii  the  Dauphin^  and  that  lovely  maid. 
If  lufly  love  fhould  go  in  queft  of  beauty. 
Where  ftiould  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  F 
If  zealous  love  Ihould  go  in  fearch  of  virtue. 
Where  fhould  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 
If  love,  ambitious,  fought  a  match  of  Birth, 
Whofe  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Bknch? 
Such  as  ftie  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth. 

Is 
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Is  the  young  Dauphin  every  way  compleat : 

If  not  compleat,  [a)  oh  fay,  he  is  not  fhe  ; 

And  ihe  again  wants  nothing,  (to  name  Want,) 

If  Want  it  be  not,  that  Ihe  is  not  he. 

He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blelTed  man. 

Left  to  be  finifhed  by  fuch  a  She  : 

And  ihe  a  fair  divided  Excellence, 

Whofe  fulnefs  of  perfeftion  lies  in  him. 

Oh  !  two  fuch  filver  currents,  when  they  join. 

Do  glorifie  the  banks  that  bound  them  in  : 

And  two  fuch  fhores,  to  two  fuch  ftreams  made  ohe^ 

Two  fuch  controlling  bounds  fhall  you  be.  Kings, 

To  thefe  two  Princes,  if  you  rnarry  them. 

This  union  fhall  do  more  than  battery  can. 

To  our  faft-clofed  gates :    for  at  this  match. 

With  Avifter  Spleen  than  Powder  can  enforce. 

The  mouth  of  paffage  ihall-  we  fling  wide  ope. 

And  give  you  entrance  ;    but  without  this  rnatch> 

The  fea  enraged  is  not  half  fo  deaf. 

Lions  fo  confident,    mountains  and  rocks 

So  free  from  motion ;  no,  not  death  himfelf 

In  m.ortal  fury  half  fo  peremptory. 

As  we  to  keep  this  City. 

Faulc.  Here's  a  flay. 
That  fhakes  the  rotten  carcafs  of  old  Death 
Out  of  his  rags.     Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed. 
That  fpits  forth  death,  and  mountains,  rocks  and  feasj 
Talks  as  familiarly  of  roaring  Lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs. 
What  Cannoneer  begot  this  lufly  blood? 
He  fpeaks  plain  cannon-fire,    and  fmoak  and  bouncc> 
He  gives  the  baflinado  with  his  tongue  : 
Our  ears  are  cudgePd  ;  not  a  word  of  his. 
But  buffets  better  than  a  iift  of  France  ; 
Zounds !  I  was  never  fo  bethumpt  with  words. 
Since  I  firfl  call'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eli.  Son,  lift  to  this  conjundion,  make  this  matclf. 
Give  with  our  Niece  a  dowry  large  enough ; 
For  by  this  knot  thou  fhalt  fo  furely  tie 
Thy  now  unfur'd  afTurance  to  the  Crown, 

{{a) oh,     Oxford  Editor Vulg.  o/ll 
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Tl\At  yon  green  boy  fliall  have  no  Sun  to  ripe 

The  bloom,  that  promifeth  a  mighty  fruit. 

I  fee  a  Yielding  in  the  looks  of  France  ; 

Mark,  how  they  whifper  \  urge  them  while  their  fouls 

Are  capable  of  this  ambition  ; 

Leit  zeal  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 

Of  foft  petitions,  pity  and  remorfe, 

Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

C/V,  Why  anfwer  not  the  double  Majefties 
JThis  friendly  Treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town  ? 

K.  Philip.  Speak,    Efigland,    firft,    that  hath  been 
forward  firft 
^To  fpeak  unto  this  City  :  what  fay  you  ? 

K,  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  Princely  fon. 
Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  /  lo've  j 
Her  dowry  fhall  weigh  equal  with  a  Queen. 
For  Anjouj  and  fair  'Tourainey  Maine,  Poitiers, 
And  all  that  we  upon  this  fide  the  fea. 
Except  this  City  now  by  lis  befieg'd. 
Find  liable  to  our  Crown  and  Dignity, 
Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed ;  and  make  her  rich 
Jn  titles,  honours,  and  promotions ; 
As  Ihe  in  beauty,  education,  blood, 
fields  hand  with  any  Princefs  of  the  world. 

JC,  Philip.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  boy?  look  in  the  lady's 
face. 

Leivis.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle  ; 
The  fhadow  of  myfelf  form'd  in  her  eye ; 
Which,  being  but  the  fhadow  of  your  fon. 
Becomes  a  Sun,  and  makes  your  fon  a  fhadow. 
I  do  proteft,  I  never  lov'd  myfelf. 
Till  now,  infixed,  I  beheld  myfelf,  ^^ 
Drawn  in  the  flattVing  table  of  her  eye. 

[Jf'hifpering  luith  Blanch. 

Tank.  Drawn  in  the  flatt'ring  table  of  her  eye ! 

Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow  ! 
'And  quarter'd  in  her  heart !  he  doth  efpie 

Himfelf  love's  traitor :  this  is  pity  now. 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quarter'd,  there  fhould  be, 
Jn  fuch  a  Love,  fo  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch, 
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Blanch.  My  uncle's  will  in  this  refpeft  is  mine. 
If  he  fee  aught  in  you,  that  makes  him  like. 
That  any  thing  he  fees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  eafe  tranflate  it  to  my  will : 
Or  if  you  will,  to  fpeak  more  properly,     ^ 
I  will  enforce  it  eafily  to  my  love. 
Further  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord. 
That  all  I  fee  in  you  is  worthy  love. 
Than  this ;  that  nothing  do  I  fee  in  you, 
(Though  churlifli  thoughts  themfelves  fhould  be  your 

judge) 
That  I  can  find  fhould  merit  any  hate^ 

K.  John.  What  fay  thefe  young  Ones  ?  what  fay  you, 

my  Niece  ? 
Blanch.  That  fhe  is  bound  in  honour  flill  to  do 
What  you  in  wifdom  ftill  vouchfafe  to  fay. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  Prince  Dauphin,  can  you  Im'e 

this  lady  ? 
Lenxis.  Nay,  afk  me,  if  I  can  refrain  from  love ; 
For  I  do  love  her  moft  unfeignedly.  ^ 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volquejfen,  Touraine,  Maine, 
Poitiers,  and  Anjouy  thefe  five  Provinces, 
With  her  to  thee  ;  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thoufand  marks  of  EngUJh  coin. 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
.Command  thy  Son  and  Daughter  to  join  hands. 

K,  Philip.  It  likes  us  well ;    young  Princes,    clofc 

your  hands. 
Auft,  And  your  lips  too  ;  for,  I  am  well  affur'd. 
That  I  did  fo,  when  I  was  firft  affur'd. 

K.  Philip.  Now,  Citizens  oi  Anglers,  ope  your  gates. 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made : 
For  at  Saint  Marys  Chapel  prefently 
The  Rights  of  Marriage  fhall  be  folemniz'd. 
Is  not  the  lady  Conjiance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know,  fhe  is  not ;  for  this  Match  made  up 
Her  prefence  would  have  interrupted  much. 
Where  is  fhe  and  her  fon,  tell  me,  who  knows  ? 
tenuis.  She's  fad  and  paffionate  at  your  Highnefs' 
Tent. 

R  2  K.  Philipr 
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K.  Philip.  And,  by  my  faith,  this  league,    that  we 
have  made, 
Will  give  her  fadnefs  very  little  Cure. 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow  lady  ?  in  her  right  we  came  ; 
Which  we,  God  knows,  have  turn'd  another  way 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K,  John.  We  will  heal  up  all, 
For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  Duke  of  Britatmey 
And  Earl  of  Richmond ;  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of.     Call  the  lady  Conjiance  j 
Some  fpeedy  MefTenger  bid  her  repair 
To  our  Solemnity  :  1  truft,  we  ihall, 
If  not  fill  up  the  meafure  of  her  will. 
Yet  in  fome  meafure  fatisfie  her  fo, 
That  we  Ihall  flop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  haile  will  fuffer  us. 
To  this  unlookM'for,  uuprepared,  Pomp. 

\_Exeunt  all  but  f  aulconbridge. 

5  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Faille.  Mad  world,   mad  Kings,   mad  compofition  ! 
Joh/t,  to  flop  Arthur's  Title  in  the  whole. 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part : 
And  France,  whofe  armour  Confcience  buckled  on. 
Whom  Zeal  and  Charity  brought  to  the  field. 
As  God's  own  foldier,  rounded  in  the  ear 
Wich  that  fame  purpofe- changer,  that  fly  devil. 
That  broker,   that  ftill  breaks  the  pate  of  faith. 
That  daily  break-vow,  he  that  v.'ins  of  all. 
Of  Kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids, 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lofe 
But  the  word  Maid,  cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that ; 
That  {jnooth-fac'd  gentleman,  tickling  Commodity,-— 
Commodity,  thebiafs  of  the  world, 
"  The  world,  which  of  itfelf  is  poifed  well, 
"  Made  to  run  even,  upon  even  ground  ; 
"  Till  this  advantage,  this  vile-drawing  biafs, 
•'  This  fvvay  of  motion,  this  Commodity, 
**  Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency, 
**  From  all  direi^lion,  purpofe,  courfe,  intent. 

And 
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And  this  fame  biafs,  this  Commodity, 

This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all -changing  wdrd, 

Clapt  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 

Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aid. 

From  a  refolv'd  and  honourable  war, 

To  a  mod  bafe  and  vile-concluded  peace. 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  Commodity  ? 

But  for  becaufe  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 

Not  that  I  have  the  power  to  clutch  my  hand. 

When  his  fair  angels  would  falute  my  palm ; 

But  that  my  hand,  as  unattempted  yet. 

Like  a  poor  beggar,   raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well,  while  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail ; 

And  fay,  there  is  no  fm  but  to  be  rich  : 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  fhall  be. 

To  fay,  there  is  no  vice,  but  beggary. 

Since  Kings  break  faith  upon  commodity. 

Gain,  be  my  lord ;  for  I  will  worlhip  thee  !       [Exif. 


ACT     III.       SCENE     I. 

Th  French  King's  Pavilion. 

Enter  Conilance,  Arthur,  ami  Salifbury. 

Con/,  f^^  O  N  E  to  be  marry'd !    gone  to  fwear  a 
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Falfe  blood  to  falfe  blood  join'd  !  Gone  to  be  friends  f 

Shall  Le-vuis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  thofe  provinces  ? 

It  is  not  fo,  thou  haft  mif-fpoke,  mif-heardj 

Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again ; 

It  cannot  be  ;  tho .:  doft  but  fay,  'tis  fo. 

I  truft,  I  may  )\o'.  truft  thee,   for  tl-y  word 

Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  •common  man  : 

Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,   man ; 

I  have  a  King's  oa  h  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  Ihalt  be  punifh'd  for  thus  frighting  me. 

For  I  am  fick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 

Oppreft  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  full  of  fears  : 

A  widow,  hulhandlefs,  fubjed;  to  fears ; 

A  woman,  naturally  born  to  fears  i 
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And,  tho'  thou  now  confefs  thou  didft  but  jeft. 
With  my  vext  fpirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce. 
But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  .all  this  day. 
What  doll  thou  mean  by  fhaking  of  thy  head  ? 
Why  doft  thou  look  fo  fadly  on  my  fon  ? 
What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breaft  of  thine  ? 
Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum. 
Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds  ? 
Be  thefe  fad  fighs  confirmers  of  thy  words  ? 
Then  fpeak  again,  not  all  thy  former  tale. 
But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sa/,  As  true,  as,  I  believe,  you  think  them  falfe. 
That  give  you  caufe  to  prove  my  faying  true. 

Can/},  Oh,  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  forrow^ 
Teach  thou  this  forrow  how  to  make  me  die ; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  fo. 
As  doth  the  fury  of  two  defp'rate  men, 
Which  in  the  very  meeting,  fall  and  die. 
Leivis  wed  Blanch  !  O  boy,  then  where  art  thou  ? 
France  friend  with  Englojnd!  what  becomes  of  me  ? 
Fellow,  be  gone,  I  cannot  brook  thy  fight : 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  moft  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done;, 
But  fpoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  ? 

Conft.  Which  harm  within  itfelf  fo  heinous  is. 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  fpeak  of  it. 

jrth.  I  do  befeech  you,   mother,  be  content, 

Conjl.  "  If  thou,  that  bidft  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 
**  Ugly,  and  fland'rous  to  thy  mother's  womb, 
•'  Full  of  unpleafmg  blots,  and  fightlefs  ftains, 
"  Lame,  fooliih,  crooked,  fwart,  prodigious, 
**  Patched  with  foul  moles,  and  eye  offending  marks  5 
•'  I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content : 
•''  For  then  I  Ihould  not  love  thee  :  no,  nor  thou 
••  Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deferve  a  crown. 
*'  But  thou  art  fair,  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy  ! 
"  Nature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great. 
"  Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may  "'ft  with  lillies  boait, 
**  And  with  the  half-blown  rofe."  But  fortune,  oh  ! 
She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and,  won  from  thee. 
Adulterates  hourly  with  thine*  uncle  John  \ 

And 
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And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluckt  on  France 
To  tread  down  fair  relpeft  of  fovereignty. 
And  made  his  majefty  the  bawd  to  theirs. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  fortune,  and  to  John  ; 
That  ilrumpet  fortune,  that  ufurphig  John  \ 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forfworn  ? 
Envenom  him  with  words ;  or  get  thee  gone. 
And  leave  thefe  woes  alone,  which  1  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

Sal.  Pardon  me.  Madam, 
I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  Kings. 

Conji.  Thou  may'ft,  thou  ihalt,  I  will  not  go  with 
thee. 
I  will  inftrud  my  forrows  to  be  proud  ; 
For  Grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  (a)  flout. 
To  me,  and  to  the  State  of  my  great  Grief, 
Let  Kings  allemble  :  for  my  Grief's  fo  great. 
That  no  Supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up  :  Here  I  and  Sorrow  fit ; 
Here  js  my  throne,  bid  Kings  come  bow  to  it. 

[S;/;  donji^n  on  the  Floor, 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewis.  Blanch,  Elinor, 

Faulconbridge,  and  Auibria. 

K.  Philip.  Tis  true,  fair  daughter  ;  and  this  bleffed 
day 
Ever  in  France  ihall  be  kept  feftival  : 
To  folemnize  this  day,  the  glorious  fun  ^ 
Stays  in  his  courfe,  and  plays  the  alchymift ; 
Turning  with  fplendor  of  his  precious  eye 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glitt'ring  gold. 
The  yearly  courfe,  that  brings  this  day  about. 
Shall  never  fee  it,  but  a   holy-day. 

Con/l.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  an  holy-day.  — 

What  hath  this  day  deferv'd  ?  what  hath  it  done. 
That  it  in  golden  letter  fhould  be  fet 
Among  the  high  tides  in  the  kalendar  ? 

Ua)  fiout,  Oxford  Editor  —  Vu!g.  y?05/».]  . 
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Nay,  rather  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week. 
This  day  of  (hame,  oppreiTion,  perjury: 
Or,  if  it  muft  ftand  ftill,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray,  that  their  burthens  may  not  fall  this  day. 
Left  that  their  hopes  prodigioufly  be  croft  : 
But  on  this  day,  let  feamen  fear  no  wreck  ; 
Ko  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made; 
This  day,  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end. 
Yea,  faith  itfelf  to  hollow  falfhood  change  I 

K  Philip.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  ftiall  have  no  cai^ 
To  curfe  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day  : 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  Majefty  ? 

Confi,  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit 
Refembling  Majefty,  which,  touch'd  and  try'd. 
Proves  valuelefs :  you  are  forfworn,  forfworn. 
You  came  in  arms  to  fpill  my  enemies  blood. 
But  now  in  arms,  you  ftrengthen  it  with  yours. 
The  grapling  vigour,  and  rough  frown  of  war, 
1^  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace. 
And  our  oppreflion  hath  made  up  this  league  ; 
Arm,  arm,  ye  heav'ns,  againft  thefe  perjur'd  Kings  ; 
A  widow  cries,  be  huftjand  to  me,  heav'n  ! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace  ;  but  ere  fun-fet. 
Set  armed  difcord  'twixt  thefe  perjur'd  Kings. 
Hear  me,  oh,  hear  me  f 

Aujl.  Lady  Confiance,  peace.  , 

Confi,  War,  war,  no  peace ;  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
O  Lymo^esy  O  Aujlria  !  thou  doft  ihame 
That  bloody  fpoil  :    thou   Have,    thou  wretch,  thoa 

coward. 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villany  ! 
Thou  ever  ftrong  upon  the  ftronger  fide  ! 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  durft  never  fight 
But  when  her  humourous  ladyftiip  is  by 
To  teach  thee  fafety  !  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  footh'ft  up  greatnefs.     What  a  fool  art  thoa, 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  to  ftamp,  and  fwear, 
Upon  my  party  ;  thou  cold-blooded  flave. 
Haft  thou  not  fpoke  like  thunder  on  my  fide  ? 
Been  fworn  my  foldier,  bidding  me  depend 
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Upon  thy  ftars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  flrength?      . 
And  doft  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  ? 
Thou  v/ear  a  lion's  hide  !  dofF  it  for  ^ame, 
And  hang  a  calve's-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

Juft.  O,  that  a  man  would  fpeak  thofe  words  to  me  ? 

Faulc,  And  hangacalve's-fkin  on  thofe  recreant  limbs. 

Jujl.  Thou  dar'ft  not  fay  fo,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

FaulcAnA  hang  a  calve's-flcin  on  thofe  recreant  hmbs. 

*  Aujl.  ^Methinks,  that   Richard'^  pride,  and  Ri-, 

chard's,  fall 
'  Should  be  a  precedent  to  fright  you,  Sir. 

*  Faulc.  What  words  are  thefe  :  how  do  my  fmews 

fhake  ! 

*  My  father's  foe  clad  in  my  father's  fpoil ! 

*  How  doth  Aleao  whifper  in  my  ears, 

'  Delay  not,  Richard,  kill  the  villain  ftrait ; 

*  Difrobe  him  of  the  matchlefs  monument, 

*  Thy  father's  triumph  o'er  the  favages.  — 

*  Now  by  his  foul  1  fwear,  my  father'^s  foul, 
'  *  Twice  will  I  not  review  the  morning's  rife, 

'  Till  I  have  torn  that  trophy  from  thy  back ; 
<  And  fplit  thy  heart,  for  wearing  it  fo  long. 

K.  John.  We  like  not  this,   thou  dofl  forget  thylelt. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Pandalpho. 

K.  Philip.  Here  comes  the  holy  Legate  of  the  Pope. 
Pand.  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heav'n  ! 
To  thee.  King  John,  my  holy  errand  is ; 

I  Metbinh,  that  Richard'^  pride,  &c  ]  What  was  the  ground 
of  this  quarrel  of  theBiftard  to  j^uflria  if,  no  where  fp':cifitd  in  the 
pref-nt  pLiy  :  nor  is  there  in  this  pi:  ce,  or  the  fcene  where  it  it  firft 
hinted  at  (namely  the  fecond  cf  A&i  II.)  the  leaft  mention  of  any. 
reafon  for  it.  But  the  ftory  is,  that  Aujhia,  who  killed  King  Ri- 
chard Cceur-de-lion,  wore,  as  the  fpoil  of  that  Prince,  a  lion's  hide, 
which  had  belonged  to  him.  This  circumftance  renders  the  anger 
of  the  Ballard  very  natural,  and  ought  not  to  have  been  omitted. 
'  In  the  firft  fketch  of  this  plav  (which  Shakefpear  is  faid  to  have 
had  a  hand  in,  jointly  with  miiiayn  RoivleyJ  we  accordingly  find 
this  infiftcd  upon,  and  I  have  ventured  to  place  a  few  of  thofe  verfes 
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I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milain  Cardinal, 

And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  Legate  here. 

Do  in  his  name  religioufly  demand 

Why  thou  againft  the  Church,  our  holy  Mother^ 

So  wilfully  doft  fpurn,  and  force  perforce 

Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chofen  Archbifhop 

Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  See  ? 

This  in  our  'forefaid  holy  father's  name. 

Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee. 

K  John.  What  earthly  name  to  interrogatories 
Can  tafk  the  free  breath  of  afacred  King  ? 
Thou  canft  not,  Cardinal,  devife  a  name 
So  flight,  unworthy,  and  ridiculous, 
To  charge  me  to  an  anfwer,  as  the  Pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale,  and  from  the  mouth  of  England 
Add  thus  much  more,  that  no  Italian  priell 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions : 
But  as  we  under  heav'n  are  fupremehead. 
So,  under  him,  that  great  Supremacy, 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold ; 
Without  th'  afiiftance  of  a  mortal  hand  : 
So  tell  the  Pope,  all  revVence  fet  apart 
To  him  and  his  ufurp'd  authority. 

K.  Philip.  Brother  of  England,  you  blafpheme  in  this. 

K.  John.  Tho'  you  and  all  the  Kings  of  Chriftendom^ 
Are  led  fo  grofly  by  this  medling'  Priell, 
Dreading  the  curfe,  that  money  may  buy  out ; 
And  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  drofs,  dull, 
Purchafe  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man. 
Who  in  that  fale  fells  pardon  from  himfelf  : 
Tho'  you,  and  all  the  reft,  fo  grofly  led. 
This  jugling  witch-craft  with  revenue  cherifh  ; 
Yet  I  alone,  alone,  do  me  oppofe 
Againft  the  Pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Pand.  Then  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have^^.. 
Thou  fhalt  ftand  curft,  and  excommunicate  ; 
And  blefled  fhall  he  be,  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretick  ; 
And  meritorious  fhall  that  hand  be  call'd. 
Canonized  and  worfhipp'd  as  a  Saint, 
That  takes  away  by  any  fecret  courfe 
Thy  hateful  life*  CtT^^ 


King  John.  37^ 

Conft.  O,  lawful  let  it  be. 
That  1  have  room  with  Rome  to  curfe  a  while. 
Good  father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  Amen^ 
To  my  keen  curfes  ;  for  without  my  vvrong     ^ 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curfe  him  nght. 
Pand.  There's  law,  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curie. 
Conft.  And  for  mine  too ;  when  law  can  do  no  rigM, 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  ilo  wrong : 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here ; 
For  he,  that  holds  his  kingdom,  holds  the  law  ;  ' 
Therefore,  fmce  law  itfelf  is  perfed  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curie  ? 
Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  cude. 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretick ; 
And  raife  the  powV  of  France  upon  his  head,. 
Unlefs  he  do  fubmi:  himfelf  to  Rome.  ., 

Eli,  Look'ft  thou  pale,  France?  do  noi  lei;  go  thy 
hand.  _  . 

Conft.  Look  to  that,  devil!  left  that  Pr^^r^  repent. 
And,  by  disjoining  hands,  hellloie  afoul.  - 

yiuil.  Kirg  Phtliv,  liften  to  the  Cardmal.  ^ 

Tauk.  And  hang  a  calve's-fkin  on  his  recreant  hmbs-; 
Juft.  Well,  ruffian,  L  muA  pocket  up  thefe  wrongs, 

Becaufe  — — 

Faulc,  Your  breeches  beft  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philip,  What  fay'ft  thou  to  the  Cardmal  ? 

Cojiji.  What  mould  he  fay,  but  as  the  Cardinal  t 

lecwis.  Bethink  you,  father;  for  the  difference 
B  puichafe  of  a  heavy  curfe  from  Rowcy 
Or  the  light  lofs  of  England  for  a  friend; 
Forego  the  eaiier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curfe  of  Rome. 

Conft.  L-vjis,  ftand  faft,  the  devil  tempts  tliee  here- 
in likenefb  of  *a  new  untrimmed  bride. 

a— tf  ncnv  untrimmed  bride.\Ur.  TheobM  izy%,  that  as  unj 
trhimedcan^:ot  bear  aryfign:f cation  to  fquare  <ioitb  the  fenje  reqrared,^ 
it  mua  b.  corrupt  ;  therefore  he  will  calhier  U,  and  read,  and  tnm^ 
med  }  in  which  he  is  followed  by  the  0:^fird  Eaitor  ;  but  they  a,e 
both  toahafty.  It  fquares  very  well  wiih  the  lenfe,  and  fignjnea^ 
wjleady.  The  term  is  taken  from  Navigation.  We  lay  too,  la  a 
fimilar  way  of  ri>eaking,  not  ivell  mantud. 
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5  W  The  lady  Conjiance  fpeaks  not  from  her  faith ; 
J5ut  from  her  need. 

Conjl.  Oh,  if  thou  grant  my  need, 
Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith. 
That  need  muft  needs  infer  this  principle' 
That  faith  would  live  again  by  death  of  need* 
O.  then  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up  ; 
^eep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  king  is  mov'd,  and  anfwers  not  to  this. 
rrS'  r     ""^^"^^'^  ^^om  him,  and  anfwer  well. 
Auji    Do  fo,  Kmg  Philip  ;  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 
lau/c.  Hang  nothing  but  a  calve's-fKin,  mofl  fweet 
lout. 

^'  ^jHlit  ^  ^"^  Perplext,  and  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Fan^.Whzt  canft  thou  fay,but  will  perplex  thee  more, 
Jt  thou  Itand  excommunicate  and  curll  ? 

K,  Philip.  Good  rev'rend  father,  make  my  perfon 
yours  ; 
And  tell  me,  how  you  would  bcftow  yourfelf. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit, 
And  the  conjundion  of  our  inWard  fouls 
Marry 'd  in  league,  coupled  and  linked  together 
With  all  religious  Hrength  of  facred  vows  : 
The  lateft  breath,  that  gave  the  found  of  words. 
Was  deep-fworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love, 
Between  our  kingdoms  and  our  royal  Selves. 
An#  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before* 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  wafh  our  hands 
To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 
Heav'n  knows,  they  were  befmear'd  and  over-ftain'd 
With  Haughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearful  diff 'rence  of  incenfed  Kings. 
And  fhall  thefe  hands,  fo  lately  purg'd  of  blood. 
So  newly  join'd  in  love,  fo  ftrong  in  both. 
Unyoke  this  feizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  ? 
Play  fart  and  loofe  with  faith  ?  fo,  jell  with  heav'n  ? 
Make  fuch  unconftant  children  of  ourfelves, 
As  now  again  to  fnatch  our  palm  from  palm  ? 
Unfwear  faith  fvvorn,  and  on  the  marriage  bed 
Of  fmiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  hoft. 
And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 

Of 
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Gf  true  fmcerity  ?  O  holy  Sir, 

My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  fo  ; 

Out  of  your  grace,  devife,  ordain,  impofe 

Some  gentle  order,  and  we  fhail  be  blelt 

To  do  your  pleafare  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formlefs,  order  orderlefs. 
Save  what  is  oppofite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore,  to  arms !  be  champion  of  our  Church ! 
Or  let  the  Church  our  mother  breathe  her  curfe, 
A  mother's  curfe,  on  her  revolting  fon, 
France,  thou  may'ft  hold  a  ferpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  chafed  lyon  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fafting  tyger  fafer  by  the  tooth, 
Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand,  which  thou  doft  hold. 

K.  Philipy  I  may  dis-join  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith. 

Pand.  So  mak'il  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith  ; 
And,  like  a  civil  war,  fet'ft  oath  to  oath, 
Thy  tongue  againft  thy  tongue.     O,  let  thy  vow 
Firft  made  to  heav'n,  iirll  be  to  heav'n  performed  ; 
That  iS;  to  be  the  champion  of  our  Church. 
What  fince  thou  fwor'ft,  is  fworn  againft  thyfelf ; 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyfelf. 
For  that  which  thou  haft  fworn  to  do  amifs, 
3  Is  yet  amifs,  when  it  is  truly  done  : 
And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill. 
The  truth  is  then  moft  done,  not  doing  it. 
The  better  aft  of  purpofes  miftook 
Is  to  miftake  again  ;  tho'  indireft, 
Yet  indiredion  thereby  grov/s  dired. 
And  falfhood  falfiiood  cures  ;  as  fire  cools  fire. 
Within  the  fcorched  veins  of  one  new-burn'd. 
It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vow'S  kept, 
*But  thou  haft  fworn  againft  religion  : 

By 

3  li  NOT  amifi,  ivhen  it  is  truly  dam  ;]  This  is  a  conclufion  de 
tracers.     We  fliould  read, 

Ji   YET    amifs,   

The  Oxford  Editor,  according  to  his  ufual  cuftom,  will  improve  it 
further,  and  reads,  mj^  amifs, 

4  But  thou  baft  fioorn  againft  religion  :  Sec]  In  this  long  Tpeecb 
the  Leeate  is  mide  to  fiievv  his  fkill  in  cafuiftry  ;  and  the  flrange 
fceap  of  quibble  and  nonfsnfe  of  which  it  confiflsj  was  intended  to 

*  ridicule 
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By  what  thou  fwear'Il,  againft  the  thing  thou  fwear*{P : 

And  mak'ft  an  oath  the  furety  for  thy  truth, 

Againil  an  oath  the  truth  thou  art  unlure 

To  fvvear,    fwear   only  net  to  be  forfworn  ; 

Elfe  what  a  mockery  ihould  it  be  to  fwear  ? 

But  thou  doft  fwear,  only  to  be  forfworn. 

And  moft  forfworn,  to  keep  what  thou  doll  fwear.- 

Therefore  thy  latter  vows,  againfl  thy  iirft,. 

Is  in  thyfeif  rebellion  to  thyielf. 

And  better  conqudt  never  canft  thou  make. 

Than  arm  thy  conftant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Againft  thefe  giddy,    loofe  fuggeilions  : 

Upon  which  better  part,  our  pray'rs  come  in, 

If  thou  vouchfafe  them.     But  if  not,,  then  know^ 

The  peril  of  our  curfes  light  on  thee 

5o  heavy,  as  thou  fhalt  not  fnake  them  ofF;- 

But,  in  defpair,  die  under  their  black  weight. 

ju/i.  Rebellion,  fiat  rebellion. 

Fau!c.  Wiirt  not  be  I 
Will  not  acalve's-lkin  flop  that  mouth  of  thine  ? 

Lenvis.  Father,  to  arms. 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding-day  ? 
Againft  the  blood  that  thou   haft  married  ? 
What,  Ihall  our  feaft  be  kept  with  ilaughter'd  men  T 
Shall  braying  trumpets,   and  load  churliih  drums,. 
Clamours  of  hell,  be  meafures  to  our  pomp  ? 
O  huft^and,  hear  me  \  (ah  !  alack,  how  new 
Is  huft)and  in  my  m.outh  ?)  even  for  that  name. 
Which  'till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce,. 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Againft  mine  uncle. 

Conft.  O,  upon  my  knee. 
Made  hard  with  kneeling,    I  do  pray  to  thee,- 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,    alter  not  the  doom 
Forethought  by  heav'n., 

ridicule  that  of  tbe  fchcols.  For  when  Ms.  afTamcs  the  politician,  a^t 
the  cor.cluficn  of  ihe  thlid  aft,,  the  author  makes  him  calk,  at  a^v- 
other  rate.  I  irean  in  that  beautiful  psfEjge,  where  he  fpeaks  of 
the  mifchiefs  following  the  King's  lofs  cf  his  rabjefls  hearts.  This 
eondact  is  remarkable,  and  was  intended,  I  fuppofe,  to  fnew  us  ho-w 
much  bcUer  poiiticians  the  R^rnan  courtiers  aie^  than  divines. 
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Blanch.  Now  ftiall  I  fee  thy  love  ;  what  motive  may 


Be  ftronger.with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 
Conji.  That  which  upholdeth  him,    that  thee 


Conji. 
1 

nour 


ip- 

holds,  . 

His  honour.     Oh,  thine  honour,    Le^vis,    thine  ho- 


XlUUl    .    - 

Imv/j.  I  niufe  your  Majefty  doth  feem  fo  cold, 
"When'fuch  profound  refpefts  do  pull  you  on  ? 
Pand.  I  will  denounce  a  curfe  upon  his  head  .^ 
K.  Philip.  Thou  {halt  not  need.     England,  111  faU 

fi-om   thee. 
Conji.  O  fair  return   of  banifh'd  Majefty ! 
Eli.  O  foul  revolt  of  French  inconftancy  ! 
K.  John.   France,    thou  Ihalt  rue  this  hour  within 

this  hour.  ,    , ,   r 

Faulc.  Old  time  the  clock-fetter,  that  bald  fexton 
time. 
Is  it,  as  he  will?  well  then,  France  fhall  rue. 

Blanch.  The  fun's  o'ercall  with  blood  :    fair  day, 
adieu  ! 
Which  is  the  fide  that  I  muft  go  withal  T 
I  am  with  toth,  each  army  hath  a  hand,. 
And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whirl  afunder,  and  difmember  me. 
Hufband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may 'ft  win  : 
U.ncle,  I  needs  muft  pray  that  thou  may'ft  lofe  :^ 
Father,  I  may  not  wilh  the  fortune  thine  : 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wifti  thy  wiflies  thrive  : 
Whoever  wins,    on  that  fide  fhall  I  lofe  : 
AiTured  lofs,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Lewis.  Lady,  with  me,  with  me  thy  fortune  he?. 
Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,   there  my- 

life  dies, 
K   John.  Coufin,  go  draw  our  puiffance  together. 

\^Exii  Faulconbridge* 
France,  I  am  burn'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath, 
A  rage,  whofe  heat  hath  this  condition 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood. 
The  blood,    and  deareft- valued  blood  o^  France. 
K.  Phi  I  it.  Thy  rage,  (hall  burn  thee  up,    and  tlGU 
ihalt  tijiii  ^^ 


37^  King  John. 

To  afhes,  ere  oar  blood  fhall  quench  that  fire  : 
Look  to  thyfelf,  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John    No  more,  than  he  that  threats.  To  arms, 
let's  hie.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   IV.     Changes  to  a  FieU  of  Battle. 

AlaxJns,  Excurftons:    ^/?/<'/- Faulconbridge,    ov///^  Au- 
ftriaV  Head, 

Tank.  ^T  O  V/,    by  my  life,    this  day  grows  won- 

X^  dVous  hot , 

5  Some  fiery  devil  hovers  in  the  fky. 
And  pours  down  mifchief.     Auftria\  head  lie  there.— 
Thus  hath  King  Richard's  fon  performed  his  vow 
And  ofFer'd  Auftria\  blood  for'lacrifice 
Unto  his  father's  ever-living  foul. 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert/ 

K.  John.  There,  Huhert,  keep  this  boy.    Richard, 
make  up  ; 
My  mother  is  affailed  in  our  tent. 
And  ta'en,  1  fear. 

Fauk.  My  lord,  I  refcu'd  her  : 
Her  highnefs  is  in  fafety,    fear  you  noL 
But  on,    my  Liege  ;    for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this^  labour  to  an  hsppy  end  j     [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

Alarms y    Excurfans,     Retreat.      Re-enter    King   John, 
Elinor,  Arthur,  Eaulconbridge,  Hubert,  an^t Lords,  ' 

K.  John.  So  fhall  it  be  -,  your  Grace  ihall  flay  be- 
hind 
So  flrongly  guarded  :  Coufm,  look  not  fad, 

['To  Arthur. 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee,    and  thy  uncle  v/ill 
As  dear  be  to  thee,    as  thy  father  was. 

Arth,  O  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 

5  Some  airy  devil ]  We  mof^  read,  Sont^  fiery  de-uil,  if  we 

fvill  have  the  caufe  e^ual  to  the  effii}» 

K,  John^ 
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"  K.  John.  Coufin,  away  for  England  y  hafte  before, 

[To  Faulconbridge. 
And,  ere  our  coming,  fee  thou  fhake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  Abbots  ;  their  imprifon'd  angels 
Sec  thou  at  liberty  :  ^  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Muil  by  the  hungry  war  be  fed  upon. 
Ufe  our  commifTion  in  its  utmoil  force. 

Faulc.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  fhall  not  drive  me 
back. 
When  gold  and  filver  beck  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highnefs :  grandam,    I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be   holy) 
For  your  fair  fafety  ;  fo  I  kifs  your  hand. 
Eli.  Farewel,  my  gentle  coufm. 
K.  John.  Coz,  farewel.  [Exit  Paul?. 

Eli.  Come  hither,  little  kinfman  j hark,  a  word. 

[Taking  him  to  one  fide  of  the  flagt, 
K.  John,  [to  Hubert  on  the  other  fide. 
Come  hither,  Hubert.    O  my  gentle  Hubert^ 
We  owe  thee  much  ;  within  this  wall  of  flefh 
There  is  a  foul  counts  thee  her  creditor, 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love  : 
And,    my   good  friend,    thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bofom,    dearly  cheriihed. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  I  had  a  thing  to  fay— — 
But  I  will  fit  it  with  fome  better  time. 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  Fm  almoft  afham'd 
To  fay  what  good  refpedl  I  have  of  thee. 
Huh.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  Majefly. 
K.  John.  Good  friend,  thou  hail  no  caufe  to  fay  fo 

yet, 

But  thou  (halt  have and  creep  time  ne'er  lo  flow. 

Yet  it  (hall  come  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
*  I  had  a  thing  to  fay but,  let  it  go  : 


the  fat  ribs  of  peace 


Mufi  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon.]  The  word  vonv  feems  aa 
idle  term  here.  The  antithefis,  and  oppofuion  of  terms,  fo  perpetual 
with  our  author,  fliews  we  fhould  read, 

Map  by  the  hungry  war  be  fed  upon. 
War,  demanding  a  large  expence,  is  very  poetically  faid  to  be  hut^gry, 
and  10  prey  on  the  wealth  tn^fut  oi' J>ea:e,  ^ 
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*  The  fun  is  in  the  heav'n,  and  the  proud  day, 

*  Attended  with  the  pleafures  of  the  world, 

*  Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 

*  To  give  me  audience.     If  the  midnight  bell 

*  Did  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth 

*  7  Sound  one  unto  the  drowfie  race  of  night  ; 

*  J{  this  fame  were  a  church-yard  where  we  Hand, 

*  And  thou  pofieffed  wilh  a  thoufand  wrongs ; 
'  Or  if  that  furly  fpirit  Melancholy 

*  Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy-thick, 

'  Which  elfe  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins, 

*  Making  that  idiot  laughter  keep  men's  eyes, 
'  And  ftrain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment ; 

*  (A  pafHon  hateful  to   my  purpofes) 

*  Or  if  that  thou  couldll  fee  me  without  eyes, 

*  Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 

*  Without  a  tongue,  ufmg  conceit  alone, 

'  Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  found  of  words  ; 

*  Then,  in  defpight  of  broad-ey'd  watchful  day, 

*  1  would  into  thy  bofom  pour  my  thoughts  : 

'  But  ah,  I  will  not" yet  I  love  thee  well ; 

Aid.  by  my  troth,  I  think  thou  lov'fl  me  Vvell. 

HuL  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake, 
Tho'  that  my  death  were  adjunft  to  my  ad. 
By  heav'n,  I'd  do't. 

K.  John.  Do  not  I  know,  thou  would 'ft  ? 
Good  Hubert^  Huberti  Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yon  young  boy  :   I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  friend  j 
He  is  a  very  ferpent  in  my  way, 
And,  wherefoe'er  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lies  before  me.     Dofl  thou  underiland  me  ? 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Hub.  And  I'll  keep  him  fo. 
That  he  fhall  not  offend  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Death. 

Huh.  My  lord? 

K.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  fhall  not  live,  ^ 

7  ^ound  ON   unto  the  droiufie  race  of  ttiglt  j]  We  /J-iOuld  read, 

Scutld   ONE.———. 

iT.  Jobn 
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K.  John,  Enough. 
I  could  be  merry  now.     Buhert,  I  love  thee; 
Well    ril  not  fay  what  I  intend  for  thee  ; 
Remember  :  Madam,  fare  you  well. 

ni  fend  thofe  pow'rs  o'er  to  your  Majelly. 

Eli.  My  bleffmg  go  with  thee  I 

K.  John.  For  England,  coufm,  go. 
Hubert  ihall  be  your  man,  t'attend  on  you 
With  all  true  duty  ;  on,  toward  C^/«/-s  ho.    lt,xcun., 

SCENE    VI.     Changes  to  the  Trench  Court. 
Enter  KingVKiVi^,  Lewis,  Pandulpho,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Philip.  O  O,  by  a  roaring  tempell  ori  the  Aood, 

O  8  A  whole  Armado  of  colkaed  fail 
Is  fcatterM  and  disjoined  from  fellowftip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort,  all  fhall  yet  go  well. 
K.  Philip.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run 
fo  ill  ?  .  .. 

Are  we  not  beaten  ?  Is  not  Jngters  loit  • 
Arthur  ta'en  Prisoner  ?  diverfe  dear  friends  flam  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'er-bearing  interruption,  fpite  of  f ''^"^^  •  ^     ^  , ,  ^ 
Le^vis,  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortify  d  . 
So  hot  a  fpeed  with  fuch  advice  difpos  d, 
Sucli  temp-rate  order  9  in  fo  fierce  a  courie. 
Doth  want  example  ;  who  hath  read,  or  hearu, 
Of  any  kindred  adion  like  to  this  \ 

8  A'-.hokAnr.ado,  &c.]  This  fimilitude,  -J^ule  a^jt  rnake* 
forthepurpofein  hand,  was    I  do  «°\  ^-'^'^"'/j;  J/;^  'uvo "t 

moit,  aftei  the  5-/'««<y2' mvafion  m  1588.      It  w.s  '"  J^  *^         ,      . 
wife  to  that  gJious%eriod  that  Sbakejpear  concludes  his  pla> 
that  triumphant  marnifr* 

Ttoi  England  MVitJid,  mr  ntmr  fiall 
Lye  at  ttt  frmd  fi:t  of  a  conj,>"or,    &c. 
B,.,   the  whole  pl.y  ahouoas   with   touches  relative    to    the  .h« 
pollute  of  aft-.hs.  ^^^  ^^^,_,  ^^^,  ^        ,3,^ 

,-.  I  ^—^iJoifir^  E.i,or  co„.i.c„d.  .0  this  e.eoa^a.  o„^^ 
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JC.  Philip.  Well  could  I  bear  that  EngUnd  had  this 
praite, 
bo  we  could  find  fome  pattern  of  our  ihame. 
-  Enter  Conftance. 

X^ook,  who  comes  here  ?  a  grave  unto  a  foul. 
Holding  th   eternal  fpirit  'gainft  her  will 
in  the  vile  prifon  of  afflided  breath ; 
X  pr'ythee,  lady,  go  away  with  me'. 

v%i}^^'  T^'  '"''^  ^^^  '^^  '^"^  «^  y^^r  peace. 
i^.PW  Patience,    good  ladv ,    comfort,    gentle 

Conji.  No,  I  defie  all  counfel,  and  redrefs 
But  that    which  ends  all  counfel,  true  redref/, 
;^eath,  death ;  oh  amiable,   lovely  death  ' 
ihou  oaoriferoas  flench,  found  rottennefs,* 
Arife  forth  from  thy  couch  of  lafting  night, 
i  hou  hate  and  terror  to  profperity 
-And  I  will  kif:>  thy  detefcable  bones  ; 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  A'aulty  brows  ; 
-ftnd  ring  thele  fingers  with  thy  houfnold  worms  $ 
And  ftop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulfome  duft, 
And  be  a  carrion  monfter,  like  xhy^:z\i' 
Come,  grin  on  me,  and  I  will  think  thou  fmil'ft. 
And  kifs  thee  as  thy  wife  ;  mifery's  love. 
O  come  to  me  ! 

K.  Phiiip.  O  fair  affiidion,  peace. 
ConJi.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry; 
JJ,  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth. 
Then  with  a  paffion  I  would  fhake  the  world. 
And  rouze  from  fieep  that  fell  anatomy. 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice. 
And  fcorns  a  modern  invocation. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madnefs,  and  not  forrow. 
^onji,   rhou  art  not  holy  to  belie  me  fo ; 
1  am  not  mad  ;    this  hair  I  tear  is  mine  ; 
My  name  is  Conjlance,  I  was  Geffreyh  wife  : 
\  Gung  Arthur  is  my  fon,    and  he  is  loft  ' 
i  am  not  mad  ;  I  would  to  heaven,  I  were  ' 
l;or   then  'tis  like,    I  fhould  forget  myfelf ' 
^h,    i^  I  could,    what  grief  Ihould  I  forget  '• 
Freach  fome  philofophy  to  make  me  mad. 

And 
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And  thou  Ihalt  be  canoniz'd.    Cardinal.  , 

For,    being  not  mad,    but  fenfible  of  grief, 
Mv   reafonable  part  produces  realon 
How  I   may  be  deliver^  of  thefe  woes. 
And   teaches  me  to  kill   or   hang  myfelf. 
Jf  I  were  mad,  I  Oiould  forget  my  Ion, 
Or  madly  think,  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he  : 
I  am  not  mad  ;  too  well,  too  well  I  iee 
The  diff'rent  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K,  Philip.  Bind  up  thofe  treiTes ;  O,  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  thofe  her  hairs  -, 
Where  but  by  chance  a  filver  drop  hath  fall'n, 
Ev'n  to  that  drop  ten  thoufand  wiery  friends 
Do  glew  themfelves  in  fociable  grief; 
Like  true,    infeparable,   faithful  loves. 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Conjl.  To  England,     if  you  will.. 

i:.  P/;.//^.  Bind  up  your  hairs  . 

Con  ft.  Yes,  that  I  will;  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it? 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cryM  aloud, 
O,  that  thefe  hands  could  fo  redeem  my  Ion, 
As  they  have  giv^n  thefe  hairs  their  liberty  ! 
But  now  I  envy  at  their  liberty, 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds ; 
Becaufe  my  poor  child  is  a  piif -ner  : 
And,  father  Cardinal,  I  have  heaid  you  fay,      ^ 
That  we  Ihall  fee  and  know  our  friends  m  heav  n  ; 
If  that  be,  I  ihall  lee  my  boy  again. 
For  fince  the  birth  of  Cain,  the  f  rll  male-child. 
To  him  that  did  bat  yefterday  fufpire. 
There  was  not  fuch  a  gracious  creature  born. 
But  now  will  canker  forrow  eat  my  bud. 
And  chafe  the  native  beauty  from  his  cheek ; 
And  he  will  look  as  hcllov/  as  a  ghoil  ; 
As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  ft ; 
And  fo  he'll  die  :  and,  rif  ng  fo  again,         ^ 
When  I  ftiall  meet  him  in  th?  court  of  heav  n 
1  ihall  not  know  him  ;  therefore,  never,  never, 
Muft  I  behold  my  pretty  /Irthiir  more.  _ 

r   Pand.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  refpe^  ot  gnat. 
Conji,  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  fon.  -- 
-'  A.  Pbihp* 
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K.  Philip.  YoM  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  child, 
Conji.  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  abfent  child  j 

Lyes  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me  ; 

Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words. 

Remembers  me  of  all  his  gracious  parts ; 

Stuffs  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form ; 

Then  have  I  reafon  to  be  fond  of  grief. 

Fare  you  well ;  had  you  fuch  a  lofs  as  I, 

I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. 

I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head, 

[Tean'ucr  of  her  head-chat J:s. 

When  there  is  fuch  diforder  in  my  wit. 

O  lord,  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  fon  f 

My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world  \ 

My  widow-comfort,  and  my  forrow's  cure  !      [Exit, 
if.  Phi  Zip.  I  fear  fome  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her. 

[Exit, 
SCENE     VII. 

Leivis,  There's  nothing  in  this  world  can  make  me 
joy  ; 

•  Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice  told  tale, 

*  Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowfie  man.' 

A  bitter  iliame  hath  fpoilt  the  fweet  world's  tafte. 
That  it  yields  nought  but  fname  and  bitternefs. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  llrong  difeafe, 
Ev'n  in  the  inftant  of  repair  and  health. 
The  fit  is  ilrongell :  evils  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure,  moH:  of  all  fhew  evil. 
What  have  you  loft  by  lofrng  of  this  day? 

Le'wis.  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happinefs. 

Pand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly,  you  had. 
No,  no  ;  when  fortune  means  to  men  moft  good. 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threat'ning  eye. 
'Tis  flrange  to  think  how  much  King  John  hath  loll 
In  this,  which  he  accounts  fo  clearly  won. 
Are  not  you  griev'd,  that  /Inhur  is  his  prifoner  } 

Le'vjis.  As  heartily,  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pa»d  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  fpeak  \wkh  a  prophetick  fpirit  ; 
For  ev'n  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  fpeak 

Shall 
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Shall  blow  each  dull,  each  ftraw,  each  little  rub. 

Out  of  the  path  which  (hall  direaiy  lead 

Thy  foot  to  Enzla}id\  throne  :  and  therefore  mark. 

John  hath  ieiz'd^  Arthur,  and  it  cannot  be 

That  whilll  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins. 

The  mifplac'd  John  fhould  entertain  an  hour, 

A  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath,  of  reft. 

A  fcepter,  fnatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand,^ 

Muft  be  as  boift'roully  maintain'd,  as  gained. 

*'  And  he,  that  ftands  upon  a  flipp'ry  place, 

«  Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  ftay  him  up.'* 

That  John  may  ftand,  then  Arthur  needs  muft  fall ; 

So  be  it,    for  it  cannot  be  but  fo. 

Lcnvis.  But  what  ihall  I  gain  by  young  Arthurs  fall  ? 
Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife. 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 
Lenjols.  And  lofe  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did._ 
Pand.  How  green  you  are,  and  frefti  in  this  old 
world  ! 
John  lays  you  plots ;  the  times  confpire  with  you  i 
For  he,  that  fteeps  his  fafety  in  true  blood. 
Shall  find  but  bloody  fafety  and  untrue. 
"  This  aft,  fo  evilly  born,  (ball  cool  the  hearts 
"  Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal  ; 
"  That  no  fo  fmall  advantage  (hail  ftep  forth 
"  To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherifti  it. 
"  No  natural  exhalation  in  the  iky, 
"  ^  No  'fcape  of  nature,  no  d;ftcmper'd  day, 
**  No  common  wind,  no  cuftomed  event, 
*'  But  they  will  pluck  away  it's  nat'ral  caufe, 
*'  And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  figns, 
**  Abortives,  and  prefages,  tongues  of  heav'n  ^ 
"  Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John''' 

LcHJois,  Mav  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  drthur\ 
life'; 
But  hold  himfelf  fafe  in  his  prifonment. 

1  No  'fcape  of  nature,—']  The  author  very  finely  calls  a  mon^ 
flious  birth,  an  ejcape  of  nature.     As  if  it  were  produced  while 'fhe 
was  baiy  elfewhere,  or  intent  on  fome  other  thing.     But  the  C?x- 
ford  Editor  will  have  it,  that  Sbq^efpear  wrote. 
No  paps  cf  nature, 

Pand, 
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Pand.  O  Sir,  when  he  (hall  hear  of  your  approach. 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Ev'n  at  this  news  he  dies  :  and  tlien  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  fhall  revolt  from  him, 
And  kifs  the  lips  of  unacquainted  change; 
And  pick  itrong  matter  of  revolt  and  wrath. 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  fee  this  hurly  all  on  foot  ; 
And  O,  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you 
Than  I  have  nam'd  !  —  The  bartard  Taulconhrldge 
Is  now  in  England^  ranfacking  the  church, 
Offending  charity.     If  but  twelve  French 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  .would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thoufand  Englijh  to  their  fide  j 
Or,  as  a  little  fnow,  tumbled  about. 
Anon  becomes  a  mountain.     Noble  Dauphin  ; 
Go  wich  me  to  the  King  :  'tis  wonderful 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  difcontent. 
Kow  tiiat  their  fouls  are  top- full  of  ofrence, 
For  England  go ;  I  will  v/het  on  the  King. 

Leivis.  Strong  reafon  makes  firong  actions:  let  us  go  ; 
If  you  fay  ay,  the  King  will  not  fay  no.  [Exeunt. 


A  C  T     IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Changes  to  England.       J  Prifon, 

Enter  Hubert  and  Executioners. 

^tih.  T  T  E  AT  me  thefe  irons  hot,  and,  look,    thou 

JlT  ftand 

Within  the  arras  ;  when  I  flrike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bofom  of  the  ground,  rufh  forth  ; 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  iliall  find  with  me, 
Fafl  to  the  chair  :  be  heedful ;  hence,  and  watch. 
Exe.  I  hope  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 
Hub.  Uncleanly  fcruples  !  fear  not  you  ;  look  to't.— 
ypung  lad,  come  forth  ;  I  have  to  fay  with  you. 
Enter  Arthur. 
Arth,  .Good  morrow,  Hubert. 

Huh 


King  John.  385 

Huh,  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 
Jrtb.  As  little  prince  (having  (o  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince)  as  may  be.     You  are  fad. 
HuL  Indeed,  J  have  been  merrier. 
Jrth.  Mercy  on  me  ! 
Methinks,  no  body  fhould  be  fad  but  I ; 
Yet  I  remember  when  I  was  in  France, 
Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  fad  as  night. 
Only  for  vvantonnefs.     By  my  chriftendom. 
So  were  I  out  of  prifon,  and  kept  fheep, 
I  fhould  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 
And  fo  J  would  be  here,  but  that,  I  doubt. 
My  uncle  pradlifes  more  harm  to  me. 
He  is  afraid  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 
3  s  it  my  fault,  that  I  was  Geffrey\  fon  \ 
Indeed,  it  is  not ;  and  I  would  to  heav'n, 
I  were  your  fon,  fo  you  would  love  me,  Hubert, 

Hub.  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  m.y  mercy,  which  lies  dead  ; 
Therefore  I  will  be  fudden,  and  difpatch.  [JjUg. 

Jrth,  Are  you  fick,  Hubert  ?  you  look  pale  to-day  j 
In  footh,  I  wou'd,  you  were  a  little  fick ; 
That  I  might  fit  all  night  and  watch  with  you. 
Alas,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Hub.  His  words  do  take  pofleffion  of  my  bofom. 
Read  here,  young  Arthur  —  {She'wing  a  paper. 

How  now,  foolifh  rheum,  \^^Jide» 

Turning  dif-piteous  (a)  nature  out  of  door  ! 
I  miift  be  brief,  left  refolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanilh  tears.  — 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arih.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  fo  foul  eiFedl. 
Muft  you  with  irons  burn  out  both  mine  eyes  ? 

Hub.  Young  boy,  I  muil. 

Arth,  And  will  you  ? 

Hub.  And  I  will. 

Arth»  Have  you  the  heart  ?  when  your  head  did  but 
ake, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows  5 

[(a)  naturt,  O^fgrd  Editor——  Vulg.  twt}i'».'\ 
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(The  bed  I  had,  a  princefs  wrought  it  me) 

And  I  did  never  afk  it  you  again  ; 

And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head  ; 

And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 

Still  and  anon  chear'd  up  the  heavy  time. 

Saying,  what  lack  you  ?  and  where  lies  your  grief? 

Or  what  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  ? 

Many  a  poor  man's  fon  would  have  lainftill, 

And  ne'er  have  fpoke  a  loving  word  to  you  ; 

iBut  you  at  your  fick  fervice  had  a  prince, 

Nay,  you  may  think,  my  love  was  crafty  love. 

And  call  it  cunning.     Do,  an  if  you  will  : 

If  heav'n  be  pleas'd  that  you  mull  ufe  me  ill, 

Why  then,  you  muft  —  Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  ? 

Thefe  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  fhall. 

So  much  as  frown  on  you. 

Huh.  I've  fworn  to  do  it ; 
'And  with  hot  irons  muft  I  burn  them  out. 

j^rfh.  Ah,  none,  but  in  this  iron  age,  would  do  it. 
The  iron  of  itfelf,  tho'  heat  red-hot. 
Approaching  near  thefe  eyes,  would  drink  my  tears. 
And  quench  its  fiery  indignation, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence  : 
Nay,  after  that,  confume  away  in  ruft, 
3But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  ftubborn-hard,  than  hammer'd  iron"? 
Oh  !  if  an  Angel  fhould  have  come  to  me. 
And  told  me,  Hubert  Ihould  put  out  mine  eyes, 
■  I  would  not  have  believ'd  him  :    no  tongue,  but 
Hubert's* 

Huh, 

t  I  lODuld  not  have  beliei''d  a  tongue  but  Hubert's.]  Thus 
"Mr.  Pope  found  the  line  in  the  old  editions.  According  to  this  read- 
ing it  is  fuppofed  that  Hubert  had  told  him,  he  would  not  put  out 
his  eyes  \  for  the  angel  who  fays  he  nvould,  is  brought  in  as  con- 
tradiding  Hubert.  Mr>  Tbetbald,  by  what  authority  I  doii'c  know, 
reads, 

/  luould  not  have  believed  him  :  no  tongue^  but  Hubert  J.  ■ 
which  is  fpoiling  the  meafure,  Vvithout  much  mending   the  Ssnfe. 
Sbakefpear,  I  am  perfuaded,  wrote, 

I  would  not  have  believed  a  tongue  'bate  Hubert. 

t  e*  abate,  difparage.    The  blunder  feems  to  have  anfen  thus ;  bate 

■ijl-  fignihes 
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Eub.  Come  forth  j  do,  as  I  bid  you. 

[Stamps,  and  the  men  enterl 
Arth.  O  fave  me,  Hubert,  fave  me !  my  eyes  are  out, 
Ev'n  with  the  fierce  looks  of  thefe  bloody  men. 
Hub.  Give  me  the  iron,  I  fay,  and  bind  him  here. 
Arth.  Alas,  what  need  you  be  fo  boift'rous-rough  ? 
I  will  not  ftruggle,  I  will  Hand  ftone-ftill. 
For  heav'n's  fake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound* 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert,  drive  thefe  men  away. 
And  I  will  fit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb. 
I  will  not  ftir,  nor  wince,  nor  fpeak  a  word. 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angrily  : 
Thruft  but  thefe  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you^ 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Bub.  Go,  Hand  within ;  let  me  alone  with  him^ 
Exec,  I  am  bell  pleas'd  to  be  from  fuch  a  deed. 

[ExeuHtl 
Arth.  Alas,  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend  h 
He  hath  a  ftern  look,  but  a  gentle  heart ; 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compaflion  may 
Give  life  to  yours. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourfelf, 
Arth.  Is  there  no  remedy? 
Hub.  None,  but  to  lofe  your  eyes. 
Arth.  O  heav'n !  that  there  weie  but  a  moth  in  youFS^ 
A  grain,  a  dull,  a  gnat,  a  wand 'ring  hair. 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  fenle : 
Then,  feeling  what  fmall  things  are  boifl'rous  there. 
Your  vile  intent  mull  needs  feem  horrible. 

Hub.    Is  this  your  promife  ?    go    to,    hold    your 

tongue.  — 
Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Mufl  needs  want  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  :  let  me  not,  Hubert  i 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue, 

fignifies  except,  faving;  fo  the  tranfcribers,  taking  it  in  this  fenfes,' 
fubftituted  the  more  ufual  word  but  in  its  place.  My  alteration 
greatly  improves  the  fenfe,  as  implying  a  tendernefs  of  afFedlion  for 
Hubert  J  the  common  reading,  only  an  opinion  of  i/a<Jfrf's  veracity  5 
whereas  the  point  here  was  to  win  upon  Hubert''s  paffions,  which 
could  not  be  better  done,  than  by  /hewing  aifedion  towaids  him. 

S  2  jSa* 
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So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes.     O  fpare  mine  eyes  ? 
Though  to  no  ufe,  but  flill  to  look  on  you. 
Lo,  by  my  troth,  the  inflrument  is  cold,     . 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Jrih.  No,  in  good  footh,  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief. 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  undeferv'd  extreams  ;  fee  elfe  yourfelf, 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal  ; 
The  breath  of  heav'n  hath  blown  its  fpirit  out. 
And  ftrew'd  repentant  afhes  on  its  head. 

Hub.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Artb.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blufh. 
And  glow  with  Ihame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert  : 
Nay,  it.  perchance,  will  fparkle  in  your  eyes : 
And  like  a  dog,  that  is  compell'd  to  fight. 
Snatch  at  his  mafter  that  doth  tarre  him  on. 
All  things,  that  you  fhould  ufe  to  do  me  wrong, 
Deny  their  office  ;  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy  which  fierce  fire  and  iron  extend. 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy-lacking  ufes. 

Hub.  Well,  fee  to  live;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eye. 
For  all  the  treafure  that  thine  uncle  owns : 
Yet  am  I  fworn  ;  and  I  did  purpofe,  boy, 
^With  this  fame  very  iron  to  burn  them  out. 

Jrth.  O,  now  yowlooklikt  Hubert,  All  this  while 
You  were  difguifed. 

Hub.  Peace  :  no  more.     Adieu, 
Your  uncle  muft  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
I'll  fill  thefe  dogged  fpies  with  falfe  reports : 
And,  pretty  child,  ileep  doubtlefs,  and  fecurc. 
That  Hubert,  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world. 
Will  not  oifend  thee. 

Arth.  O  heav'n  !  I  thank  you,  Hubert. 

Hub,  Silence,  no  more  i  go  clofely  in  with  me. 
.^Siich  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  {Exeunt. 
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-SCENE   II.     Chafjges  to  the  Court  of  England. 

Eruer  King  John,    Pembroke,    SalifLury,    and  other 
Lords. 

K.  7tf^;;.y  TERE  once  again  we  fit,    once  again 
_£  X.        crown'd, 
And  lookM  upon,  I  hope,  with  chearful  eyes. 

Pemb.  This   once   again,    but  that  your   highnefs 
pleas'd, 
Was  once  luperfiuous ;  you  were  crown'd  before. 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off: 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  ftained  with  revolt : 
Frefh  expedlation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  ftate. 

SaL.  Therefore  to  be  pofTefs'd  with  doable  pomp. 
To  guard  a  tide  that  was  rich  before  ; 
♦*  To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lilly, 
'*  To  tnrow  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
**  To  fmooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
**  Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
"  To  feek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heav'n  to  garnifh," 
Is  wafteful  and  ridiculous  excefs. 

Pemb.  But  that  your  royal  pleafure  mufl  be  done, 
This  aft  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told, 
And  in  the  laft  repeating  troublefome ; 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unfeafonable. 

Sal.  "  In  this  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
"  Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured  j 
**  And,  like  a  fhifted  wind  unto  a  fail, 
"  It  makes  the  courfe  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about ; 
"  Startles  and  frights  confideration  ; 
"  Makes  found  opinion  fick,   and  truth  fufpefted, 
**  For  putting  on  fo  new  a  fafliion'd  robe." 

Pemb.  When  workmen  ftrive  to  do  better  than  well. 
They  do  confound  their  ^  ikill  in  covetoufnefs  j 
And  oftentimes  excufmg  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worfe  by  the  excufe ; 

2  Jkill  in  covetoufnefs }]   /.  £'  coveting  to  reach  a  higher 

excellence.  ^ 
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As  patches,   fet  upon  a  little  breach, 
Difcredit  more  ?  in  hiding  of  the  flaw, 
Than  did  the  flaw  before  it  was  fo  patch 'd. 

Sal.  To  this  elFedl,  before  you  were  new-crown 'd. 
We  breathM  our  counfel ;  but  it  pleas'd  your  highnefs 
To  over-bear  it;  and  we're  all  well  pleas'd; 
Since  all  and  every  part  of  what  we  would^ 
Muft  make  a  ftand  at  what  your  highnefa  wHI. 

K.  John.  Some  reafons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  have  poflTeft  you  with,   and  think  them  flrong. 
And  more,  more  ftrong  (the  leffer  is  my  fear) 
I  fhali  endue  you  Vv^ith  :   mean  time,  but  afk 
What  you  would  have  reform 'd,  that  is  not  well. 
And  well  fliall  you  perceive  hovi'  v/illingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requefts. 

Pemb.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  thefe^ 
To.found  the-purpoies  of  all  their  hearts, 
(Both  for  myfelf  and  them  ;    but  chief  of  all, 
Your  fafety  ;  for  the  which,  myfelf  and  they 
Bend  their  beft  ftudies;)  heartily  requell    . 
Th'  infranchifement  o^  Arthur  ;  whofe  rellraint 
Doth  move  the  murm'ring  lips  of  difcontenc^ 
To  break  into  this  dang'rous  argument ; 
If  what  in  reft  you  have,  in  right  you  hold. 
Why  fliouM  your  fears,  (which,  as  they  fay,  attend 
The  fteps  of  wrong)  then  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinfman,  and  to  choke  Jus  days 
With  barb'rous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercife  ? 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occafions,    let  it  be  our  fuit, 
That  you  have  bid  us  afk  his  liberty  ; 
Which  for  our  good  we  do  no  further  afk. 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  dependin^^, 
Counts  it  your  weal,    that  he  have  liberty.  ^' 
Enter  Hubert. 
K.  John.  Let  it  be  fo  ;  J  do  commit  this  youth 
To  your  diredion.     Hubert,  what  news  with  you  l  " 

3   in   hiding  of  the  fault, 

Than  did  the  fault ]  We  fhould  read  Flaw  in  botU. 

fJaces, 

Femb. 
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Temb.  This  is  the  man,  iliould  do  the  bloody  deed* 
He  fhew'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault  ^ 
Lives  in  his  eye ;  that  cloie  afpect  of  his 
Does  fhew  the  mood  of  a  much-trcublcd  breafl. 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 
What  we  fo  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

Sal.  The  colour  of  the  King  doth  come  and  go. 
Between  his  purpofe  and  his  confcience. 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  [a]  Tent : 
His  pnffion  is  fo  ripe  it  needs  muft  break. 

Pcmb.  And  when.it  breaks,  I  fear,  .will  iffiie  thence 
The  foul  corriipt'on  of  a  fweet  child's  death. 

K.  John.  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  ftrong  hand. 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  h  living. 
The  fuit  which  you  demand  is  gone,  and  dead. 
He  tells  us,   j^rthur  is  deceas'd  to  night. 

Sal.  Indeed,  we  fear'd,  his  ficknefs  was  pad  curs. 
Pe?r.b.  Indeed,  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was, 
B^^fore  the  child  himfelf  felt  he  was  fick. 
This  mufi  be  anfwer'd,  either  here,  or  hence. 

K.  John.  Why  do  you  bend  fuch  folemn  brows  on 
me? 
Think  you,  I  bear  the  fhears  of  deftiny  ? 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulfe  of  life  ? 

Sal.  It  is  apparent  foul-play,  and  'tis  fhame 
That  greatnefs  fhould  fo  grofiy  offer  it : 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game,  and  fo  farewel ! 

Femb.   Stay  yet,  lord  Salijhury,  Lll  go  with  thee. 
And  find  th'  inheritance  of  this  poor  child. 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood,  which  own'd  the  breadth  of  all  this  ifle. 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold ;  bad  world  the  while  ! 
This  muft  not  be  thus  borne  ;  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  forrows,  and  ere  long,  I  doubt.     lExeunfl 

[  [a)  Jent,     Mr.  rkeobald-^-^Y^xH^  p-] 
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SCENE    III, 

'Enter  a  Mefenger. 

K.  John.  They  burn  in  indignation  ;  I  repent. 
There  is  no  lure  foundation  fet  on  blood  ; 
No  certain  life  atchiev'd  by  others'  death—        {Apjg 
A  fearful  eye  thou  haft  ;  where  is  that  blood, 

rT-u  .  T  L         r       .  ,    ,  .    .  I't'o  the  Mcfeng^r, 

1  hat  I  have  ictn  inhabit  m  thofe  cheeks  ? 

So  foul  a  fky  clears  not  without  a  ftorm  ; 

Pour  down  thy  weather :  how  goes  all  in  Frava  ? 

Me/.  From  France  to  England  never  fuch  a  power. 
For  any  foreign  preparation. 
Was  levy'd  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  fpeed  is  learned  by  them  : 
For  when  you  fhould  be  told,  they  do  prepare, 
The  tidings  come,  that  they  are  all  arriv'd. 

K.  J.hn.  O,  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  ? 
Where  hath  it  flept  ?  where  is  mv  mother's  care  t 
That  fuch  an  army  fhould  be  drawn  in  France^ 
And  fhe  not  hear  of  it  I 

Ms/.  My  Liege,  her  ear 
Is  ftopt  with  duft  :  the  firft  oi  April,  dy'd 
Your  noble  mother  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  my  lord. 
The  lady  Conjlance  in  a  frenzie  dy'd 
Three  days  before  :   but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
1  idly  heard  ;  if  true  or  falfe,  I  know  not. 

K.  Jahn,  With-hold  thy  fpeed,    dreadful  occafion  f 
O  make  a  league  with  me,  'till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  difcontented  peers.     What !  mother  dead  ? 
How  wildly  then  walks  my  eftate  in  France  P 
Under  whofe  conduft  came  thofe  powers  of  France, 
That,  thou  for  truth  giv'il  out,  are  landed  here  ? 

Me/.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  Faulconbrfdge,  an  J  Peter  of  Pomfret. 
K.  John.  Thou  haft  made  me  giddy 
With  thefe  ill  tidings.      Now,  what  fays  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  ?  Do  not  feek  to  ftuft' 
My  head  with  inore  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Fau/c^ 
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Fauk.  But  if  you  be  afraid  to  hear  the  worft. 
Then  let  the  worft  unheard  fall  on  your  head. 

K,  John.  Bear  with  me,  coufin ;   for  I  was  amaa'd 
Under  the  tide  j  but  now  I  breathe  again 
Aloft  the  flood,    and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  fpeak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Faulc.  How  I  have  fped  among  the  clergymen. 
The  fums  I  have  coUedled  ihall  exprefs. 
But  as  I  traveird  hither  thro'  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  flrangely  fantafied ; 
Poffeft  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams ; 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear. 
Arid  here's  a  Prophet  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  flreets  of  Pomfret^  whom  I  found 
With  many  hundreds  treading  on  his  heels : 
To  whom  he  fung  in  rude  harlh-founding  rhimcs. 
That,  ere  the  next  Afcenjlon-day  at  noon. 
Your  Highnefs  ihould  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K.J  ohnr£\\Qw  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  did'il  thou  fo? 
Veter.  Fore-knowing,  that  the  Truth  will  fall  out  fo. 
K.  John.  Hubert,  away  with  him,  imprifon  him. 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon  he  fays 
I  fhall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hangM. 
Deliver  him  to  fafety,   and  return. 

For  I  mull  ufe  thee. O  my  gentle  coufin. 

[^AT/V  Hubert,  ^c///?' Peter. 
Heai-'H:  thou  the  news  abroad,  who  are  arriv'd  ? 

faulc.  The  French,    my  Lord  j   men's  mouths  arc 
full  of  it : 
Eefides,  1  met  lord  Bigot  and  lord  SaVJburyy 
With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire. 
And. others  more,  going  to  feek  the  grave 
Oi  Arthur,  who,  they  iay,  is  kill'd  to-i\ight 
On  your  fuggeftion. 

K.  John.  Gentle  kinfman,  go 
And  thrull  thylelf  into  their  company  : 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Faulc  1  will  feek  them  out. 

K.  John.  Nay,    but  make  haHe :    the  better  foOl 
before. 
O,  let  me  have  no  {ubjeft  enemies. 
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When  adverfe  foreigners  afFright  my  towns. 

With  dreadful  pomp  of  flout  invafion. 

Be  Mercury,  fet  feathers  to  thy  heels ; 

And  fly,  like  thought,  from  them  to  me  again. 

Faulc,  The  fpirit  of  the  time  fhall  teach  me  fpeed. 

K.  John.  Spoke  like  a  fprightful  noble  gentleman. 
Go  after  him  ;  for  he,  perhaps,  fhall  need 
£ome  meffenger  betwixt  me  and  the  Peers ; 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mef.  With  all  my  heart,  my  Liege.  \_Bxit,- 

K.  John.  My  mother  dead ! 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Hubert. 

Bub.  My  lord,   they  fay,   five  moons  were  feen  to 
night : 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four,  in  wond'rous  motion. 

K.  John.  Five  moons  ? 

Hub.  Old  men  and  beldams,  in  the  flreets. 
Do  propheiie  upon  it  dangerouHy  : 
Young  Arthur  s  death  is  common  in  their  m.ouths  ; 

*  And,  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  fhake  their  heads, 
'  And  whifper  one  another  in  the  ear. 

*  And  he,  that  fpeaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrifl, 

*  Whilll  he,  that  hears,  makes  fearful  adion 

*  M^ith  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  rolling  eyes, . 

*  I  faw  a  fmith  fland  with  his  hammer,  thus, 

*  The  whilft  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool, 

«  With  open  mouth  fwallowing  a  taylor's  news ; 

*  Who,  with  his  fliears  and  meafure  in  his  hand, 

*  Standing  on  flippers,  which  his  nimble  halle 

*  Had  falfely  thru  11:  upon  contrary  feet,  ■ 

'  Told  of  a  many  thoufand  warlike  French, 
'  That  were  embatteled  and  rank'd  in  Kent. 
'  Another  lean,  unwafh'd  artificer 
'  Cats  off  his  tale,  and  talks  oi  Arthur's  death.' 
K.  John.  Why  feek'it  thou  to  pofTels  me  with  thef^ 
fears  ?- 

Why: 
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Why  urgefl  thou  fo  oft  young  Arthur^  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murther'd  him :  I  had  a  caufe 
To  wifli  him  dead,  but  thou  had 'ft  none  to  kill  him.'' 

Huh.  Had  none,  my  Lord  ?  why,  did  you  not  pro- 
voke me  ? 

K.  John.  "  4  It  is  the  curfe  of  Kings,  to  be  attended 
"  By  Haves  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant, 
"  To  break  into  the  bloody  houfe  of  life  : 
"  And,  on  the  winking  of  authority, 
*•  To  underiland  a  law,  to  know  the  meaning 
**  Of  dang'rous  majefty ;  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
**  More  upon  humour,  than  advis'd  refpedl." 

Hub.  Here  is  your  hand  and  feal,  for  what  I  did. 

K.  John.  Oh,  when  the  laft  account  'twixt  heav'n 
and  earth 
I5  to  be  made,  then  fhall  this  hand  and  feal 
Witnefs  againft  us  to  damnation, 
**  How  oft  the  fight  of  means,   to  do  ill  deeds, 
*'  Makes  deeds  ill  done  ?   for  hadft  not  thou  been  by^^ 
"  A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
"  Quoted,  and  fign'd  to  do  a  deed  of  fhame, 
"  This  murther  had  not  come  into  my  mind/' 
But  taking  note  of  thy  abhorr'd  afpedl. 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villany, 
Apt,  liable  to  be  employ 'd  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur\  death. 
And  thou,   to  be  endeared  to  a  King, 
MadTi  it  no  confcience  to  deftioy  a  Prince. 

Huh.  My  Lord 

K.  John.  *'  Hadft  thou  but  fhook  thy  head,  or  made 
a  paufe, 
'*  When  I  fpake  darkly  v.'hat  I  purpofed  : 
"  Or  turn'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  my  face, 
*'  Or  bid  me  tell  my  tale  in  exprefs  words  ;- 
**  Deep  ftiame  had-  ftruck  me  dumb,  made  me  break 

oft; 
■**  And  thofe  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  iri 
me.'^ 

4  It  h  the  curfe  of  Kings,  Scc.l  This  plainly  hints  at  Da'vifon\ 
cafs,  \n  the  atfaii  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  and  To  muft  hive  been 
infsitej  long  after  r.he  ftril  reprefeatation. 

But 
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But  thou  didft  underfland  me  by  my  figns. 
And  didft  in  iigns  again  parley  with  fm  ; 
Yea,  without  ftop,  didil  let  thy  heart  confent. 
And  confequently  thy  rude  hand  to  ad 
The  deed,  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name- 
Out  of  my  fight,  and  never  fee  me  more  ! 
My  Nobles  leave  me,  and  my  ftate  is  brav'd, 
Ev'n  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powVs  j 
Kay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleflily  land, 
This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath, 
Hoftility  and  civil  tumult  reigns. 
Between  my  confcience,  and  my  coufm's  death. 

Huif.  Arm  you  againft  your  otlier  enemies, 
I'll  make  a  peace  between  your  foul  and  you. 
Young  Jrt^ur  is  alive  :  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden,  and  an  innocent  hand, 
Kot  painted  with  the  crimfon  fpots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bofom  never  entered  yet 
•5  The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderer's  thought, 
And  you  have  flander'd  nature  in  my  form  ; 
Which,  howfoever  rude  exteriorly, 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind, 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

5  The  dreadful  m-^t  ion  of  a  uvRD'novi  thcugkt.'\  l^othing  can 
fes  falfer  than  what  Hubert  h^xt  fays  in  his  own  vindication;  (yet  it 
wasthepoet's  purpofe  that  he  /hould  fpeak  truth)  for  we  find,  from 
a  preceding  fcene,  the  motion  cf  a  mard''rcus  thought  hjd  entered  :fita 
him,  ind  that,  very  deeply  ;  and  it  was  with  difEcuIty,  that  the  tears, 
the  intreaties,  and  the  innocence  of  ^^rf/.'«r  had  diverted  and  fuppref- 
fed  it.  Nor  is  the  expreflfion,  in  this  reading,  at  all  exaft,  it  not 
being  the  neceffary  quality  of  ^  murd'rcui  thought  to  be  dreadful^  af- 
frighting, or  terrible  :  For  it  being  commonly  excited  by  the  flatter- 
3ng  views  of  intereft,  pleafure,  or  revenge,  the  mind  is  often  too 
much  taken  up  vv^ith  thofe  ideas  to  attend,  fteadily,  to  the  confc- 
•[uences.     We  muft  conclude  therefore  that  Shakefpear  wrote, 

a  murderer's  thought. 

And  this  makes  Hubert  fpeak  truth,  as  the  poet  intended  he  fhouJd. 
Ke  had  not  committed  the  murder,  and  confequently  the  motion  of 
m  nittrderer's  thought  bad  tie'ver  entered  his  bofm.  And  in  this  read- 
ing, the  epithet  dreadful  is  admirably  juft,  and  in  nature.  For  aft 
ter  the  perpetration  of  the  faft,  the  appetites,  that  hurried  theij 
owner  to  it,  lofe  their  force  ;  and  nothing  fucceeds,  to  take  pcfFef- 
fion  of  the  mind,  but  a  dreadful  confcioufocfs,  that  torments  the 
jpurdsrer  without  refpicc  or  intermiilion. 

K'  John, 
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K.  John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?  O,  haile  thee  to  the 
Peers, 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incenfed  rage, 
And  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  paffion  made 
Upon  thy  feature,  for  my  rage  was  blind  ; 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Prefented  thee  more  hideous  than  ihou  art. 
Oh,  anfwer  not,  but  to  my  clofet  bring 
The  angry  lords  with  all  expedient  hafte. 
I  conjure  thee  but  flowly  :  run  more  £aft.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    V.       A  Street  before  a  Prifon, 

Enter  Arthur  on  the  Walls,  difguis'd. 

Arth.flf^ViY.   wall   is  high,    and  yet   will  I  leap 

X  down. 

Good  ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  r.ot ! 
There's  few  or  none  do  know  me  :  I'f  they  did. 
This  fhip  boy's  femblance  hath  difguis'd  me  quite. 
I  am  afraid,  and  yet  Til  venture  it. 
If  I  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  limbs, 
ril  find  a  thoufand  ftiifts  to  get  away  : 
As  good  to  die,  and  go  j  as  die  and  flay.     [  Leap  doTJon* 
Oh  me  !  my  Uncle's  fpirit  is  in  thefe  ftones : 
Heav'n  take  my  foul,  and  England  keep  my  bones. 

[Dies. 
Enter  Pembroke,  Sali/hury,  and  Bigot. 

Sal.  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  St.  Edmondjhury  j 
It  is  our  fafety  ;  and  we  mud  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pern.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  Cardinal  ? 

Sal.  The  Count  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France, 
^Whofe  private  with  me  of  the  Dauphin  s  love 
Is  much  more  gen'ral  than  thefe  lines  import. 

Bigot.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him  then. 

Sal.  Or  rather  then  fet  forward,  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days'  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 

6  Whop  pria'ate,  &c.]  i.e.  whofe  private  account-,  of  the  D<?»- 
j^bin\  aftcctica  to  our  Ciuf^,  is  much  aiore  ample  than  the  letters, 

Mr,  Fo^t. 

£ntey 
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Enter  Fau  Icon  bridge. 

Taulc.    Once  more    to-day   well  met,   dillemper'd 
lords  ; 
The  King  by  me  requefis  year  prefence  ftrait. 

Sal.  The  King  hath  difpofieft  himfelf  of  us  ; 
We  vviil  not  line  his  thin,  beftained  cloak 
With  our  pure  honours  :  nor  attend  the  foot. 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where'er  it  walks. 
Return,  and  tell  him  fo :  we  know  the  worft. 

Faulc,  Whatever  you  think,  good  words,  I  think,, 
were  belt. 

Zal.  Oiir  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reafon  now. 

laulc.  But  there  is  little  reafon  in  your  grief, 
Therefore,  'twere  reafon,  you  had  manners  now. 

Pern.  Sir,  Sir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

Faulc.  'Tis  true,  to  hurt  its  mailer,  no  man  elfe. 

Sal  This  is  the  prifon  r  what  is  he  lies  here  ? 

\Jieeing  Arthur. . 

Tem.  O  death,  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely 
beauty  ! 
The  earth  had  not' a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

Sal.  Murder,  as  hating  what  himfelf  hath  done. 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Bigot.   Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to^the  grave. 
Found  it  too  precious  princely  for  a  grave. 

Sal.  Sir  Richard,  what  think  you.?  have  you  beheld,. 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard,  or  could  you  think, 
Gi-  do  you  aim  oft  think,  although  you  fee. 
What  yoa  dofee  ?  could  thought,  without  this  objeft,. 
Form  iuch  another  ?  'tis  the  very  top, 
The  height,  the  creil,  the  creft  unto  the  creft 
Of  murder's  arms  j  this  is  the  bloodieft  fhame. 
The  wildeft  favag'ry,  the  vileft  ftroke. 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  ftaring  rage, 
Preienlsd  ^o  the  tears  of  foft  remorfe. 

Pe-.  All  murders  paft  do  ftand  excus'd  in  this  3 
And  tliis  fo  fole,  and  fo  unmatchable, 
Sh^;!  give  a  holinefs,  a  purity. 
To  the  yet-unbegotten  fms  of  time  ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  blood-ihed  but  a  jeft^,  - 
Sxampled  by  this  heinous  fpedacle.  ^ 

Fau!-:', 
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Taulc.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work. 
The  gracelefs  aiflion  of  a  heavy  hand  : 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

SaL  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? 
We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  enfue. 
It  is  the  ftiameful  work  of  Hubert'' s  hand. 
The  pradtice  and  the  purpofe  of  the  King: 
From  whofe  obedience  I  forbid  my  foul. 
Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  fweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  this  breathlefs  excellence 
The  incenfe  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow  ! 
Never  to  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  world;, 
Never  to  be  infedled  with  delight, 
Nor  converfaijt  with  eafe  and  idlenefs, 
'Till  I  have  fet  a  glory  to  this  hand. 
By  giving  it  the  worfliip  of  revenge. 

rf!^'    }•  Our  fouls  religiouily  confirm  thy  words,. 

SCENE     VI, 
^«/^r  Hubert. 

Hub.   Lords,  I  am  hot  with  hafle,  in  feeking  you  ; 
Arthur  doth  live,  the  King  hath  fent  for  you. 

Sal.  Oh,  he  is  bold,  and  blufhes  not  at  death  ; 
Avaunt,  thou  hateful  villain,  get  thee  gone  ! 

Hub.  I  am  no  villain. 

Sal  Muft  I  rob  the  law  ?  {Dra'vjing  his  Zvjord-, 

Faulc  Your  Avord  is  bright,  Sir,  put  it  up  again. 

SaL  Not  ^tili  I  fneath  it  in  a  murd'rer's  fkin. 

Hub.  Stand  back,  hordSaliJlury,  Hand  back,  I  fay  5 
Ey  heav'n,  I  think,  my  fword's  as  Iharp  as  yours* 
I  would  not  have  you,.  Lord,  forget  yourfclf. 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence  ; 
Left  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget 
Your  worth,  your  greatnefs,  and  nobility. 

Bigot.  Out,  dunghill  ?  dar'il  thou  brave  a  Noble^ 
man  ? 

Bub.  Not  for  my  life  ;  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  againli  an  Emperor, 

8aL    Thou  art  a  muri'rer. 


400  King  John. 

Huh.  Do  not  prove  me  To  j 
Yet,  I  am  none.    Whofe  tongue  foever  fpcaks  falfe. 
Not  truly  fpeaks  :  who  ipeaks  not  truly,  lyes. 

Pern.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 

Faulc.  Keep  the  peace,  I  fay. 

Sal.   Stand  by,  or  I  Ihall  gaul  you,  Taulconhridgt. 

Faulc    Thou  wert  better  gaul  the  devil,  ^alijlury. 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  ilir  thy  foot. 
Or  teach  thy  hafty  fpleen  to  do  me  fhame, 
I'll  ftrike  thee  dead.     Put  up  thy  fword  betime. 
Or  I'll  io  inaal  you,  and  your  tofling-iron. 
That  you  fhali  think,    the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Bigot.  What  will  you  do,  renowned  Taukonhridge  ? 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  r 

Huh.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none, 
t    Bigot.  Who  kiird  this  Prince  ? 

Hub.  'Tis  not  an  hour  fmce  I  left  him  well  : 
I  honoured  him,  I  lov'd  him,  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out,  for  his  fweet  life's  lofs. 

Sal.  Trull  not  thofe  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes. 
For  vilhny  is  not  without  fuch  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  feem 
Like  rivers  cf  remorfe  and  innocence. 
Away  with  me  all  you,  whole  fouls  abhor 
Th'  uncleanly  favour  of  a  flaaghter-houfe. 
For  I  am  ftifled  with  the  fmell  of  fin. 

Bigot.  Av/ay  tow'rd  Bury^  to  the  Dauphin  there. 

Fern.  There,  tell  the  King,  Ke  may  enquire  us  out. 

[Exeunt  Lords. 

SCENE     VIL 

Faulc.  Here's  a  good  world  ;  knew  you  of  this  fair 
work  ? 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boundlcfs  reach 
Of  mercy,  {if  thou  didil  this  deed  of  death) 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Huh.  Do  but  hear  me.  Sir, 

Faulc.  Ha  !  I'll  tell  the  what, 
Thou'rt  damn'd  fo  black  —  nay,  nothing  is  fo  black  i 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  prince  Lucifer. 
There  is  not  yet  fo  ugly  a  iiend  of  hell 

4* 
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Asthoa  {halt  be,  if  thoudidft  kill  this  child. 

Huh.  Upon  my  foul  ■ 

Faulc.  If  thoudidrt  butconfent 
To  this  moll  cruel  aft,  do  but  defpair 
And  if  thou  \^ant'ft  a  cord,  the  fmalleft  thread. 
That  ever  fpider  twilled  from  her  womb, 
Will  llrangle  thee  ;  a  rufh  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on :  or  would'il  thou  drown  thyfclf. 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  fpoon, 
And  it  ihall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 
Enough  to  ftifie  fuch  a  villain  up. 
I  do  fufpea  thee  very  grievoufly. 

Huh.  If  I  in  aa,  confent,  or  fm  of  thought. 
Be  guilty  of  the  Healing  that  fweet  breath. 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Xet  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me  I 
I  left  him  v/ell. 

Faulc.  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. 
I  am  amaz'd,  methinks,  and  lofe  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. 
7  How  eafie  doft  thou  take  all  E?7gland  up  ! 
From  forth  this  morfel  of  dead  Royalty, 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  Realm 
Is  fled  to  hcav'n  j  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  fcramble,  and  to  part  by  th'  teeth 
The  un-owed  intereftof  proud-fwelling  State. 
Now  for  the  bare-pickt  bone  of  Majefly, 
Doth  dogged  war  bridle  his  angry  creft  ; 
And  fnarleth  in  the  gentle  eyes  of  peace. 
Now  Pow'rs  from  home  and  difcontents  at  home 
Meet  in  one  line  :  and  vaft  confufion  waits 
(As  doth  a  Raven  on  a  fick,  falVn  beait) 
The  imminent  Decay  of  wreiledPomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whofe  cloak  and  cmaure  can 
Hold  out  this  tempeft.     Bear  away  the  child. 
And  follow  me  with  fpced  ;  I'll  to  the  Kmg ; 
A  thoufand  bufinefies  are  brief  at  hand,  ' 

And  heav'n  itielf  doth  frown  upon  the  Land.    {Exeunt. 

1  A  point  fit  right  by  Mr.  Theobcud,  4   C  T 
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A  C  T     V.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

The  Court  of  England, 
Writer  King  John,  Pandulph,  and  Attendants. 

K.  John.^WJ^  T  have  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
X     -ihe  circle  of  my  Glory. 

r>       ,    rr-  >  .  \!^l-ving  the  Cronj^n, 

rand.  Take  again 

I'rom  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  Pope 
Your  fovereign  Greatnefs  and  Authority.      ' 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word  ;  go  meet  the 

And  from  his  Holinefs  ufe  all  your  power 
To  fcop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam'd. 


revolt  ; 


Our  difcontented  counties  do  .^,..., , 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience*, 
Sy/earing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  foul^ 
Tollranger  blood,  to  foreign  Rovalty  i ' 
This  inundation  of  miftemper'd  humour 
Rells  by  you  only  to  be  qualify'd. 
Then  paufe  not ;  for  the  prefent  time's  fo  Tick, 
That  prefent  medicine  muil  be  miniftred. 
Or  Overthrow  incurable  enfues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempeft  up. 
Upon  your  ftubborn  ufage  of  the  Pope  : 
But  fmce  you  are  a  gentle  convertite. 
My  tongue  fHall  hufh  again  this  ftorm  of  war ; 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  bluft'ring  Land. 
On  this  ylfcenfion-day^  remember  well. 
Upon  your  oath  of  fervice  to  the  Pope, 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.      [Extt. 

A.  John    \s  this  A/cenfion-day  ?  did  not  the  Prophet 
bay,  that  before  AJcenfion-day  at  noon 
M;  Crown  I  Ihould  give  oiF?  even  fo  I  have ; 
1  did  luppofe,    it  Ihould  be  on  conftraint; 
i^ut,  heav'n  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 
Enter  Faulconbridge. 
Fauk.  AH  Kent  hath  yielded,   nothing  there  holds 
^^t  But 
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But  Dovcr-Caflle:   London  hath  receiv'd. 
Like  a  kind  hoii,  the  Dauphin  and  his  Powers, 
Your  nobles  will  not  hear  yoo,  but  are  gone 
To  ofter  fervice  to  your  enemy  ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtfal  friends. 

K.  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again. 
After  they  heard,  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

Faulc.  They   found  him   dead,     and  cafe  into  thp 
ftreets, 
An  empty  cafeet,  where  the  jewel,   life, 
By  fome  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away. 
K.  John.  That  villain  Huhert  told  me,  he  did  live. 
Faulc.  So  on  my  foul  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew : 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  ?  why  lock  you  fad  \ 
Be  great  in  adl,  as  you  have  been  in  thought : 
Let  not  the  world  fee  fear  and  fad  diftruft 
Govern  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 
Be  flirring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire  j 
Threaten  the  threatner,  and  out-face  the  brow 
Of.bragging  horror:  fo  fhali  inferior  eyes,. 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  Great, 
Grow  great  by  your  example  ;  and  put  on 
The  dauntlefs  fpirit  of  refolution. 
Away,  and  glifter  like  the  God  of  war. 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field  ; 
Shew  boldnefs  and  afpiring  confidence. 
What,  fhall  they  feek  the  lion  in  his  den,. 
And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 
Oh,  let  it  it  not  be  faid  !  Forage,  and  run 
To  meet  difpleafure  farther  from  the  doors  ; 
And  grapple  with  him,  ere  he  comes  fo  nigh. 

K.  Jokn.TYiQ  Legate  of  the  Pope  hath  been  with  me,. 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him  ; 
And  he  hath  promis'd  to  difmifs  the  Powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Faulc.  Oh  inglorious  league  ! 
Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  Land, 
Send  fair-play -orders,  and  make  compromife, 
Lifmuation,  parley,  and  bafe  truce. 
To  arms  invafive  ?  (hall  a  beardlefs  boy,  Acock-^ 
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A  cockerM,  filken,  Wanton  brave  our  fields. 

And  fljfh  his  fpirit  in  a  warlike  foil, 

Mocking  the  air  with  Colours  idly  fpread, 

And  find  no  check  ?    let  us,  my  liege,  to  arms : 

Perchance,  the  Cardinal  can't  make  your  peace  ; 

Or  if  he  do,  Ic:  it  at  leaft  be  faid, 

They  faw,  we  had  a  purpofe  of  defence. 

K.  John.  Have  thou  the  ord'ring  of  this  prefent  time. 

Fauk.  Away  then,  with  good  courage;  yet,  I  know. 
Our  Party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  {_Ex!unt. 

SCENE    If.      Changes  to  tht  DauphinV  Camp, 

Enter y  in  arms,  Lewis,  Sali/bury,  Melan,  Pembroke; 

Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 
I^-avV.TV^  Y  lord  Melun,  let  this  be  copied  out, 

iyx  And  keep  it  fafe  for  our  remembrance  : 
Keturn  the  precedent  to  thefe  lords  again. 
That  having  our  fair  order  written  down. 
Both  they  and  we,  perufmg  o'er  thefe  notes, 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  Sacrament ; 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  fides  it  never  ihall  be  broken. 
And,  noble  Dauphin,  albeit  we  fwear 
A  voluntary  zeal  and  un-urg'd  faith 
To  your  proceedings;  yet  believe  me.  Prince, 
I  am  not  glad  that  fuch  a  Sore  of  time 
Should  feek  a  plaiiler  by  contemn'd  revolt  j 

And  heal  th'  inveterate  canker  of  one  wound," 

By  making  many.     Oh,  it  grieves  my  foul. 

That  I  muft  draw  this  metal  from  my  fide 

To  be  a  widovv-maker:    oh,    and  there. 

Where  honourable  refcue,  and  defence. 

Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salijhury, 

But  fuch  is  the  infedion  of  the  time. 

That,  for  the  health  and  phyfick  of  our  Right, 

We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 

Of  ftern  injui!ice,  and  confufed  wrong. 

And  is't  not  pity,  oh,  my  grieved  friends ! 

That  we  the  fens  and  children  of  this  IHe, 

Were  born  to  fee  fo  fad  an  hour  as  this. 

Wherein 
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Wherein  we  ftep  after  a  flranger  marck 

Upon  her  gentle  bofom,  and  fill  up 

Her  enemies  ranks  ?  (I  muft  withdraw  ard  weep 

Upon  the  Spot  of  this  enforced  caufe ;) 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote, 

And  follow  unacquainted  Colours  he^e  ? 

What,  here  ?  O  nation,  that  thou  could'ft  remove  ! 

That  Neptune's  arms,  who  clippeth  thee  about, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  cf  thyfelf. 

And  grapple  thee  unto  a  Pagan  fhore  ! 

Where  thefe  two  chriftiari  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 

And  not  10  fpend  it  fo  un-neighbourly. 

Lenvis,  A  nobk  temper  doll  thou  Ihew  inthisi 
And  great  aftedicn,  wrelUing  in  thy  bofom, 
Doth  make  an  earthquake  of  Nobility. 
Oh,  what  a  noble  combat  haft  tnou  fought, 
'  Between  compulfion,  and  a  brave  refpedl ! 
Let  me  wipe  otf  this  honourable  dew. 
That  filverly  doth  pr^ogrefs  on  thy  cheeks. 
**  My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
•  Being  an  ordinary  inundation  : 
'  *  But  this  effufion  of  fuch  manly  drops, 
•*  This  fiicvv'r,   blown  up  by  tempeft  of  the  foul, 
**  Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd, 
"  Than  had   I  feen   the  vaulty  top  of  heav'n 
"  Figured  quite  o'er  with  burning  meteors." 
Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Sal{jfhury, 
And  with  a  great  heart  hejfve  away  this  ftorm. 
**  Commend  thefe  waters  to  thofe  baby-eyes, 
"  That  never  faw  the  giant  world  enrag'd  ; 
"  Nor  met  with  fortune,    other  than  at  feafts, 
*'  Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  goiTiping." 
Come,  come  ;  for  thou  fhalt  thruft  thy  hand  as  deep 
Into  the  purfe  of  rich  profperity, 

I  ^f/»y^/«cojnpulfion,  and  a  brave  refpeB.'\  This  ctmpuifiott 
was  the  neceflity  of  a  reformation  in  the  ftate^  which,  ^ccotA' 
inc;  to  5'<r//yJa?^'sop>nion,  (who,  in  his  fpeech  preceding,  calli  it 
an  enforced  caufe)  cculd  only  be  procured  by  foreign  arms  :  And  the 
hranje  refpeB  W3S  the  love  of  his  country.  Yet  the  Oxftrd  Edi- 
lax,  for  ampulfion.   reads  compaffton. 

As 
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As  Lenvr's  himfelf  j  fo,  Nobles,  fhall  you  all. 
That  knit  your  finews  to  the  Ilrength  of  mine. 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Pandulph. 

And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  faj  fpeeds ; 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace, 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heav'n. 
And  on  our  adions  fet  the  name  of  Right 
"With  holy  breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  Prince  of  France  ! 
The  next  is  this :  King  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Kimfelf  to  Rome-,  his   fpirit  is  come  in, 
That  fo  flood  out  againll   the  holy  Church, 
The  great  Metropolis  and  See  of  Rome. 
Therefore  thy  threatning  Colours  now  wind  up. 
And  tame  the  favage  fpirit  of  wild  war  ; 
That,  like  a  Lion  fofter'd  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lye  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace  : 
And  be  no  further  harmful  Hian  in  fhew. 

Lenvis.  Your  Grace  fhall  pardon  me,  I  will  not  back  \ 
I  am  too  high-born  to  be  propertied. 
To  be  a  fecondary  at  controul ; 
Or  ufeful  ferving-man,  and  infirument. 
To  any  fovereign  State  throughout  the  world. 
Your  breath  iirit  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  war, 
JBetwcen  this  chaftis'd  Kingdom  and  myfelf ; 
And  brought  in  matter,  that  fhould  h^di  this  fire. 
And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out, 
With  that  fame  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 
You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  Right, 
Acquainted  me  with  intVell  to  this  Land  : 
Yea,  thruft  this  enterprize  into  my  heart : 
And  come  ye  now,  to  tell  me  John  hath  made 
His  peace  wath  Rome  ?  what  is  that  peace  to  me  ? 
I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed. 
After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  Land  for  mine : 
And  now  it  is  half-conquer'd,  muft  I  back, 

[  («)  jpeedu    Oxford  Editor Vulg.  f^ahl  ] 

Becaufe 
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Becaufe  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  V.07m  f 
Am  I  Rome^  flave  r  what  penny  hath  Rome  borne^ 
What  men  provided,    what  munition  fent. 
To  under-prop  this  aftion  ?    is't  not  I, 
That  undergo  this  charge?  who  elfe  but  I, 
And  fuch  as  to  my  Claim  are  liable. 
Sweat  in  this  bufmefs,  and  maintain  this  war  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  thefe  iflanders  fnout  out, 
Vi^je  le  Roy  !  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  ? 
Have  I  not  here  the  bell  cards  for  the  game. 
To  win  this  eafie  match,  plaid  for  a  Crown  ? 
And  Ihall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  Set  ? 
No,    on  my  foul,    it  never  Ihall  be  faid. 

Pand.   You  look  but  on  the  outfide  of  this  work. 
Levjts.  Outfide  or  infide,  I  will  not  return, 
^Till  my  attempt  fo  much  be  glorified, 
J^s  to  my  ample  hope  was  promifed. 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  v/ar ; 
And  cuird  thefe  fiery  fpirits  from  the  world. 
To  outlook  Conqueil,  and  to  win  Renown 
Ev'n  in  the  jaws  of  danger,  and  of  death. 

[Trumpet  founds* 
What  lufty  trumpet  thus  doth  fummon  us? 

S  C  E  N  E    IV. 
Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  According  to  the  fair  Play  of  the  world, 
Xet  me  have  audience  :  I  am  fent  to  fpeak. 
My  holy  lord  of  Milaln,  from  the  King  : 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him , 
And,   as  you  anfwer,  I  do  know  the  fcope. 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Vand.  The  Dauphin  is  too  v/illfui-oppofite,. 
And  will  not  temporize  with  m.y  entreaties : 
He  flatly  fays,  hell  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Faulc.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fury  breath'd. 
The  Youth  fays  well.     Now  hear  our  Englijh  King ; 
For  thus  his  Royalty  doth  fpeak  in  me  : 
He  is  prepar'd;  and  reafon  too,  he  Ihould, 
This  apilh  and  unmannerly  approach. 

This 
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This  harnefs^d  maflc,  and  unadvifed  revel, 

This  unheard  fawcinefs,  and  boyifh  troops, 

The  King  doth  fmile  at;  and  is  well -prepared 

To  whip  this  dwarfifh  war,    thefe  pigmy  arms. 

From  oat  the  circle  of  his  Territories, 

^'hat  hand  which  had  the  flrength,   ev'n  at  your  door. 

To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch  ; ' 

To  dive,  like  backets,  in  concealed  wells ; 

To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  fuible -planks. 

To  lye,  like  pawns,  lock'd  up  in  cnells  and  trunks ; 

To  herd  with  fwine  ;  to  feek  fweet  fafety  out. 

In  vaults  and  prifons ;  and  to  thrill,  and  (hake, 

Ev'n  at  the  crying  of  our  nation's  Crow, 

Thinking  his  voice  an  armed  En^HJh  man  ; 

Shall  that  vidorious  hand  be  feebled  here. 

That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chaftifement  ? 

No ;  know,  the  gallant  Monarch  is  in  arms ; 

And  like  an  Eagle  o'er  his  Aiery  tov/'rs. 

To  foufe  annolance  that  comes  near  his  nell. 

And  you  degenerate,    you   ingrate  Revolts, 

You  bloody  AVro'^,  ripping  up  the  womb 

Of  your  dear  mother  England^  blufii  for  fhame. 

For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-vifag'd  maids. 

Like  Ama-zTAs,    come  tripping  after  drums  ; 

Their  Thin\bles  into  armed  Gantlets  change. 

Their  Neelds  to  Lances,  and  their  gentle  Hearts 

To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lenjois.  There  end  thy  Brave,  and  turn  thy  face  Ia 
peace  ; 
We  grant,  thou  canft  out-fcold  us ;  fare  thee  well : 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to-be  fpent 
With  fuch  a  babler. 

Pand.  Give  me  leave  to  fpeak. 

Taulc.  No,  I  will  fpeak. 

Le'w-s.  We  will  attend  to  neither  : 
Strike  up  the  drums,  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
1  lead  for  our  int'reft,  and  our  being  here. 

Taulc.  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  will  cry  out; 
And  fo  fhall  you,  being  beaten  ;  do  but  ftart 
An  Echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum, 
A»d  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  brac'd, 

That 
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That  fhall  reverb'rate  all  as  loud  as  thine. 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  fhall. 
As  load  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear, 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder.     For  at  hand 
(Not  trufting  to  this  halting  Legate  here. 
Whom  be  hath  us'd  rather  for  Iport,  than  need) 
Is  warlike  John  ;  and  in  his  forehead  fits 
A  bare-ribb'd  death ;  whofe  oiHce  is  this  day 
To  feaft  upon  whole  thoufands  of  the  French. 

Leivis.  Strike  up  our  drums,  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Faulc.  And  thou  fhalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.     Changes  to  a  field  of  battle. 

Alarms.     Enter  King  John,  and  Hubert. 

■  K.  John. TJO^  goes  the  day  with  us?  oh,  tell  me, 
JLJL  Hubert. 

Hub.  Badly,  I  fear  ;  how  fares  your  Majefly  ? 

K.  John.  This  feaver,  that  hath  troubled  me  fo  long. 
Lyes  heavy  on  me  :  oh,  my  heart  is  fick  ! 
Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

Mef.  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinfman,  Fauiconbridget 
Defires  your  Majelly  to  leave  the  field  ; 
And  fend  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K.  John,  Tell  him,  towVd  S<winfiead,  to  the  Abbey 
there. 

Mef.  Be  of  good  Comfort  :  for  the  great  Supply, 
That  was  expedted  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wreck'd  three  nights  ago  on  Godivin-isLYids. 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  ev'n  now ; 
The  French  Rght  coldly,  and  retire  themfelves. 

K.  John.  Ah  me  I  this  tyrant  feaver  burns  me  up. 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  tow'rd  Srwinflead  ;  to  my  Litter  flrait ; 
Weaknefs  pofTefTeth  me,  and  I  am  faint.         [Exeunt. 
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SCENE    VI.      Changes  to  fhe  French  Camp. 

Enter  Salifbury,  Pembroke,    and  Bigot. 

Sa/.Y  Did  not  think  the  King  fo  llor'd  with  friends, 

X     Pemlf.  Up  once  again ;  put  fpirit  in  the  French : 
If  they  mifcarry,  we  mifcarry  too. 

Sal.  That  mifbegotten  devil,  Faulconbridge, 
In  fpight  of  fpight,  alone  upholds  tlie  day. 

Pemb.  They  fay,  King  Johny  fore  fick,  hath  left  the 
field. 

Enter  Melun,  fwounded. 

Melun.  Lead  me  to  the  Revolts  of  England  here. 

Sal.  When  we  were  happy,  we  had  other  names. 

Femh.  It  is  the  Count  Melun. 

Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Melun.  Fly,  noble  Ejiglijhy  you  are  bought  and  fold 
Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  Rebellion, 
And  welcome  home  again  difcarded  faith. 
Seek  out  King  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet : 
For  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day. 
He  means  to  recompence  the  pains  you  take. 
By  cutting  off  your  heads  ;  thus  hath  he  fworn. 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me. 
Upon  the  altar  at  St.  Edmondjbury ; 
Ev'n  on  that  altar,  where  we  fwore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlafting  love. 

Sal.  May  this  be  poffible  !  may  this  be  true  ! 

Melun.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  v.'ithin  my  view  ? 
Retaining  but  a  quantity  of  life. 
Which  bleeds  away,  ev'n  as  a  form  of  wax 
Refolveth  from  its  figure  'gainft  the  fire  ? 
What  in  the  world  Ihould  make  me  now  deceive. 
Since  I  mull  lofe  the  ufe  of  all  deceit  ? 
Why  fhould  I  then  be  falfe,  fmce  it  is  true, 
That  I  muft  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 
I  fay  again,  if  Lenvis  do  win  the  day. 
He  is  forfworn,  if  e'er  thofe  eyes  of  yours 
Behold  another  day  break  in  the  eaft. 
But  ev'n  this  night,  whofe  black  contagious  breath 
Already  fmoaks  about  the  burning  creft 
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Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day-wearied  fun, 
Ev'n  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  (hall  expire  ; 
Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 
Ev'n  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives. 
If  Leivis  by  your  affiftance  win  the  day. 
Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  King  ; 
The  love  of  him,  and  this  refpedl  befides, 
(For  that  my  grandfire  was  an  EngliJhmanJ 
Awakes  my  confcience  to  confefs  all  this. 
In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 
From  forth  the  noife  and  rumour  of  the  field  ; 
"Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thought* 
In  peace  ;  and  part  this  body  and  my  foul, 
Wich  contemplation,  and  devout  defires. 

Sal    ■'•V  e  do  believe  thee,  and  befhrew  my  foul 
But  I  do  iove  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  moit  fair  occafion,  by  the  which 
We  will  untread  the  fleps  of  damned  flight  j 
And,   like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  ranknefs  and  irregular  courfe. 
Stoop  low  within  thofe  bounds,  we  have  o'er-look'd  5 
And  calmly  run  on  m  obedience 
Ev'n  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  King  John. 
My  arm  fhall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence. 
For  I  do  fee  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
(a)  Pight  in  thine  eye.  Away,  my  friends ;  new  flight; 
And  happy  newnefs,  that  intends  old  right ! 

{Exeunt,  leading  0^  Melun. 

SCENE     VII. 
Changes  to  a  different  part  of  the  French  Camp, 

Enter  Lewis,  and  his  Train. 

Lenjois/  |  ^HE  fun  of  heav'n,  methought,  was  loth 

X  to  fet. 

But  Haid,  and  made  the  weftern  welkin  blulh  ; 
When  th'  Englijh  meafi.r'd  backward  their  own  ground 
In  faint  retire  :  oh,  bravely  came  we  off, 

[  {a)  Fight.  Oxford  Edition Vulg.  Right '^ 
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When  with  a  volley  of  our  needlefs  fhot, 
After  fuch  bloody  toil,  we  bid  good  night ; 
And  wound  our  tatter'd  colours  clearly  up, 

Laft  in  the  field,  and  almoft  lords  of  it ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mef.  Where  is  my  prince,    the  Dauphin? 

Le^is.  Here;  what  news  ? 

Me/.  The  Count  Melun  is  flain  ;  the  Englijh  Lord* 
hy  his  perfuafion  are  again  fall'n  off ; 
And  your  fupply,  which  you  have  wilh'd  fo  long, 
Are  call  away,  and  funk  on  Godivin-hnAs. 

LeiAjis,  Ah  foul,  fhrevvd,  news  !    Befhrew  thy  very 
heart, 
I  did  not  think  to  be  fo  fad  to  night, 
As  this  hath  made  me.     Who  was  he,  that  faid. 
King  John  did  fly,  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  ftumbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  ? 

Me/.  Whoever  fpoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Lenjuis.  Well ;  keep  good   quarter,   and  good  care 
to-night ; 
The  day  fliall  not  be  up  fo  foon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.         [Exeunt. 

SCENE     VIII. 
j^^  open  place  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Swinflead  Abbey. 

Enter  Faulconbridge,  and  Hubert,  /everally. 

Hub.\'^T HO's  there?   fpeak,  ho!  fpeak  quickly, 
VV    or  I  fhoot. 

Fau/c.  A  friend.     What  art  thou  I 

Bub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Eaulc.  And  whither  doil:  thou  go  ? 

Huh.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 
Why  may  not  I  demand  of  thine  affairs, 
As  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Eaulc.   Hubert,  I  think. 

Hubert.  Thou  naft  a  perfefl  thought: 
I  will  upor-  ail  hazards  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'll  my  tongue  fo  well : 
Who  art  thou  .? 

faulc^ 
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Faulc,  Who  thou  wilt ;  and,  if  thou  pleafe. 
Thou  may'ft  befriend  me  fo  much,  as  to  think,  . 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub.  Unkind  remembrance !  ^  thou  and  eyelefs  night 
Have  done  me  fliame  ;  brave  foldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent,  breaking  from  thy  tongue. 
Should  'fcape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Faulc.    Come,  come  ;  jar.s  compliment ,  what  news 
abroad  ? 

Uuh.  Why  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night. 
To  find  you  out. 

Faulc.  Brief  then  :  and  what's  the  news  ? 

Huh    O  my  fweet  Sir,  news  fitting  to  the  night ; 
Black,  fearful,  comfortlefs,  and  horrible. 

Faulc.  Shew  me  the  very  wound  of  this  ill  news, 
1  am  no  woman,  I'll  not  fwoon  at  it. 

Huh.   T  he  King,  I  fear,  is  poifon'd  by  a  Monk : 
I  left  him  almoft  Ipeechlefs,  and  broke  out 
T'  acquaint  you  with  this  evil  ;  that  you  might 
The  better  arm  you  to  the  fudden  time. 
Than  if  you  had  at  leifure  known  of  this. 

Faulc.  How  did  he  take  it  ?  who  did  tafte  to  him  ? 

Hub.  A  Monk,  I  tell  you  ;  a  refolved  villain, 
Whofe  bowels  fuddenly  burft  out ;  the  King 
Yet  fpeaks  ;  and,  perad venture,  may  recover. 

Faulc.  Who  didfl:  thou  leave  to  tend  his  Majeily  ? 

Hub.  Why,  know  you  not  ?  the  lords  are  all  come 
back. 
And  brought  Prince  Henry  in  their  company  ; 
At  whofe  requeft  the  King  hath  pardon'd  them. 
And  they  are  all  about  his  Majefty. 

Faulc.  With-hold  thine  indignation,  mighty  lieav'n! 
And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 
I'll  tell  thee  Hubert,  half  my  pow'rs  this  night. 
Faffing  thefe  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide  ; 
Thefe  Lincoln-\^2S^iQ^  have  devoured  them  ; 
Myfelf,  well  mounted,  hardly  have  elcaped. 
Away,  before  :  conduft  me  to  the  King  j 
I  doubt,  he  will  be  dead,  or  e'er  I  come.       [FxcunL 

2 th'ju   and  endltfs  mght.'\    We   ihould  read,    eyskp. 

So  Pindar  calls  the  Moon,  the  eye  of  night, 

T  3  S  C  E  N  K 
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SCENE    IX. 

Changes  to  the  Orchard  in   Swinilead  Ahhej. 
Enter  Pt  ince  Henry,  Salifdury,  and  Bigot. 

Benry.^^  is  too  late  ;  the  life  of  all  his  blood 

X  Is  touch 'd  corruptibly;   and  his  pure  brain, 
(Which  fome  fuppofe  the  fouFs  frail  dwelling  houfe,) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 
Femh.  Kis  highnefs   yet  doth  fpeak,  and  holds  be« 
lief, 
That,  being  brought  into  the  open  air. 
It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poifon,   which  afiaileth  him. 

Henry.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here  ; 
Doth  he  flill  rage  ? 

Femh.   He  is  more  patient. 
Than  when  you  left  him  ;  even  now  he  fung. 

Henry.  O  vanity  of  ficknefs  !  fierce  extreams 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themfelves. 
Death  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts, 
Leaves  them  (a)  infenfible  ;  his  fiege  is  now, 
Againftthe  mind  ;  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  fcrange  fantafies  j 
Which,  in  their  throng,  and  prefs  to  that  laft  hold. 
Confound  themfelves.     'Tis  ftrange  that  death  (hould 

fing  : . — 

I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale,  faint  fwan. 
Who  chaunts  a  doleful  hymn  to  his  own  death  j 
And,  from  the  organ-pipe  of  frailty,  fings 
His  foul  and  body  to  their  lafling  reft. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort.  Prince;  for  you  areborik 
To  fet  a  form  upon  that  indigeft. 
Which  he  hath  left  fo  fhapelefs  and  fo  rude. 
King  John  h)  ought  in. 
K.  John.'  Ay ,  marry,  now  my  foul  hath  elbow- 
room; 

i'O  i'^f':^fU«.     0-v/cr<;  Edition Vulg.  ir.vijikli.'} 
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It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  fo  hot  a  fiimmer  in  my  bofom, 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  duft  : 
I  am  a  fcribbled  form  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  againfl  this  fire 
Do  i  ftirink  up. 

Henry.  How  fares  your  Majefty  ? 

K  John.  Poifon'd,  ill  fare  !  dead,  forfook,  call  ofFj 
**  And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come 
**  To  thruft  his  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  ; 
**  Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  courfe 
"  Through  my  burn'd  bofom  :   nor  intreat  the  north 
"  To  make  his  bleak  winds  kifs  my  parched  lips, 
*'  And  comfort  me  with  cold."     I  alk  not  much, 
I  beg  cold  comfort ;  and  you  are  fo  ftrait. 
And  fp  ungrateful,  you  deny  me  that. 

Henry.  Oh,  that  there  were  fome  virtue  in  my  tears. 
That  might  relieve  you  ! 

K.  John.  The  fait  of  them  is  hot. 
Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poifon 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  confin'd  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable,  condemned  blood. 

SCENE     X. 
Enter  Faulconbridge. 

Faulc.  Oh  !  I  am  fcalded  with  my  violent  motion. 
And  fpleen  of  fpeed  to  fee  your  Majefty. 

K.  John.  Oh !    coufm,    thou  art  come  to  fet  mine 
eye : 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crackt  and  burnt ; 
And  all  the  fhrowds,  wherewith  my  life  ihould  fail. 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,   one  little  hair  : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  firing  to  ftay  it  by. 
Which  holds  but  'till  thy  news  be  uttered  ; 
And  then  all  this  thou  feefl,  is  but  a  clod. 
And  module  of  confounded  royalty. 

Faulc.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward. 
Where,  heav'n  he  knows,  how  we  fhall  anfwer  him. 
For,  in  a  night,  the  beft  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 

Were 
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Were  in  the  wafties,    all  unwarily. 

Devoured  by  the  unexpedled  flood.        [T/:;e  K/'»g  dies. 

Sal.  You  breathe  thefe  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear  : 

My  Liege  !    my  Lord  !  • but  now  a  King r 

now  thus. 

Henry-  ^'^'^  ^o  muft  I  run  on,  and  ev'n  fo  flop. 
What  furety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  ftay. 
When  this  was  now  a  King,  and  now  is  clay  ? 

Faulc.  Art  thou  gone  fo  ?  I  do  but  ftay  behind. 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge  : 
And  ihen  my  foul  fnall  wait  on  thee  to  heav'n. 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  fervant  Hill. 
Now,  now,  you  ftars,  that  move  in  your  bright  fpheres. 
Where  be  your  powers  ?  fliew  now  your  mended  faiths. 
And  inftantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  pufti  deftrudion  and  perpetual  Ihame 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land  : 
Strait  let  us  feek,  or  ftrait  we  Ihall  be  fought ; 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  feems  you  know  not  then  fo  much  as  we : 
The  Cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  reft. 
Who  half  an  hour  fmce  came  from  the  Dauphin-, 
And  brings  from  him  fuch  offers  of  our  peace. 
As  we  with  honour  and  refpeft  may  take. 
With  purpofe  prefently  to  leave  this  war. 

Faulc.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  fees 
Ourfelves  well  fmewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already  ; 
For  many  Carriages  he  hath  difpatch'd 
To  the  fea-fide,  and  put  his  Caufe  and  Quarrel 
To  the  difpofmg  of  the  Cardinal : 
With  whom  yourfelf,  myfelf,  and  other  lords. 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  poft 
To  confummate  this  bufmefs  happily. 

Faulc.  Let  it  be  fo ;  and  you,  my  noble  Prince, 
With  other  Princes  that  may  beft  be  fpar'd. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  Funeral. 

Henry.  At  Worcefter  muft  his  body  be  interred. 
For  fo  he  will'd  it. 

Faulc.  Thither  ihall  it  then. 
And  happily  may  your  fweet  felf  put  on 
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The  lineal  State,  and  Glory  of  the  Land  ! 
To  whom,  with  all  fubmiffion  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithful  fervices, 
And  true  fubjeftion  everlaftingly, 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  relt  without  a  fpot  for  evermore. 

Henry.  I  have  a  kind  foul,  that   would  give  yoa 
thanks. 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Faulc.  Ohj  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needful  woe. 
Since  it  hath  been  before-hand  with  our  griefs. 
[a]  Thus  England  never  did,  nor  never  Ihall, 
I,ye  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  Conqueror, 
But  when  it  iirft  did  help  to  wound  itfelf. 
Now  thefe  her  Princes  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  corners  of  the  world  in  arms. 
And  we  fhall  Ihock  them  I — Nought  ihall  make  us  rut, 
li England  to  itfelf  do  reft  but  true.        [Exennt  omnes* 

[  {a)  7bui,    Oxford  Editor  Valg.  This, 
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